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PREFACE. 


Ill  presentiDg  this  volume  to  the  public  I  should  have  felt,  I 
own,  considerable  diffideDce,  from  a  sincere  distrust  in  my  own  povirers 
of  doing  justice  to  such  a  task,  were  I  not  well  convinced  Ihat  there  is 
in  the  subject  itself,  and  in  the  rich  variety  of  materials  here  brought 
to  illustrate  it,  a  degree  of  attraction  and  interest  which  it  would  be 
difficult,  even  for  hands  the  most  unskilful,  to  extinguish.  However 
lamentable  were  the  circumstances  under  which  Lord  Byron  became 
estranged  from  his  country,  to  his  long  absence  from  England,  during 
the  most  brilliant  period  of  his  powers,  we  are  indebted  for  all  those 
interesting  letters  which  compose  the  greater  part  of  this  work,  and 
which  will  be  found  equal,  if  not  superior,  in  point  of  vigour, 
variety,  and  liveliness,  to  any  that  have  yet  adorned  this  branch  of 
our  Hteratare. 

What  has  been  said  of  Petrarch,  that  ^<  his  correspondence  and 
verses  together  afford  the  progressive  interest  of  a  narrative  in  which 
tiie  poet  is  always  identified  with  the  man,"  will  be  found  applicable, 
in  a  far  greater  degree,  to  Lord  Byron,  in  whom  the  literary  and  the 
personal  character  were  so  closely  interwoven,  that  to  have  left  his 
works  without  the  instructive  commentary  which  his  Life  and  Corres- 
pondence afford,  would  have  been  equally  an  injustice  both  to  himself 
and  to  the  world. 
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It  has  been  takl  of  Lord  Bjrron,  that  **  he  was 
prouder  of  being  a  deecendant  of  thote  Bjtoob  of 
Nomaadj ,  who  accompanied  WnUam  the  Conqueror 
into  England,  than  of  haying  been  the  author  of 
adlde  Harold  and  Manfred.**  Thii  remark  it  not 
■Iiogetber  unfounded  in  truth.  In  the  character  of 
the  noble  poet  the  pride  of  ancettiy  was  undoubtedly 
«ne  of  the  moat  decided  features ;  and,  as  &r  as  an- 
tiquitj  alone  gires  lustre  to  descent,  he  had  ereiy 
icasoa  to  boast  of  the  chums  of  hit  race.  In  Dooms- 
day-book, the  name  of  Ralph  de  Bunm  nnks  high 
among  the  tenants  of  land  in  Nottinghamshire;  and 
is  the  sucoeeding  reigns,  under  the  title  of  Lords  of 
Horestan  Gastle,*we  find  his  descendants  hokimg 
coosideiable  possessiotts  in  Derbyshire,  to  which 
afierwards,  ia  the  time  of  Edward  I,  were  added  the 
kads  of  Rochdsle  in  Lancashire.  So  extenare,  in- 
deed, in  those  early  times,  was  the  landed  wealth  of 
the  &BBil|y,  that  the  partition  of  their  property,  in 
NotsiaghaiBshire  aloni^  has  been  suiBcient  to  esta- 
blbh  nme  of  the  first  fiuulies  of  the  county. 

Its  antiquity*  howerer,  was  not  the  only  distinction 
by  which  the  name  of  Qyron  cams  recommended  to 
ils  inhefitor;  those  petsooal  merits  and  accomplish- 
wfaieh  fonn  the  best  ornament  of  a  genealogy, 
to  have  been  displayed  in  no  ordinary  degree 
I7  sosw  of  his  ancestors.  In  one  of  his  own  early 
poems,  aUn&ig  to  the  achierements  of  his  race,  he 
ooBuneBorates,  with  much  satirfwrtion,  those  "mail- 
corer'd  barons"  among  them, 

idio  pnmdl  J  to  battle 
IieA  their  TMH^  from  Eorove  to  Paloftine'f  pbdn. 

Ad£ng> 

Near  A*alon*s  towers  Jolm  of  HorMon  fliimbers, 
Uaaerrcd  is  the  haad  of  bis  ninstrel  by  death. 

As  there  is  no  record,  however,  as  fiir  as  I  can  dis- 
oorer,  of  any  of  his  ancestors  baring  been  engaged  b 
the  Holy  Wars,  it  is  possible  that  he  may  have  had 
ss  other  authority  for  this  notion  than  the  tradition 
which  he  found  connected  with  certain  strange  groups 
of  heads,  which  are  represented  on  the  old  panel- 
work  in  some  of  the  chambers  at  Newstead.  In  one 
of  these  groups,  consisting  of  three  heads,  strongly 
csnred,  and  projecting  from  the  panel,  the  centre 

•  "In  the  psrtc  of  Horseley  (my  Tboroton)  there  wua 
caiUe.  sone  of  the  mhu  wbeieoT  are  yet  rUOAe,  cafled 
Hotcataa  Castle,  whkh  was  the  chief  numiion  of  his 
{Balph  &o  Boran't) " 


figure  evidently  represents  a  Saracen  or  Moor,  with 
an  European  feniale  on  one  side  of  him,  and  a 
Christian  soldier  on  the  other.  In  a  second  group, 
which  is  m  one  of  the  bedrooms,  the  femsle  occupies 
the  centre,  while  on  each  side  is  the  head  of  a  Sara- 
cen, with  the  eyes  fixed  earnestly  upon  her.  Of  the 
exact  meaning  of  these  figures  there  is  nothing  certain 
known;  but  the  tradition  is,  I  understand,  that  they 
refer  to  some  bTo-adrenture,  in  which  one  of  those 
crusaders,  of  whom  the  young  poet  speaks,  was  en- 
gaged. 

Of  the  more  certain,  or,  at  least,  better  known 
exploits  of  the  (Sunily,  it  is  sufficient,  perhaps,  to  say, 
that,  at  the  siege  of  Calais  under  Edward  III,  and 
on  the  fields,  memorable  in  their  respective  eras,  of 
Cressy,  Bosworth,  and  Marston  Moor,  the  name  of 
the  ^rons  reaped  honours,  both  of  rank  and  &me, 
of  vfhich  their  young  descendant  has,  m  the  verses 
just  cited,  shown  himself  proudly  conscious. 

It  was  in  the  reign  of  Heniy  VIII,  on  the  dinolu- 
tutk  of  the  monasteries,  that,  by  a  royal  grsnt,  the 
church  and  priory  of  Newstead,  with  the  knds  ad- 
Joining,  were  added  to  the  other  possessions  of  the 
Qyron  fiunily.*  The  &vourite,  upon  whom  these 
spoils  of  the  ancient  religion  were  conferred,  was 
the  grand-nephew  of  the  gallant  soldier  who  fought 
by  the  side  of  Richmond  at  Bosworth,  and  is  dis- 

*  The  priory  oTNewstaad  had  been  Ibnnded  and  dedicated 
to  Ood  and  the  Virgin  by  Heury  II :— and  ita  mooki.  who 
were  canons  recular  of  the  Order  of  St.  Aucoftine,  appear 
to  have  been  peculiarly  the  obJecU  of  royal  feroar,  no  leas 
in  spfarltnal  than  in  temporal  concerns,  faring  the  life- 
time of  the  fifth  Lord  Byron,  there  was  foond  in  the  Lake 
at  Newstead,— where  it  is  supposed  to  have  been  thrown 
for  concealment  by  the  monks,— a  large  brass  eagle,  in  the 
body  of  which,  on  its  being  sent  to  be  cleaned,  was  dis- 
covered a  secret  aperture,  concealing  within  it  a  number 
of  old  legal  papers  connected  with  the  righu  and  privileges 
of  the  foundation.  At  the  sale  of  the  old  lord's  effects,  in 
1776-7,  this  eagle,  together  with  three  candelabra,  found  at 
the  same  Ume.  was  purchased  by  a  watchmaker  of  Nottlng. 
ham  (by  whom  the  concealed  manuscripts  were  discovered), 
and  having  from  his  bands  passed  into  those  of  Sir  Richard 
Kaye,  a  prebendary  of  Southwell,  forms  at  present  a  veiy 
remariuible  ornament  of  the  cathedral  of  that  place.  A 
curious  document,  said  to  have  been  among  those  found  in 
the  eagle,  is  now  in  the  possession  of  Colonel  Wildman. 
conUinlng  a  grant  of  full  pardon  from  Henry  V,  of  every 
possible  crime  (and  there  b  a  tolerably  long  catalogue 
enumerated)  which  the  monks  might  have  conunitted  pre- 
rions  to  the  8th  of  December  preceding :— *  mmr^ri*  per 
ipsos  po$t  tUcimum  nomum  tUem  Novtmbrit  ultimo  pr»- 
teritom  perpetratis,  si  qu»  ftierint,  ejscipMs.** 
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tinguuhed  from  the  other  knights  of  the  same  chrtKtian 
name,  m  the  fiunily,  by  the  title  of  **Sir  John  Qyron 
the  little  with  the  great  beard."  A  portrait  of  this 
personage  was  one  of  the  few  fiunily  pietares  with 
which  the  walls  of  the  abbey,  while  in  the  possesaon 
of  the  noble  poet,  were  decorated. 

At  the  coronation  of  James  I,  we  find  another  re- 
presentative of  the  fiuni^  selected  as  an  object  of 
royal  fiivour, — the  grandson  of  Sir  John  Qyron  the 
Little,  being,  on  this  occasion,  made  a  Knight  of  the 
Bath.  There  is  a  letter  to  this  personage,  presenrcd 
in  Lodge's  IHustratioQS,  from  which  it  appears  that, 
notwithstanding  all  these  apparent  indications  of 
prosperity,  the  broads  of  pecuniary  embarrassment 
had  already  began  to  be  experienced  by  this  ancient 
house.  After  counselling  the  new  heir  as  to  the  best 
mode  of  getting  free  of  his  debts,  **I  do  therefore 
advise  you,**  continues  the  writer,  *  **■  that  so  soon 
as  you  have,  in  such  sort  as  shall  be  fit,  finished  your 
father's  funerak,  to  dispose  and  disperse  that  great 
household,  reducing  them  to  the  number  of  forty  or 
fifty,  at  the  most,  of  all  sorts ;  and,  in  my  opinion, 
it  will  be  fiur  better  for  you  to  live  for  a  time  in 
Lancashire  rather  than  in  Notts  fior  many  good  rea- 
sons that  I  can  tell  you  when  we  meet,  fitter  for 
words  than  writing.** 

From  the  following  reign  (Charles  I)  the  nobility 
of  the  fiun3y  dates  its  origin.  In  the  year  1643,  Sir 
John  Byron,  great  grandson  of  him  who  succeeded 
to  the  rich  domains  of  Newstead,  was  created  Baron 
Byron  of  Rochdale  in  the  county  of  Lancaster;  and 
seldom  has  a  title  been  bestowed  for  such  high  and 
honourable  services  as  those  by  which  this  noble- 
man deserved  the  gratitude  of  his  royal  master. 
Through  ahnost  every  page  of  the  History  of  the 
Civil  Wars,  we  trace  his  name  in  connexion  with  the 
varying  fortunes  of  the  king,  and  find  him  fiuthful, 
persevering,  and  disinterested  to  the  last.  ^  Sir  John 
Biron  (says  the  writer  of  Colonel  Hutchinson's  Me- 
moirs), afterwards  Lord  Biron,  and  all  his  brothers, 
bred  up  m  arms  and  valiant  men  m  their  own  per- 
sons, were  all  passionately  the  king's."  There  is 
also,  m  the  answer  which  Colonel  Hutchinson,  when 
governor  of  Nottingham,  returned,  on  one  occasion, 
to  his  courin-german.  Sir  Richard  Biron,  a  noble 
tribute  to  the  valour  and  fidelity  of  the  family.  Sir 
Richard,  having  sent  to  prevail  on  his  rekUive  to 
surrender  the  castle,  received  for  answer,  that, "  ex- 
cept he  found  his  own  heart  prone  to  such  treachery, 
he  might  consider  there  was,  if  nothing  else,  so  much 
of  a  Biron's  blood  in  him,  that  he  should  very  much 
scorn  to  betray  or  quit  a  trust  he  had  undertaken." 

Such  are  a  few  of  the  gallant  and  distingiikhed 
personages,  through  whom  the  name  and  honours  of 
this  noble  house  have  been  transmitted.  By  the 
maternal  side  also.  Lord  Byron  had  to  pride  himself 
on  a  line  of  ancestry  as  iOustrious  as  any  that  Scot- 
bnd  can  boast, — his  mother,  who  was  one  of  the 
Gordons  of  Gight,  having  been  a  descendant  of  that 
Sir  William  Gordon,  who  was  the  third  son  of  the 
Eari  of  Huntley  by  the  daughter  of  James  I. 

After  the  eventful  period  of  the  Civil  Wars,  when  so 
many  individuals  of  the  house  of  Byron  distinguished 
themselves— there  .having  been  no  less  than  seven 

*  The  Earl  of  ShrewilMuy 


brothers  of  that  fiunily  on  the  fiehi  at  EdgehS— the 
celebrity  of  the  name  appears  to  have  died  away  for 
near  a  eentury.  It  was  about  the  year  1750,  that 
the  shipwreck  and  sufferings  of  Mr  Byron*  (the 
grand&ther  of  the  iQostrioos  subject  of  these  pages), 
awakened  in  no  small  degree  the  attention  and  sym- 
pathy of  the  public.  Not  kmg  after,  a  less  innocent 
sort  of  notoriety  attached  itself  to  two  other  members 
of  the  family, — one,  the  grand-unde  of  the  poet,  and 
the  other,  Us  &ther.  The  former,  in  the  year  1765, 
stood  his  trial  before  the  House  of  Peers  for  killing, 
in  a  duel,  or  rather  scuffle,  his  relation  and  neighbour 
Mr  Chaworth;  and  the  latter,  having  carried  off  to 
the  continent  the  wife  of  Lord  Carmarthen,  on  the 
noble  marquis  obtainmg  a  divorce  from  the  lady, 
married  her.  Of  this  short  union  one  daughter  only 
was  the  issue,  the  honourable  Augusta  Byron,  now 
the  wife  of  Colonel  Leigh. 

In  reviewing  thus  cursorily  the  ancestors,  both 
near  and  remote,  of  Lord  Byroo*  it  cannot  fail  to  be 
ronarked  how  strikingly  he  combined  in  his  own 
nature  some  of  the  best  and,  perhaps,  worst  qualities 
that  He  scattered  through  the  various  characters  of 
his  predecessors, — the  generosity,  the  k>ve  of  enter- 
prise, the  high-mmdedness  of  some  of  the  better 
spirits  of  his  race,  with  the  irregular  passions,  the 
eccentricity,  and  daring  recklessness  of  the  vroild's 
opini(m,  that  so  much  characterised  others. 

The  first  wife  of  the  fiiUher  of  the  poet  having  died 
in  1784,  he,  in  the  foDowing  year,  married  Miss 
Catherme  Gordon,  only  child  siiid  heiress  of  George 
Gordon,  Esq.  of  Gight.  In  addition  to  the  estate  of 
Gight,  which  had,  however,  in  former  times,  been 
much  more  extensive,  this  lady  possessed,  m  ready 
money,  Bank  shares,  &o.  no  inconsiderable  property ; 
and  it  was  known  to  be  solely  with  a  view  of  refieving 
himself  from  his  debts  that  Mr  Byron  paid  his  addresses 
to  her.  A  circumstance  related,  as  having  taken  place 
before  the  marriage  of  this  lady,  not  oidy  shows  the 
extreme  quickness  and  vehemence  of  her  feelings, 
but,  if  it  be  true  that  she  had  never  at  the  time  seen 
Captain  Bynm,  is  not  a  httle  striking.  Being  at  the 
Edinburgh  Theatro  one  night  when  the  character 
of  Isabella  was  performed  by  Mrs  Siddons,  so  affected 
was  she  hj  the  powers  of  this  great  actress,  that, 
towards  the  conclusion  of  the  play,  she  fell  into  violent 
fits,  and  was  carried  out  of  the  theatre,  screaming 
fendly,  **  Oh  my  Biron,  my  Biron." 

On  the  occasion  of  her  marriage  there  appeared  a 
ballad  by  some  Scotch  rhymer,  which  has  been  late^ 
reprinted  in  a  collection  of  the  **  Ancient  Ballads  and 
Songs  of  the  North  of  Scotland ;"  and  as  it  bears 
testimony  both  to  the  reputation  of  the  lady  for 
wealth,  and  that  of  her  husband  for  rakery  and  extra- 
vagance, it  may  be  worth  extracting  :— 

MISS  GORDON  OT  GIOHT. 

O  wtasre  are  ye  gsen*,  bonny  Mia  OordonT 
O  wbare  are  y«  f«en,  Me  bony  an'  braw  ? 

Te  *ve  Murrted.  ye  *Te  married  wf  Joiuiay  Byron, 
To  fqaander  tbe  landa  o'  Olght  awa*. 

This  youth  ta  a  nJie.  firi»  Ent Isnd  he  ••  oo«» ; 

The  Scots  diiina  ken  hb  extraction  are ; 
He  fceept  ap  hit  mlates,  his  landlord  he  duns, 

Xhat  *f  fiwt  drawen'  the  lands  o'  Oif  ht  awa*. 

O  whare  are  ye  gaen*,  &e. 

«  Aftenrards  AdmlraL 
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The  Aootea'  o'  gnns,  an'  rattlin'  o'  dnuM» 
Tbe  bosle  in  woods,  the  pipes  i'  the  ha*. 

The  brefflee  a  howlin*.  the  hovnda  a  growtin* ; 
neae  aeuidkigB  will  aooa  gar  Oight  gang  •«•'. 

0  where  are  ye  gaen*.  &6. 

Soon  after  the  marriage,  which  took  place,  I  belicre, 
at  Bath,  Mr  Byron  and  his  ]adj  removed  to  their 
ettate  in  Scotland ;  and  it  was  not  long  before  the 
fgogaotdcM  of  this  baflad-maker  began  to  be  realized. 
Hie  extent  of  that  chasm  of  debt,  in  which  her  fortune 
was  to  be  swaBowed  op,  now  opened  upon  the  cnres 
of  the  iD-lated  heiress.  The  creditors  of  Mr  Byron  loet 
■0  time  in  preaang  their  demands,  and  not  on]y  was 
the  whole  of  her  ready  mooegr.  Bank  shares,  fisheries, 
&£.,  aacriliced  to  satisfy  them,  but  a  large  sum  raised 
by  ■wrtgai^e  on  the  estate  for  the  same  purpoHe.  In 
^  sammer  of  1786,  she  and  her  husband  left  Scot- 
knd,  to  proceed  to  FVanoe ;  and  in  the  following  year 
the  estate  of  Gight  itself  was  sold,  and  the  whole  of 
the  pnrchaae-Boney  applied  to  the  further  payment 
•f  debts, — ^with  the  exception  of  a  smaO  sum  Tested 
is  tmstees  for  the  use  of  Mra  Qyron,  who  thus  found 
heneif,  within  the  short  space  of  two  years,  reduced 
fivm  oonpetcnoe  to  a  pittance  of  ;f  160  per  annum.^ 

Prom  Fmaoe  Mrs  Byron  returned  to  England  at  the 
dose  of  tbe  year  17V',  and  en  the  33d  of  January, 
1788,  gave  birth,  w  Holies-street,  London,  to  her  first 
and  QKij  eldki,  George  Qordon  B^ron.  The  name  of 
GordsB  was  added  in  compliance  with  a  condition 
in^iooed  by  wfll  on  whoever  should  become  husband 
rf  the  heiress  of  Gight ;  and  at  the  baptism  of  the 
ddd,  tbe  Duke  of  Gordon,  and  Cokmel  Duff  of 
Pettereaso,  stood  godfathers. 

•  The  foOoviog  partkalars  TMpecttaig  tbe  amount  of 
■rs  9fnm*s  fitrtme  before  marriage,  and  iU  rapid  die- 
appraraarr  aflerwarda,  are,  I  hare  erery  reason  to  think, 
tnm  tte  atatkentic  souroe  to  which  I  am  indebted  for  them, 
sirietly  correct ; 

*AtfhB  Urnm  of  the  aaarriage  Mias  Gordon  was  posaeased 
of  abewt  £3nt  in  BMMiey,  two  shares  in  the  Aberdeen  Bank- 
oig  Coapaay,  the  estates  of  Oight  and  Bf onkshill.  and  the 
Soperiflrityoftwo  Salmon  Pliriiiiigs  on  Dee.  Soon  after  the 
anfvat  of  Mr  and  Afrs  Byron  Gordon  in  Scotland,  it 
Hipwini  ttet  Mr  Byron  had  ittTolred  himself  very  deeply 
in  debt,  and  his  creditors  conunenced  legal  proceedings  for 
tbe  recowcn  sf  their  money.  The  cash  in  hand  was  soon 
pud  atwaf«-4he  Beak  shares  were  disposed  of  at  £1800  (now 
wwtk  iSMOMIiBber  on  the  estate  was  cut  down  and  sold 
t0  Che  asBOoat  ef  fUOO-the  flum  of  HonkshiU  and  Supe- 
riaritY  at  the  Fishings,  affording  a  freehold  qoaliflcation, 
woe  disposed  of  at  £«»;  and,  in  addition  to  these  sales. 
wlihia  a  year  after  the  mazriage,  OOOO  was  borrowed  on  a 
■eiifurr  qpon  tbe  estate,  granted  by  Mrs  Byron  Gordon 
to  the  penoB  kAo  lent  the  money. 

« 1«  Bfeireh  t7H6  a  contract  of  marriage  in  the  Scotch  form 
was  drawn  «p  and  signed  by  the  parties.  In  the  conrse  of 
(he  swBMr  of  that  year  Mr  and  Mrs  Byron  left  Gight,  and 
aeter  retamcd  to  it ;  the  estate  being,  in  the  following 
yew.  sold  to  Lord  Haddo  for  the  sum  of  £17,850,  the  wliole 
of  which  WW  applied  to  the  payment  of  Mr  Byron's  debta. 
with  tke  exception  of  illSS,  which  remained  as  a  burden 
«•  the  eatate  (the  interest  to  be  applied  to  pay  ing  a  j  ointure 
of  fi6.  lU.  1^.  to  Mrs  Byron's  grandmother,  the  principal 
refcrtiag.  at  her  death,  to  Mrs  Byron),  and  £3000,  Tested 
ia  Trwsteea  for  Mrs  Byron's  separate  nse,  wliich  was  lent 
to  Mr  CarseweU  (/Ratharllet  in  FUbshire.* 

*  A  olrange  ocenrreace  *  (says  another  of  my  informanta) 
'  tmek  piece  previoos  to  the  sale  of  the  lands.  All  the  dores 
\tit  the  heoMO  of  Gight  and  came  to  Lord  Haddo's,  and  so 
did  a  amriber  of  herons,  which  had  bailt  their  nesta  for  many 
yean  la  a  wood  en  the  hanks  of  a  large  loch,  called  the 
B^beny  Pot.  When  this  was  told  to  Lord  Baddo,  he 
potiaeatly  replied, '  Let  the  birds  come,  and  do  them  no 

fin-  the  toad  will  soon  foUow ;'  whioh  it  actually  did.* 


In  reicrenoe  to  the  circumstance  of  his  being  an 
only  child.  Lord  Byron,  in  one  of  his  journals,  men- 
tions some  curious  coincidences  in  his  famOy,  which 
to  a  mind  disposed  as  his  was  to  regard  erery  thing 
connected  with  himself  as  out  of  the  ordiuaiy  course 
of  evenU,  would  naturally  appear  eren  more  strange 
and  smgular  than  they  are.  ^  I  hare  been  thmking,'' 
he  says,  ^  of  an  odd  circumstance.  My  daughter  (1), 
my  wife  (3),  my  half-sister  (3),  my  mother  (4),  my 
sister's  mother  (6),  my  natural  daughter  (6j,  and 
myself  (7),  are,  or  were,  all  only  children.  My  sister  s 
mother  (Lady  Cooyen)  had  only  my  half-sister  by 
that  second  marriage  (herself,  too,  an  only  child),  and 
my  father  had  only  me,  an  only  child,  by  his  second 
marriage  with  my  mother,  an  only  child  too.  Such  a 
complicatim  of  only  children,  all  tending  to  on/t 
fiunily,  is  singular  enough,  and  looks  hlie  fatality 
almost."  He  then  adds,  characteristically,  ^  But  the 
fiercest  «»»^i»«i>la  hare  the  fewest  numbers  in  their 
litters,  as  Uons,  tigers,  and  even  elephants,  which  are 
mild  in  comparison." 

Prom  London  Mrs  Byron  proceeded  with  her  infant 
to  Scotland,  and  in  the  year  1790,  took  up  her  resi- 
dence in  Aberdeoi,  where  she  was  soon  after  joined 
by  Captain  Byron.  Here  for  a  short  time  they  lived 
together  m  lodgings  at  the  house  of  a  person  named 
Anderscm,  in  Queen-street.  But  their  union  being  by 
no  means  happy,  a  separation  took  place  between 
them,  and  Mrs  Byron  removed  to  lodgings  at  the  other 
end  of  the  street.^  Notwithstanding  this  schism,  they 
for  some  time  continued  to  visit,  and  even  to  drink 
tea  with  each  other;  but  the  elcmenta  of  discord 
were  strong  on  both  sides,  and  their  separation  was, 
at  last,  complete  and  finaL  He  would  frequently, 
however,  accost  the  nurse  and  his  son  in  their  walks, 
and  expressed  a  strong  wish  to  have  the  child  for  a 
day  or  two,  on  a  visit  with  him.  To  this  request  Mrs 
Byron  was,  at  first,  not  veiy  willing  to  accede,  but, 
(m  the  representati(m  of  the  nurse,  that  ^  if  he  kept 
the  boy  one  night,  he  would  not  do  so  another,"  she 
consented.  The  event  proved  as  the  nurse  had  pre- 
dicted; on  inquiring  next  morning  after  the  chQd, 
she  was  told  by  Captain  Byron  that  he  had  quite 
enou^  df  his  young  visitor,  and  she  might  take  him 
home  again. 

It  should  be  observed,  however,  that  Mrs  Byron, 
at  thia  period,  was  unable  to  keep  more  than  one 
servant,  and  that,  sent  as  the  boy  was  on  this  occa- 
sion to  encounter  the  trial  of  a  visit,  without  tbe 
accustomed  superintendence  of  his  nurse,  it  is  not  so 
wonderful  that  he  should  have  been  found,  under 
such  circumstances,  rather  an  unmanageable  guest. 
That  as  a  child,  his  temper  was  violent,  or  rather 
suDenly  passionate,  is  certain.  Even  when  in  petti- 
coats, he  showed  the  same  imcontrolable  spirit  with 
his  nurse,  which  he  afterwards  exliibited,  wh^i  an 
author,  with  his  critics.  Being  angrily  reprimanded 
by  her,  one  day,  for  having  soiled  or  torn  a  new  frock 
in  which  he  had  been  just  dressed,  he  got  mto  one  of 
his  "  silent  lages"  (as  he  himself  has  described  tbem), 
seized  tbe  &ock  with  both  his  hands,  rent  it  from  top 

*  It  appears  that  she  several  times  changed  her  residence 
during  her  stay  at  Aberdeen,  as  there  are  two  other  houses 
pointed  out,  where  she  lodged  for  some  time ;  one,  situated 
in  Viiglnia  street,  aud  the  other,  the  house  of  a  Mr  Leslie, 
I  think,  in  Broad-street. 
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to  bottom,  and  stood  in  loUen  sdOnesi,  setting  his 
coisurer  and  her  wnth  at  defiance. 

But,  notwithstanding  this,  and  other  sach  unrubr 
outbreaks— in  which  he  was  but  too  much  encouraged 
by  the  example  of  his  mother,  who  frequently,  it  is 
■aid,  proceeded  to  the  same  extremities  with  her 
caps,  gowns,  &c. — there  was  in  his  disposition,  as 
appears  from  the  concurrent  testimony  of  nurses, 
tutors,  and  all  who  were  employed  about  him,  a  mix- 
ture of  afiectiooate  sweetness  and  playfulness,  by 
which  it.  was  impossible  not  to  be  attached;  and 
Which  rendered  him  then,  as  in  his  riper  yean,  easily 
manageable,  by  those  who  loTed  and  underrtood  him 
sufficiently  to  be  at  once  gentle  and  firm  enough  for 
the  Cask..  The  female  attendant  of  whom  we  have 
spoken,  as  well  as  her  sister.  May  Gray,  who  suc- 
ceeded her,  gained  an  influence  over  his  mind  against 
which  he  yery  rarely  rebefled;  while  his  mother, 
whose  caprick>us  excesses,  both  of  anger  and  of  fond- 
ness, left  her  little  hold  on  either  his  respect  or  afiecr 
tion,  was  indebted  solely  to  his  sense  of  filial  duty  for 
any  smaD  portion  of  authority  she  was  ever  able  to 
acquire  over  him. 

Qy  an  accident  which,  it  is  said,  occurred  at  the 
time  of  his  birth,  one  of  his  feet  was  twisted  out  of  its 
natural  position,  and  this  defect  (chiefly  from  the 
contiiTances  employed  to  remedy  it)  was  a  source  of 
much  pain  and  inconTenienoe  to  him  during  his  eariy 
years.  He  expedients  used  at  this  period  to  restore 
the  limb  to  shape  were  adopted  by  the  advice,  and 
under  the  direction,  of  the  celebrated  John  Hunter, 
with  whom  Doctor  Livingstone  of  Aberdeen  cone- 
■pooded  on  the  subject ;  and  his  nurse,  to  whom  fell 
the  task  of  putting  on  these  machines  or  bandages,  at 
bedtime,  would  often^  as  she  hersdf  told  my  informant, 
sing  him  to  sleep,  or  tell  him  stories  and  legends,  in 
which,  like  most  other  children,  he  took  great  delight. 
She  also  taught  him,  whfle  yet  an  in&nt,  to  repeat 
a  great  number  of  the  Psalms;  and  the  first  and 
twenty-third  Psabns  were  among  the  earliest  that 
he  committed  to  memory.  It  is  a  remarkable  fiict, 
indeed,  that  through  the  care  of  this  respectable 
woman,  who  was  herself  of  a  very  religious  disposi- 
tion, he  attained  a  fiur  earlier  and  more  intimate 
acquaintance  with  the  Sacred  Writings  than  hXk  to 
the  k>t  of  most  young  people.  In  a  letter  which  he 
wrote  to  Mr  Murray,  firom  Italy,  in  1831,  after 
requesting  of  that  gendeman  to  send  him,  by  the  first 
opportunity,  a  Bible,  he  adds  — ^  Don't  forget  this, 
for  I  am  a  great  reader  and  admirer  of  those  books, 
and  had  read  them  through  and  through  before  I  was 
eight  years  old,— that  is  to  say,  the  Old  Testament, 
for  the  New  struck  me  as  a  task,  but  the  other  as  a 
pleasure.  I  speak,  as  a  boy,  from  the  recollected  im- 
pression of  that  period  at  Aberdeen,  in  1796.'* 

The  malformation  of  his  foot  was,  eren  at  this 
childish  age,  a  subject  on  which  he  showed  peculiar 
sensitiveness.  I  have  been  told  by  a  gentleman  of 
Glasgow,  that  the  person  who  nursed  his  wife,  and 
who  still  lives  in  his  family,  used  often  to  join  the 
nurse  of  Byron  when  they  were  out  with  their 
respective  charges,  and  one  day  said  to  her,  as  they 
walked  together,  ^What  a  pretty  boy  ^ron  is! 
what  a  pity  he  has  such  a  leg !"  On  hearing  this 
allusion  to  his  infirmity,  the  child's  eyes  flashed  with 
anger,  and  striking  at  her  with  a  little  whip  which  he 


heM  in  his  hand,  he  exclaimed  impatiently,  ^  Dinnn 
speak  of  it  \**  Sometimes,  however,  as  in  after  life, 
he  could  talk  indifierently  and  even  jeatingty  of  this 
lameness;  and  there  bdng  another  little  boy  in  the 
neighbourhood,  who  had  a  similar  defect  in  one  of  his 
feet,  Bfton  would  say,  laughingly,  ^'Come  and  see 
the  twa  laddies  with  the  twa  club  feet  going  up  the 
Broad-street." 

Among  many  instances  of  his  quicknesB  and  energy 
at  this  age,  his  nurse  mentioned  a  Uttie  incident  that 
one  night  occurred^  on  her  taking  him  to  the  the- 
atre to  see  the  Ttuning  of  the  Shrew.  He  attended  to 
the  performance,  for  some  time,  with  silent  interest ; 
but,  in  the  scene  between  Catherine  and  Petmchio, 
where  the  following  dialogue  takes  pkoe, — 

Catk.  I  knnw  it  is  tbe  noon. 

Ftt.  Nay,  then,  yoalie^— it  is  the  blessed  son,  — 

little  Geordie  (as  they  called  the  child),  starting  fimn 
his  seat,  cried  out  boldly,  **  But  I  say  it  is  the  moon, 
sir." 

He  short  visit  of  Captain  Byron  to  Aberdeen  has 
already  been  mentioned,  and  he  again  passed  two  or 
three  months  m  that  city,  before  his  last  departure 
for  FVanoe.  On  both  occasions,  his  chief  object  was 
to  extract  still  more  money,  if  possible,  from  the 
unfortunate  woman  whom  he  had  beggared ;  and  so 
&r  was  he  successful,  that,  during  his  last  visit, 
narrow  as  vrete  her  means,  she  contrived  to  fumis!! 
him  vrith  the  mon^  necessanr  for  his  journey  to 
Valenciennes,*  where,  m  the  foDowing  year,  1791,  be 
died.  Though  latteriy  Mrs  Qyron  woidd  not  see  her 
husband,  she  entertained,  it  is  said,  a  strong  affection 
for  him  to  the  last,  and  on  those  occasions,  when  the 
nurse  used  to  meet  him  in  her  waDcs^  woiild  inquire 
of  her  with  the  tenderest  anxiety  as  to  his  health  and 
looks.  When  the  intelligence  of  his  death,  too,  ar- 
rived, her  grief,  according  to  the  account  of  this  same 
attendant,  bordered  on  distraction,  and  her  shrieks 
were  so  loud  as  to  be  heard  in  the  street.  She  was, 
mdeed,  a  woman  full  of  the  most  passionate  extremes, 
and  her  grief  and  affection  were  bursts  as  much  of 
temper  as  of  feeling.  To  mourn  at  all,  however,  far 
such  a  husband  was,  it  must  be  allowed,  a  most 
gratuitous  stretch  of  generosi^.  Having  married 
her^  as  he  openly  avowed,  for  her  fortune  alone,  he 
soon  dissipated  this,  the  solitary  charm  she  possessed 
for  him,  and  was  then  unmanful  enough  to  taunt  her 
with  the  inconveniences  of  that  penury  which  hia  own 
extravagance  had  occasioned. 

When  not  quite  five  years  old,  young  Bjroa  was 
sent  to  a  day-school  at  Aberdeen,  taught  by  Mr 
Bowers,t  and  remained  there,  with  some  intcrrup- 

•BytaersdvanceiormoneytotfrByroD  (gays  an  aatiK». 
rity  I  bare  already  cited)  on  the  two  occaaloiw  when  be 
Tialted  Aberdeen,  aa  well  at  by  (be  expenaea  incnrred  in 
Aimisbinc  tbe  floor  occvpied  by  ber,  aAer  bis  deatb,  in 
Broad- atreet.  abe  got  In  debt  to  tbe  amount  of  £300.  by 
paying  tbe  intereat  on  wbicb  ber  income  waa  reduced  to 
£135.  On  tbia.  bowerer,  abe  contrlred  to  lire  witbont  in- 
creaalng  ber  debt,  and  on  tbe  deatb  of  ber  ffrandmotber, 
wben  ibe  received  tbe  £1 1S9  set  apart  for  tbat  lady  *8  annaUy . 
discbarged  tbe  wbole. 

t  In  Long  Acre.  The  preaent  matter  of  tbia  acbool  ia 
Mr  David  Grant,  tbe  ingeniona  editor  of  a  colkction  of 
«  Battles  and  War.Piecea.*  and  of  a  work  of  nucb  uliUty 
entitled  «  Claas-Book  of  Modem  Poetry.* 
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LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON. 


■s,  during  a  twehemoDth,  m  appeanby  the  fitAm- 
;  extract  from  the  day4KK>k  of  the  school : 

Ocorgtt  Gordon  Byron. 

IMi  Novomber,  1791 

Wh  Norember,  ITtt-pnid  one  golaen. 

The  tenns  of  thk  school  (or  readmg  were  only  five 
a  quarter,  and  it  was  eridently  less  idth  a 
Id  the  boy's  advance  in  learning  than  as  acheap 
e  of  keeping  him  quiet  that  his  mother  had  sent 
to  it.  Of  the  progress  of  his  infantine  studies 
8<  Aberdeen,  as  weD  under  Mr  Bowers  as  under  the 
variooB  ocher  persons  that  instructed  him,  we  have 
ihe  felowing  interesting  particuhurs  communicated 
by  himadf  ,  in  a  sort  of  journnl  which  he  once  began, 
the  title  of  «My  Dictionafy,'' and.which  is 
preaeiTed  in  one  of  his  manuscript  books. 

For  nerend  years  of  my  eariiest  childhood,  I  was 
\mt  otj,  but  have  never  revisited  it  since  I  was 
ten  yean  old.  I  was  sent,  at  five  years  old,  or  earUer, 
Is  a  ■cfaool  kept  by  a  Mr  Bowers,  who  was  called 
'  Bodtp  Bowers,'  by  reason  of  his  dappemess.  It 
vaa  a  school  for  both  sexes.  I  learned  little  there, 
except  to  repeat  by  rote  the  first  lesson  of  monosyllables 
('God  Bade  man'— 'Let  us  love  him')  l^  hearing 
it  often  repeated,  without  acquiring  aletter.  When- 
ever proof  was  made  of  my  progress  at  home,  I  re- 
peated these  words  vrith  the  most  rapid  fluency ;  but 
on  tuning  orer  a  new  leaf,  I  continued  to  repeat 
than,  ao  that  the  narrow  boundaries  of  my  first 
year's  acoomplishmenU  were  detected,  my  cars  boxed 
{which  they  did  not  deserve,  seeing  it  was  by  ear 
sally  that  I  had  acquired  mj  letters) ,  and  my  intellects 
ffwsigfd  to  a  new  preceptor.  He  was  a  veiy  de- 
voot,  clever  littk  clerjynian,  named  Ross,  afterwards 
minister  of  one  of  the  kirks  (Em/,  I  think).  Under 
hha  I  ■Ba4le  astonishing  progress,  and  I  recollect  to 
this  day  his  mild  manners  and  good-natured  pains- 
takiag.  The  moacnt  I  could  read,  my  grand  passion 
was  kkiory^  and,  why  I  know  not,  but  I  was  par- 
tknhuiy  taken  with  the  battle  near  the  Lake  Re^Qus 
in  the  Roman  Histonr,  put  into  my  hands  the  first. 
Poor  years  ago,  when  standmg  on  the  heighto  of 
TnsmVum,  and  looking  down  upon  the  little  round 
lake  that  was  oooe  R^pUu^  and  which  dots  the  im- 
■lenae  expanse  bdow,  I  remembered  my  young  en- 
Anasasm  and  my  old.instructor.  Afterwards  I  had 
a  very  serious,  saturnine,  but  kind  young  man,  named 
ftlersoQ,  lor  a  tutor.  He  was  the  son  of  my  shoe- 
maker, but  a  good  scholar,  as  is  oonunon  with  the 
Scotch,  He  was  a  rigid  presbyterian  also.  With 
hiss  I  begun  Latin  in  Ruddiman's  grammar,  and 
coatinned  till  I  went  to  the  'Grammar  School' 
i&isCtn;,  *Schule;'  AberiUmei,  'Squeel*)  where  I 
threaded  all  the  classes  to  the  fourth,  when  I  was 
RcaBed  to  Englaad  (where  I  had  been  hatched)  by 
the  demise  of  my  unde.  I  acquired  this  handwriting, 
wUeh  I  can  hardly  read  myself,  under  the  fair  copies 
of  Mr  Duncan  of  the  same  city :  I  don't  think  he 

oold  pfaime  himself  much  upon  my  progress.  How- 
ever, I  wrote  much  better  then  than  I  have  ever  done 
flDcc.  Haste  and  agitation  of  one  kind  or  another 
have  quite  spoilt  as  pretty  a  scrawl  as  ever  scratched 
over  a  6ank.  The  gramroar-schod  might  consist  of 
a  hundred  and  fif^  of  all  ages  under  age.  It  was 
divided  into  five  classes  taught  by  four  masters,  the 
chief  teaching  the  fourth  and  fifth  himself.    As  in 


England,  the  fifth,  sixth  forms,  and  monitors,  are 
heard  by  the  head  masters." 

Of  hk  class  feflows  at  the  granumtf-school  there 
are  many,  of  course,  still  alive,  by  whom  he  is  well 
remembered  ;*  and  the  general  impression  they  re- 
tain of  him  is,  that  he  was  a  liveJ^T)  warm-hearted, 
and  high-spirited  boy— passionate  and  resentful,  but 
aflfectionate  and  companionable  with  his  schoot-feDows 
—to  a  remarkable  degree  Tcnturous  and  feariess,  and 
(as  one  of  them  significantly  expressed  it)  ''alvrayi 
more  rea^y  to  give  a  blow  than  take  one.''  Among 
many  anecdotes  iDustrative  of  this  spirit,  it  is  related 
that  once,  in  returning  home  from  school,  he  fell  in 
vrith  a  boy  who  had  on  some  former  occasion  insulted 
him,  but  had  then  got  off  unpunished— little  Qyron, 
however,  at  Ike  time,  pronusing  to  **  pay  him  off" 
whenever  they  should  meet  again.  Aocordiogiy,  on 
this  second  encounter,  though  there  were  some  other 
boys  to  take  his  opponent's  part,  he  succeeded  m  in- 
flicting upon  him  a  hearty  beating.  On  his  return 
home,  breathless,  the  servant  inquired  what  he  had 
been  about,  and  was  answered  by  him,  vrith  a  mix- 
ture of  rage  and  humour,  that  he  had  been  paying  a 
debt,  by  beating  a  b(9  according  to  promise ;  for 
that  he  was  a  Byron,  and  would  never  belie  his 
motto,  **  Trutt  Byron.'* 

He  was,  mdeed,  much  more  anxious  to  distingmsh 
himself  among  bib  schoolfellows  by  prowess  in  all 
sportsf  and  exercises,  than  by  advancement  in  learn- 
ing. Though  quick,  when  he  could  be  persuaded  to 
attend,  or  had  any  study  that  pleased  him,  he  was  in 
general  very  low  in  the  dass,  nor  seemed  ambitious 
of  being  promoted  any  higher.  It  is  the  custom,  it 
seems,  m  this  seminai7,  to  mvert,  now  and  then,  the 
order  of  the  dass,  so  as  to  nmke  the  highest  and 
bwest  bqys  change  pkces, — ^vrith  a  Tiew,  no  doubt, 
of  piquing  the  ambition  of  both.  On  these  occasions, 
and  only  these,  Byron  was  sometimes  at  the  head^ 
and  the  mastor,  to  banter  him,  would  say,  **  Now, 
George,  man,  let  me  see  how  soon  youll  be  at  the 
foot  again.^t 

During  this  period,  his  mother  and  he  made,  oc- 
casionally, visits  among  their  friends,  passing  some 
time  at  Fetteresso,  the  seat  of  his  godfkther.  Colonel 
Duff  (where  the  chfld's  delight  vrith  a  humorous  eld 
butler,  named  Ernest  F^dler,  is  stiH  remembered), 
and  also  at  Banff,  where  some  near  connexions  of 
Mrs  Byron  resided. 

In  the  summer  of  the  year  1796,  after  an  attack 
of  scarlet-fever,  he  was  removed  l^  his  mother  for 
change  of  air  mto  the  Highlands ;  and  it  was  either 
at  this  time,  or  in  the  following  year,  that  they  took 
up  their  residence  at  a  farm-house  in  the  ncighbour- 

*The  <dd  Porter,  too,  at  t]ieCollefe,"niindi  veel*  the 
little  boy,  with  the  red  jacket  and  nankeen  trowien,  whom 
he  has  ao  often  tamed  oat  of  the  College  court -yard. 

t  "  He  was,*  nyi  one  of4tty  informanta,  *a  good  hand  at 
marblei,  and  coald  drive  one  farther  than  moat  boyi.  He 
also  excelled  at  '  Baiei,'  a  game  which  requirea  consider- 
able swiftness  of  foot." 

t  On  examining  the  quarterly  lists  kept  at  the  grammar' 
school  of  Aberdeen,  in  which  the  names  of  the  boys  are  set 
down  according  to  the  station  each  holds  in  his  class,  it 
appears  that  in  April  of  the  year  I7M,  the  name  of  Byron, 
then  in  the  second  class,  stands  twenty-third  in  a  list  of 
thirty-eight  boys.  In  the  April  of' 1798.  howerer,  he  had 
risen  to  be  fiAh  in  the  fourth  claw,  consisting  of  twenty - 
seven  boys,  and  had  got  ahead  of  aeveral  of  his  contempo- 
raries, who  had.  previously,  always  stood  before  him. 
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hood  of  BaHater,  a  fiivourite  aummer  resort  for  health 
and  gaiety,  about  forty  imlee  up  the  Dee  from  Aber- 
deen. Though  this  bouse,  where  they  still  show 
with  much  pride  the  bed  in  which  young  Qyroa  slept, 
has  become  naturally  a  place  of  pilgrimage  for  die 
worshippers  of  genius,  neither  its  own  appearance, 
nor  that  of  the  smaH,  Ueak  rtJkf,  in  which  it  stands, 
is  at  all  worthy  of  being  associated  with  the  memoi7 
of  a  poet.  Within  a  short  distance  of  it,  howeTer, 
aH  those  features  of  wildness  and  beauty,  which 
mark  the  course  of  the  Dee  through  die  Highlands, 
may  be  commanded.  Here  the  dark  summit  of 
Laohin-y^gair  stood  towerbg  before  the  eyes  of  the 
future  bard;  and  the  verses  in  which,  not  many 
yean  afterwards,  he  commemorated  this  sublime 
object,  show  that,  young  as  he  was,  at  the  time,  its 
^  frowning  glories'*  were  not  unnoticed  by  him.* 

Ah.  there  my  j<mng  footsteps  In  infkncy  wsoder'd, 

My  cap  WM  the  bonnet,  mj  cloak  wu  the  plaid ; 
On  chieftain*  Ions  periah'd  my  memory  ponder'd, 

Ai  daily  I  strodo  throvKh  the  ptne-corer'd  flsde. 
I  foaght  not  my  home  till  the  day's  dying  f  lory 

Gave  place  to  the  rays  of  the  bri^t  polar-star ; 
For  Fancy  was  cheer'd  by  traditional  f lory, 

Disclosed  hj  the  natiTes  otduk  Loch-na-fsr. 

To  the  wildness  and  grandeur  of  the  scenes,  among 
which  his  childhood  was  passed,  it  is  not  unusual  to 
trace  the  first  awakening  of  his  poetic  talent.  But  it 
may  be  questioned  whether  this  fiiculty  was  ever  so 
produced.  That  the  charm  of  scenery,  which  deriTes 
its  chief  power  from  fonqr  and  association,  should  be 
much  folt  at  an  age  when  fiuicy  is  yet  hardly  awake, 
and  associations  but  few,  can  with  difficulty,  even 
making  every  aDowanoe  for  the  prematurity  of  genius, 
be  conceived.  The  light  which  the  poet  sees  around 
the  forms  of  nature  is  not  so  much  in  the  objects 
themselves  as  in  the  eye  that  contemplates  them; 
and  Imagination  must  first  be  able  to  lend  a  glory  to 
such  scenes,  before  she  can  derive  inspiration  ./^"Offi 
them.  As  materials^  indeed,  for  the  poedc  foculty, 
when  devebped,  to  work  upon,  these  impressions  of 
the  new  and  wonderful  retained  from  childhood,  and 
retained  with  all  the  vividness  of  recollection  which 
belongs  to  genius,  may  form^  it  is  true,  the  purest  and 
most  precious  part  of  that  aliment,  with  which  the 
memoi7  of  the  poet  feeds  his  imagination.  But  still, 
it  is  the  newly  awakened  power  within  him  that  is 
the  source  of  the  charm ;— it  is  the  force  of  foncy  alone 
that,  acting  upon  his  recollections,  impregnates,  as  it 
were,  all  the  past  with  poesy.  In  this  respect,  such 
impressions  (^  natural  scenery  as  Lord  Bynm  received 
in  his  childhood,  must  be  classed  with  the  various 
other  remembrances  which  that  period  leaves  be- 
hind— of  its  innocence,  its  sports,  its  firet  hopes  and 
affections — all  of  them  reminiscences  which  the  poet 
afterwards  converts  to  his  use,  but  which  no  more 
nuike  the  poet  than— to  apply  an  fllustradon  of 
Byron's  own— the  honey  can  be  said  to  make  the  bee 
that  treasures  it. 

When  it  happens — as  was  the  case  with  Ix>rd 
Byron  in  Greece — that  the  same  peculiar  features  of 
nature  over  which  Memory  has  shed  this  reflective 


*  Notwithstanding  the  llrely  recolIectloBa  expressed  In 
this  poem,  it  is  pretty  certain,  from  the  testimonf  oi  his 
nurse,  that  be  never  was  at  the  mountain  itself,  which  stood 
some  miles  distaiU  from  bis  residence,  more  than  twice. 


charm,  are  reproduced  before  the  eyes  under  new 
and  inspiring  circumstances,  and  with  aft  the  acces- 
sories which  an  imagination,  in  its  fuB  vigour  and 
wealth,  can  lend  them,  then,  indeed,  do  both  the 
past  and  present  combine  to  make  the  enchantment 
complete ;  and  never  was  there  a  heart  more  borne 
away  by  this  confluence  of  fodings  than  thai  of 
Byron.  la  a  poem,  written  about  a  year  or  two 
before  his  death,^  he  traces  aO  his  enjoyment  of 
raotmtain  soeneiy  to  the  impressions  received  during 
his  residence  in  the  Highlands ;  and  even  attributes 
the  pleasure  which  he  experienced  in  gazing  upon  Ida 
and  Pftmassus,  for  less  to  classic  remembrances,  than 
to  those  fond  deep-felt  assodaUons  by  which  they 
brought  back  diememoiy  of  his  boyhood  and  Ladun- 
y-gair. 

He  who  first  met  the  Highland's  swelling  blue. 
Will  lore  each  peak  that  shows  a  kindred  hue, 
Han  in  each  crag  a  friend's  familiar  flice. 
And  clasp  the  mountain  in  liis  mind's  embrace. 
Long  hare  I  roam*d  through  lands  which  tjre  not  mine. 
Adored  the  Alp,  and  loved  the  Apennine, 
Revered  Parnassus,  and  beheld  the  steep 
Jore's  Ida  and  Olympus  crown  the  deep : 
But  twSs  not  all  long  ages'  lore,  nor  all 
Their  nature  held  me  in  their  thrilling  thrall ; 
The  inlhnt  rapture  stlU  survived  the  boy. 
And  Lochna-gar  with  Ida  look'd  o'er  Troy, 
Mix'd  Celtic  memories  with  the  Phrjglaa  mooat. 
And  Highland  linns  with  Castalie'S  clear  fount. 

In  a  note  appended  to  diis  passage^  we  find  him 
falling  into  that  sort  of  anachronism  in  the  histoiy  of 
his  own  feelings,  which  I  have  above  adverted  to  as 
not  uncommon,  and  referring  to  diildhood  itsdf  that 
love  of  mountain  prospects,  which  was  but  the  after 
result  of  his  imaginative  recollections  of  that  period. 

^  From  this  period  "  (the  time  of  his  residence  in 
the  Highlands)  **!  date  my  fove  of  mountainous 
countries.  I  can  never  forget  the  effect,  a  few  years 
afterwards  in  England,  of  the  only  thmg  I  had  kxig 
seen,  even  in  miniature,  of  a  mountain,  in  the  Malvern 
HiDs.  After  I  returned  to  Cheltenham,  I  used  to 
watch  them  eveiy  afternoon  at  sunset,  with  a  sensa- 
tion which  I  cannot  describe.** 

His  love  of  solitary  rambles,  and  his  taste  for  ex- 
ploring m  an  directions,  led  him  not  unfrequently  so 
far  as  to  excite  serious  apprehensioos  for  his  safety. 
While  at  Aberdeen,  he  used  often  to  steal  from  home 
unperceived ; — stmietimes  he  would  find  his  way  to 
the  seaside;  and  once,  after  a  hmg  and  anxioua 
search,  they  found  the  adventurous  litde  rover 
struggling  m  a  sort  of  morass  or  marsh,  from  which 
he  was  unable  to  extricate  himself. 

In  the  course  of  one  of  his  summer  excursioos  up 
Dee-side,  he  had  an  opportunity  of  seemg  still  more 
of  the  wild  beauties  of  the  Highlands  than  even  the 
neighbourhood  of  their  residence  at  BaDabech 
aflbrded,— having  been  taken  by  his  mother  through 
the  romantic  passes  that  lead  to  Invercauld,  and  as 
far  up  as  the  small  water&ll,  called  the  Linn  of  Dee. 
Here  his  love  of  adventure  had  nearly  cost  him  his 
life.  As  he  was  scrambling  akmg  a  declivity  that 
overhimg  the  fall,  some  heather  caught  his  lame  foot 
and  he  fell.  Already  he  was  rolling  downward,  when 
the  attendant  luckily  caught  hold  of  him,and  was  but 
just  in  time  to  save  him  from  being  kiDed. 

♦  The  Iskiod. 
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It  WM  about  thk  period,  when  be  wu  not  quite 
asbt  yeu*  old,  tbat  a  feding  partaking  more  of  tbe 
of  love  tban  it  it  eaagr  to  beliere  possible  in  so 
a  child,  look,  aoconiing  to  bis  own  account, 
pooMssioo  of  bis  tbougfats,  and  sbowed  bow 
carij,  in  this  passion,  as  u  most  others,  the  sensi- 
Urtae*  of  his  nature  were  awakened.*  The  name  of 
^  ofa§eeC  of  this  attachment  was  Mary  Duff;  and 
tbe  foOowing  passage  from  a  Journal,  kept  by  him  in 
1813,  win  show  bow  freshly,  after  an  mtenral  of 
iteen  years,  all  tbe  dreumstances  of  this  early 
bve  sdn  fired  in  his  memory. 

*  I  have  been  thinking  Utdy  a  good  deal  of  Maiy 
DdE  How  very  odd  that  I  should  bare  been  so 
■Bcriy,  deroCedly  fond  of  that  girl,  at  an  age  when  I 
neither  feel  passion,  nor  know  the  meaning  of 
tbe  word.  And  tbe  efiect ! — My  mother  used  always 
10  la^y  me  about  this  chiUisb  amour ;  and,  at  last, 
mmy  years  after,  when  I  was  sixteen,  she  told  me 
mt  (by,  *■  Ofa,  ^ron,  I  bare  had  a  letter  from  Edin- 
b«gh,  from' Miss  Abercromby,  and  your  oM  sweet- 
hesrt  Bfary  Duff  is  married  to  a  Mr  Co^.'  And  what 
wm  WKj  answer  ?  I  realfy  cannot  explain  or  account 
fcr  my  feriings  at  that  moment;  but  they  nearly 
Arw  Mie  into  cooTubioos,  and  akrmed  my  mother 
90  much,  that,  after  I  grew  better,  she  generally 
tfiided  the  subject— to  me— and  contented  herself 
viib  tefling  it  to  aD  her  acquaintance.  Now,  what 
eoaU  this  be  ?  I  bad  nerer  seen  hear  since  her 
sudMr's  fiuix-pas  at  Aberdeen  bad  been  tbe  cause 
of  ber  femoral  to  her  grandmother's  at  Banff;  we 
wece  both  the  merest  children.  I  bad  and  bare  been 
aOaehed  fifty  times  since  that  period ;  yet  I  reooDeot 
si  we  said  to  each  other,  all  our  caresses,  hear 
fiEanirca,  mj  restlessness,  sleeplessness,  my  tormenting 
■y  Bocber's  naid  to  write  for  me  to  her,  which  she 
stbst  did,  to  quiet  me.  Poor  Nancy  thought  I  was 
wiU,  and,  as  I  couU  not  write  for  myself,  became  my 
I  remember,  too,  our  walks,  and  the 
of  sitting  by  Maiy,  in  the  children's  apart- 
at  their  bouse  not  fSur  from  the  Plainstones  at 
Abefdeeo,  while  ber  lesser  sister  Helen  pkyed  with 
the  don,  aad  we  sat  grarely  making  fere,  in  our  way. 
**  How  the  deuce  cUd  all  this  occur  so  early  ?  where 
eoold  it  origioate?  I  oertainly  had  no  sexual  ideas 
fir  jeara  afterwards ;  and  yet  my  misery,  my  lore  for 
tbaC  girl  were  so  violent,  that  I  sometimes  doubt  if  I 
bare  ever  been  realfy  attached  since.  Be  that  as  it 
■ay,  hearing  of  ber  marriage  seferal  years  after  was 
ISke  a  thondier-stroke— 4t  nearly  choked  mo— to  the 
bsmr  of  Bsy  mother  and  the  astonishment  and  almost 
iacredaKty  of  ereiy  body.  And  it  is  a  phenomenon 
ia  mf  existence  {ht  I  was  not  eight  years  old)  which 
hsB  pazsled,  and  wiD  puzzle  me  to  the  latest  hour 
of  it ;  and  lat^,  I  know  not  why,  the  recollection 
{mat  the  attachment)  has  recurred  as  forcibly  as  erer. 
I  wsnder  if  she  caa  bafe  tbe  least  remembranoe  of  it 


*  Daate,  we  kaow,  was  bat  nine  jtttn  old  when,  st  a 
9aj-4mj  fcstirsi,  be  saw  and  fell  In  lore  with  Beatrice; 
md.  iUierf .  wfeo  was  himaelf  a  precocioos  lover,  condders 
gaeb  early  KBsibaUy  to  be  an  aaerriof  ligB  of  a  aool  formed 
ftr  tbe  fine  arte :— "  Bflbtti  (be  taji,  in  deKribiog  the  feel- 
kfi  at  bia  ova  irst  loTe)  cbe  peche  peraone  intendono.  e 
>aibieaif  prorano :  na  a  qoel  aoll  pochisainii  h  conceiso 
i*«nr  AsDa  folia  Tolgare  in  tatte  le  amaae  arti."  Caaora 
and  to  aay.  that  be  perfectly  well  remembered  haTiaff 
been  ia  lore  when  bat  ftre  yean  obL 


or  me  ?  or  remember  ber  pitying  sister  Hden  for  not 
having  an  admirer  too?  How  very  pretty  is  tbe 
perfect  image  of  her  in  my  memory— ber  brown^  dark 
hair, and  hazel  eyes;  her  very  dress!  I  should  be 
quite  griered  to  see  A«r  laoio;  the  reality,  however 
beautiful,  would  destroy,  or  at  least  confuse,  the 
features  of  the  fovety  Peri  which  then  existed  ia  her, 
and  still  Ihres  in  n^  imagination,  at  tbe  distance  of 
more  tban  sixteen  years.  I  am  now  twenty-fire  and 
odd  months 

**  I  think  my  mother  told  tbe  circumstances  (on  my 
bearing  of  her  marriage)  to  the  Parkynses,  and  cer- 
tainly to  tbe  Pigot  fiuni^y,  and  prob%Uy  mentioned  it 
in  her  answer  to  Miss  A.,  who  was  well  acquainted 
with  my  chiMish  petuAmU,  and  had  sent  tbe  news  on 
purpose  for  UK,— and,  thanks  to  her  I 

**  Next  to  tbe  begiiming,  the  conclnsioa  has  often 
occupied  my  reflexions,  in  the  way  of  infestigatioo. 
That  the  facts  are  thus,  others  know  as  wcU  as  I, 
and  my  memory  yet  tells  me  so.  In  more  than  a 
whisper.  But,  the  more  I  reflect,  tbe  more  I  am 
bewildered  to  assign  any  cause  for  this  precocity  of 
afiection." 

Hiougb  the  chance  of  bis  succession  to  tbe  title  of 
bii  ancestors  was  for  some  time  altogether  uncertam— 
there  being,  so  kte  as  the  year  1794,  a  grandson  of 
the  fifth  lord  still  alive — ^his  mother  bad,  from  bis  veiy 
birth,  cherished  a  strong  persuasion  that  he  vras  des- 
tined not  only  to  be  a  krd,  but  *<  a  great  man."  One 
of  the  circumstances  on  which  she  founded  this  belief 
vras,sjngnhriy  enough,  his  buneness ; — for  what  reason 
it  is  difficult  to  conceive,  except  that,  possibly  (having 
a  mind  of  the  most  superrtitious  cast),  she  bad  con- 
sulted on  tbe  subject  some  village  fortune-teller,  who, 
to  ennoble  this  infirmity  in  her  eyes,  bad  linked  tbe 
future  destiny  of  the  ohikl  vrith  it. 

Qy  the  death  of  the  grandson  of  tbe  old  ford  at 
Corsica  in  1794,  tbe  only  cbumant  that  bad  hitherto 
stood  between  little  George  and  tbe  nnmediate  suo- 
oession  to  tbe  peerage,  vras  removed  ;  and  tbe  in- 
creased importance  which  this  event  conferred  upon 
them  was  felt  not  only  by  Mrs  Byron,  but  by  the 
young  future  Banio  of  Newstead  himself.  In  the 
vfiater  of  1797,  his  mother  having  chanced,  one  day, 
to  read  part  of.  a  speech  spoken  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  a  frioid  who  was  present  said  to  tbe  boy, 
^  We  shall  have  the  pleasure,  some  time  or  other,  of 
reading  your  speeches  in  the  House  of  Commons." 
**  1  hope  not,"  vras  bis  answer ;  **  if  you  read  any 
speeches  of  mine,  it  vrill  be  in  tbe  House  of  Lords." 

The  title,  of  which  be  thus  early  anticipated  the 
en)oyment,  devolved  to  him  but  too  soon.  Had  he 
been  left  to  struggle  on  for  ten  years  longer,  as  plain 
George  Qyron,  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  his 
character  vrould  have  been,  m  many  respects,  tbe 
better  for  it.  In  the  following  year  his  grand-uncle, 
tbe  fifth  Lord  Byron,  died  at  Nevrstead  Abb^, 
having  passed  tbe  latter  years  of  his  strange  life  in  a 
state  of  austere  and  almost  savage  seclusion.  It  is 
said,  that  tbe  day  after  little  Qyron's  accession  to  tbe 
title,  be  ran  up  to  bis  mother  and  asked  her  ^  whether 
she  perceived  any  difierence  in  him  since  he  had  been 
made  a  lord,  as  he  perceived  none  himself :"— a  quick 
and  natural  thought ;  but  tbe  child  little  knew  what 
a  total  and  taUsmanic  change  had  been  wrought  in 
all  his  future  rebuions  vrith  society,  by  tbe  simple 
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additioii  of  that  word  before  his  nane.  That  the 
erent,  ag  a  crisiB  in  his  life,  affected  him,  even  at 
that  time,  may  be  coDeoted  from  the  agitation  which 
he  is  said  to  hare  manifested  on  the  important  morn- 
ing, when  his  name  was  first  called  out  in  school  with 
the  title  of  ^  Dominus^  prefixed  to  it.  Unable  to  gire 
utterance  to  the  usual  answer,  **  adsum,"  he  stood 
silent  amid  the  general  stare  of  his  schoolfeUows,  and, 
at  last,  burst  into  tears. 

The  doud  which,  to  a  certain  degree  undeser- 
vedly, his  unfortunate  afiiray  with  Mr  Chaworth  had 
thrown  upon  the  character  of  the  late  Lord  ^ron, 
was  deepened  and  confirmed  by  what  it,  m  a  great 
measure,  produced, — the  eccentric  and  unsocial 
course  of  life  to  which  he  afterwards  betook  himself. 
Of  his  cruelty  to  Lady  Byron^  before  her  separation 
from  him,  the  most  exaggerated  stories  are  still 
current  in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  it  is  even  beUered 
that,  in  one  of  his  fits  of  fuiy,  he  flung  her  into  the 
pond  at  Newstead.  On  another  occasion,  it  is  said, 
having  shot  his  coachman  for  some  disobedience  of 
orders,  he  threw  the  coipse  into  the  carriage  to  his 
lady,  and  mounting  the  box,  drove  off  himsdf.  These 
stories  are,  no  doubt^  as  gross  fictions  as  some  of  those 
which  his  illustnous  successor  was  afterwards  made 
the  victim  of;  and  a  female  servant  of  the  old  lord, 
still  alive,  in  contradicting  both  tales  as  scandalous 
fabrications,  supposes  the  first  to  have  had  its  origin 
in  the  following  circumstance.  A  young  lady,  of  the 
name  of  Booth,  who  was  on  a  visit  at  Newstead, 
being  one  evening  with  a  party  who  were  diverting 
themselves  in  front  of  the  abbey,  Lord  Byron,  by 
accident,  .pushed  her  into  the  bai^  which  receives 
the  cascades ;  and  out  of  this  little  incident,  as  my 
informant  vei7  plausibly  ooqjectures,  the  tale  of  his 
attempting  to  drown  Lady  Qyron  may  have  been 
fiibricated. 

After  his  lady  had  separated  from  him,  the  entire 
seclusion  in  which  he  lived  gave  full  scope  to  the 
inventive  fi&culties  of  his  neighbours.  There  was  no 
deed,  however  dark  or  desperate,  that  the  village 
gossips  were  not  ready  to  impute  to  hikn ;  and  two 
grim  images  of  satyrs,  which  stood  in  his  gloomy 
garden,  were,  by  the  fears  of  those  who  had  caught 
a  glimpse  of  them,  dignified  with  the  name  of  **  the 
old  lord's  devils.')  He  was  known  always  to  go 
armed;  and  it  is  related  that,  on  aome  particular 
occasion,  when  his  neighbour,  the  late  Sir  John 
Warmi,  was  admitted  to  dine  with  him,  there  was 
a  case  of  pistols  placed,  as  if  forming  a  cnstomaiy 
put  of  the  dinner  service,  on  the  table. 

During  his  latter  years,  the  only  companions  of  his 
solitude — besides  that  colony  of  crickets,  which  he  is 
said  to  have  amused  himself  with  rearing  and  feed- 
ing*— were  old  Murray,  afterwards  the  favourite 
servant  of  his  successor,  and  the  female  domestic, 
whose  authority  I  have  just  quoted,  and  who,  from 
the  station  she  was  suspected  of  being  promoted  to 
by  her  noble  master,  received  gener&Dy  through  the 
neighbourhood  the  appellation  of  ^  Lady  Betty." 

Though  living  m  this  sordid  and  solitary  style,  he 

*^  To  tbh  Lord  Byron  xueA  to  add,  on  the  nlitboritj  of 
old  aemiita  of  the  tenHy,  that  on  the  day  of  tbehr  patron's 
death,  these  cricltets  all  left  the  house  simnltaneoasly,  and 
In  such  nambers  that  it  was  impossible  to  cross  the  hall 
without  treading  on  them. 


was  frequently,  as  it  appears,  nmch  distressed  for 
money ;  and  one  of  the  most  serious  of  the  injuries 
inflicted  by  him  upon  the  property  was  his  sale  c^the 
&mi]y  estate  of  Rochdale  in  Lancashire,  of  which 
the  mineral  produce  was  accounted  very  valuable. 
He  wen  knew,  it  is  said,  at  the  time  of  the  sale,  his 
inability  to  make  out  a  legal  title ;  nor  is  it  supposed 
that  the  purchasers  themselves  were  unacquainted 
with  the  defect  of  the  conveyance.  But  they  con- 
templated, and,  it  seems,  actual^  did  realise,  an 
indemnity  from  any  pecuniary  loss,  befdM^  they  could, 
in  the  ordinary  course  of  erents,  be  dispossessed  of 
the  property.  During  the  young  lonPs  minority, 
proceedings  were  instituted  for  the  .recovery  of  this 
estate,  and,  as  the  reader  will  leam  hereafter,  with 
success. 

At  Newstead,  both  the  mansion  and  the  grounds 
around  it  were  suffered  to  CeJI  helplessly  into  decay  ; 
and  amcmg  the  few  monuments  of  either  care  ot  expen- 
diture which  their  lord  left  behind,  were  some  masses 
of  rockwork,  on  which  much  cost  had  been  thrown 
away,  and  a  few  casteUated  buildings  on  the  banks 
of  the  hike  and  in  the  woods.  The  forts  upon  the 
hike  were  designed  to  give  a  naval  appearance  to  its 
waters,  and  frequently,  m  his  more  social  days,  he  used 
to  amuse  himself  with  sham  fights, — ^his  vessels  at- 
tacking the  forts,  and  being  cannonaded  by  them  in 
return.  The  hirgest  of  these  vessek  had  been  built 
for  him  at  some  seaport  on  the  eastern  coast,  and, 
being  conveyed  on  wheels  over  the  Forest  to  New- 
stead, was  supposed  to  have  fulfilled  one  of  the  pro- 
phecies of  Mother  Shipton,  which  declared  that 
^when  a  ship  hiden  with  ling  should  cross  over 
Sherwood  Forest,  the  Newstead  Estate  vrould  pass 
from  the  Byron  fiimily  .**  In  Nottinghamshire,  **  ling" 
is  the  term  used  for  heather ;  and,  in  order  to  bear 
out  Mother  Shipton  and  spite  the  old  lord,  the 
country  people,  it  is  said,  ran  along  by  the  side  of 
the  vessel,  heaping  it  with  heather  all  the  way. 

This  eccentric  peer,  it  is  evident,  cared  but  little 
about  the  fate  of  lus  descendants.  With  his  young 
heir  in  Scotland  he  held  no  communication  whatever ; 
and  if  at  any  time  he  hai^>ened  to  mentien  him, 
which  but  rarely  occurred,  it  was  never  under  any 
other  designation  than  that  of  ^  the  little  boy  who 
lives  at  Aberdeen." 

On  the  death  of  his  grand-unde.  Lord  Byron  hav- 
mg  become  a  ward  of  chancery,  the  Eari  of  Carlisle, 
who  was  in  some  degree  connected  with  the  family, 
being  the  son  of  the  deceased  lord's  sbter,  was 
appointed  his  guardian ;  and  m  the  autumn  of  1796, 
Mrs  Byron  and  her  son,  attended  by  their  faithful 
May  Gray,  left  Aberdeen  for  Newstead.  Previously 
to  their  departure,  the  fiuniture  of  the  humble 
lodgings  which  they  had  occupied  was—with  the 
exception  of  the  plate  and  Unen,  which  Mrs  Byron 
took  with  her— sold,  and  the  whole  sum,  that  the 
eflects  of  the  mother  of  the  Lord  of  Newstead  yielded, 
was  £74  178.  7d. 

From  the  early  age  at  which  Qyron  was  taken  to 
Scotland,  as  weU  as  from  the  circumstance  of  his 
mother  being  a  native  of  that  country,  he  had  every 
reason  to  consider  himself— as,  indeed,  he  boasts  in 
Don  Juan—"  half  a  Scot  by  birth  and  bred  a  whole 
one."  We  have  already  seen  how  warmly  he  pre- 
served through  life  his  reooQectioB  of  the  mountain 
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in  which  he  was  brought  up;  and  in  the 

of  Dob  Juan,  to  which  I  hare  just  referred, 

iMoa  to  the  romantic  bridge  of  Don,  and  to 

beafitaea  of  Aberdeen,  shows  an  equal  fidelity 

of  retrospect : 

laag  Syne  brings  ScotlsBd.  one  sad  sH, 
pteids.  Scotch  nioo<to,  the  blue  kills  and  clear 


The  Dee,  the  I>«a,  Balffoaale**  tariff  1  black  waO, 

Ail  ay  boy  liMllBfs,  aU  Biy  gentler  dressBS 
or  vbst  I  Oem  drtwmi,  clotbed  In  their  own  paU, 
Idke  Banqno's  offiprinff-4k)atinff  pait  me  Menu 
■y  chUdhood  in  this  chirdithness  of  mine  ;— 
I  ssra  Boi— *t  is  agliBpw  of '  Aold  Laag  Syae.' 

He  adds  in  a  note,  ^The  Brig  of  Don,  near  the 
^addtown'  of  Aberdeen,  with  its  one  arch  and  its 
bkck  deep  aalnxn  stream,  is  in  07  memory  as  yes- 
letdsy.  I  stiD  remember,  though  perhaps  I  may 
■iapaitt  the  awfiil  prorerb  which  made  me  pause 
Is  eraas  it»  and  yet  lean  oyer  it  with  a  chUdislk  de- 
^|ht,  being  an  only  son,  at  least  by  the  mother's  side. 
IV  Slaying,  as  recollected  by  me,  was  this,  but  I 
hare  aerer  heard  or  seen  it  since  I  was  nine  yean  of 


Brig  of  Balfooaie,  AAw*  *B  year  wa*, 
Wi*  a  wift^«  at  mm^tad  a  BMsr's  ae  Ibal, 
Down  ye  ihaU  ik*.*^ 


To  meet  with  an  Aberdonian  was,  at  all  times,  a 
<k%ht  to  him ;  and  when  the  late  Mr  Scott,  who 
vaa  a  native  of  Aberdeen,  paid  him  a  Tisit  at  Venice 
k  the  year  1819,  in  talknig  of  the  haunts  of  his  cbild- 
bood,  ooe  of  the  phces  he  particularly  mentioned 
was  WaDace-nook,  a  spot  where  there  is  a  rude 
Mstoe'of  the  Scottish  chief  stiO  standing.  FVom  first 
10  }tal,  indeed,  these  recoDectbns  of  the  country  of 
Us  yoolh  nerer  forsook  him.  In  his  early  yqjrage 
mm  Greece,  not  only  the  shapes  of  the  mountains, 
hat  the  k3u  and  hardy  forms  of  the  Albanese, — all, 
ss  he  says,  **•  cairied  him  back  to  Morren  ;*>  and,  in 
Ui  last  fiatal  expedition,  the  dress  which  be  himself 
chidy  wore  at  Cepbalonia  was  a  tartan  jacket. 

CordU,  howeTer,  and  deep  as  were  the  impres- 
sioaa  vdneh  he  retained  of  Scotland,  he  would  some- 
times ia  tins,  as  in  aD  his  other  amiable  fedings,  en- 
deaTOor  pervendy  to  belie  his  own  better  nature, 
and,  when  oader  the  excitement  of  anger  or  ridicule, 
persoade  not  only  others,  but  e?en  himself,  that  the 
whole  current  of  his  feelings  ran  directly  otherwise. 
The  abuse  with  which,  in  his  anger  against  the 
Ediaburgh  Review,  he  orerwhefaned  every  thing 
Seol^  is  an  instance  of  thii  temporary  triumph  dl 
wSMmitm ;  and,  at  any  time,  the  least  association  of 
tidkuk  with  the  country  or  its  inhabitants  was  sufll- 
ciat,  fior  the  moment,  to  put  all  his  sentiment  to 
fi^bt.  A  firiend  of  his  once  described  to  me  the  half 
phffid  rage,  into  which  she  saw  him  thrown,  one 
day,  hj  a  heedless  girl,  who  remarked  that  she 
tbooght  he  had  a  fittle  of  the  Scotch  accent.  **Good 
Ood,  1  hope  not  .^  he  exdaimed.  **  I'm  sure  I  hare 
at  I  would  rather  the  whole  d — d  country  was 
auk  in  the  sea— I,  the  Scotch  accent  !** 

^Tkacorrscireadtagof  tUslsffead  is,  I  oadentand,  ss 


Brig  «^  BslfMBls,  «<rA<  (itroiiff )  a  fky  w»% 
Wi*  a  «f  &*•  ae  foo,  oa  s  ■•»*•  M  (bsl, 
PinradttHthoafo'. 


To  such  sallies,  howerer,  whether  m  writing  or 
conyersation,  but  little  weight  is  to  be  allowed,— par- 
ticuhurly,  in  comparison  with  those  strong  testimonies 
which  he  has  left  on  record  of  lus  fondness  for  his 
early  home ;  and  while,  <«  his  side,  this  feeling  so 
indelibly  existed,  there  is,  on  the  part  of  the  people 
of  Aberdeen,  who  consider  him  as  almost  their  fellow- 
townsman,  a  correspondent  warmth  of  affection  for 
his  memory  and  name.  The  various  houses  where  he 
resided  in  his  youth  are  pointed  out  to  the  traveller ; 
to  have  seen  him  but  once  is  a  recollection  boasted 
of  with  pride;  and  the  Brig  of  Don,  beautiful  in 
itself,  is  invested,  by  his  mere  mention  of  it,  with  an 
additional  charm.  Two  or  three  years  since,  the 
sum  of  five  pounds  was  offered  to  a  person  in  Aber- 
deen for  a  letter  which  he  had  in  his  possession, 
written  by  Captain  Qyron  a  few  days  before  his 
death ;  and  among  the  memorials  of  the  young  poet, 
which  are  treasured  up  by  indiTuluals  of  that  pkce, 
there  is  one  which  it  would  not  have  a  little  amused 
himself  to  hear  of.  being  no  less  characteristic  a  relic 
than  an  old  china  saucer,  out  of  which  he  had  bitten 
a  large  piece,  in  a  fit  of  passion,  when  a  child. 

It  was  in  the  summer  of  1798,  as  I  have  already 
said,  tbat  Lord  Byron,  then  in  lus  eleventh  year,  left 
Scotland  Mrith  his  mother  and  nurse,  to  take  posses- 
sion of  the  ancient  seat  of  his  ancestors.  In  one  of 
his  latest  letters,  referring  to  this  journey,  he  says, 
^  I  recollect  Loch  Leven  as  it  were  but  yesterday — 
I  saw  it  in  my  wi^  to  England  in  1798."  They  had 
already  arrived  at  the  Newstead  toll-bar,  and  saw  the 
woods  of  the  Abbey  stretching  out  to  receive  them, 
when  Mrs  Byron,  affecting  to  be  ignorant  of  the 
place,  asked  the  woman  of  the  toU-house— to  whom 
that  seat  belonged?  She  was  told  that  the  owner  of 
it.  Lord  Byron,  had  been  some  months  dead.  ^  And 
who  is  the  next  heir  ?  "  asked  the  proud  and  happy 
mother.  ^  They  say***  answered  the  woman,  **  it  is 
a  little  boy  who  lives  at  Aberdeen.** — "  And  this  is 
he,  bless  him  !**  exclaimed  the  nurse,  no  longer  able 
to  contain  herself,  and  turning  to  luss  with  delight 
the  young  lord  who  was  seated  on  her  lap. 

Even  imder  the  most  favorable  circumstances,  such 
an  early  elevation  to  rank  would  be  but  too  likely  to 
have  a  dangerous  influence  on  the  character :  and  the 
guidance  under  which  young  Qyron  entered  upon  his 
new  station  was,  of  all  others,  the  least  likely  to  lead 
him  safely  through  its  perils  and  temptations.  His 
mother,  without  judgment  or  self-command,  alter- 
nately spoiled  him  by  indulgence,  and  irritated,  or— 
what  was  still  worse— amused  him  by  her  violence. 
That  strong  sense  of  the  ridiculous,  for  which  he  was 
afterwards  so  remarkable,  and  which  showed  itself 
thus  early,  got  the  better  even  of  his  fear  of  her ;  and 
when  Mrs  Byron,  who  was  a  short  and  corpulent  per- 
son, and  rolled  considerably  in  her  gait,  would,  m  a 
rage,  endeavour  to  catch  him,  for  the  purpose  of  in- 
fli^ing  punishment,  the  young  urohin,  proud  of  being 
able  to  outstrip  her,  notwithstanding  his  kuneness, 
would  run  round  the  room,  laughing  Uke  a  little  Puck, 
and  mocking  at  all  her  menaces.  In  the  few  anecdotes 
of  his  early  ^e  which  he  related  in  his  **  Memoranda," 
though  the  name  of  his  mother  was  never  mentioned 
but  with  respect,  it  was  not  difficult  to  perceive  that 
the  recollections  she  had  left  behind— at  least,  those 
that  had  made  the  deepest  impression— were  of  a 
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painful  nature.  One  of  the  meet  striking  passages, 
indeed^  in  the  few  pages  of  that  Memoir  which  re- 
lated to  his  early  days,  was  where,  in  speaking  of  his 
own  sensitiTeness,  on  the  subject  of  his  deformed  foot, 
he  described  the  feeling  of  horror  and  humiliatioa  that 
came  orer  him,  when  his  mother,  in  one  of  her  fits  of 
passion,  called  him  **  a  lame  brat."  As  all  that  he 
had  felt  strongly  through  life  was,  in  some  shape  or 
other,  reproduced  in  his  poetry,  it  was  not  likely  that 
an  expression  such  as  this  should  fail  of  being  re- 
corded. Accordingly  we  find,  in  the  opening  of  his 
drama,  "  The  Deformed  Transformed," 

Bwtka.  Oat,  taanchbadc  t 
AmoU,  1  was  bora  so,  mother  f 

It  may  be  questioned,  indeed,  whether  that  whole 
drama  was  not  indebted  for  its  origin  to  this  single  re- 
collection. 

While  such  was  the  character  of  the  person  under 
whose  immediate  eye  his  youth  was  passed,  the  coun- 
teniction  which  a  kind  and  watchful  guardian  might 
hare  opposed  to  such  example  and  influence  was 
almost  wholly  lost  to  him.  Connected  but  remotely 
with  the  family,  and  never  having  had  any  opportunity 
of  knowiiig  the  boy,  it  was  with  much  reluctance  that 
Lord  Carlisle  originally  undertook  the  trust ;  nor  can 
we  wonder  that,  when  his  duties  as  a  guardian  brought 
him  acquainted  with  Mrs  Byron,  he  should  be  determl 
from  mterfering  more  than  was  absolutely  necessaiy 
for  the  chOd,  by  his  fear  of  coming  into  coDisioii  with 
the  violence  and  caprice  of  the  mother. 

Had  even  the  character  which  the  kist  k>rd  left  be- 
hind been  sufficiently  popular  to  pique  his  young  suc- 
cessor into  an  emulation  of  his  good  name,  such  a 
salutary  rivalry  of  the  dead  would  have  supplied  the 
place  €X  fiving  examples ;  and  there  is  no  mind  in 
which  such  an  ambition  would  have  been  more  likely 
to  spring  up  than  that  of  Qyron.  But  unluckily,  as 
we  have  seen,  this  was  not  the  case;  and  not  only  vras 
so  fair  a  stimulus  to  good  conduct  wanting,  but  a 
rivalry  of  a  very  difierent  nature  substituted  in  its 
place.  The  strange  anecdotes  told  of  the  last  k>rd  by 
the  country  people,  among  whom  his  fierce  and  soli- 
tary habits  had  procured  for  him  a  sort  of  fmrf  ul  re- 
nown, were  of  a  nature  livelily  to  arrest  the  fancy  of 
the  young  poet,  and  even  to  waken  in  his  mind  a  sort 
of  boyish  admiration  for  singukuities  which  he  found 
thus  elevated  into  matters  of  wonder  and  record.  By 
some  it  has  been  even  supposed  that  in  these  stories 
of  his  eccentric  relative  his  imagination  found  the  first 
dark  outlines  of  that  ideal  character,  which  he  after- 
wards embodied  in  so  many  difierent  shapes,  and 
ennobled  by  his  genius.  But  however  this  mnj  be, 
it  is  at  least  fiur  from  improbable  that,  destitute  as  he 
was  of  other  and  better  models,  the  peculiarities  of 
his  immediate  predecessor  should,  in  a  considerable 
degree,  have  influenced  his  fiucy  and  tastes.  One 
habit,  which  he  seems  eariy  to  have  derived  from  this 
spirit  of  inutation,  and  which  he  retained  through  life, 
was  that  of  constantly  having  arms  of  some  descrip- 
tion about  or  near  him — ^it  being  his  practice,  when 
quite  a  boy,  to  carry,  at  all  times,  small  k)aded  pistols 
in  his  waistcoat  pockets.  The  affray,  indeed,  of  the 
late  k»rd  with  Mr  Chaworth  had,  at  a  very  eariy  ftge» 
by  connecting  duelling  in  his  mind  with  the  name  of 
his  race,  led  him  to  turn  his  attention  to  this  mode  of 


arbitrament;  and  the  mortification  which  he  had  for 
some  time  to  endure  at  school,  from  insults,  as  he 
imagined,  hazarded  on  the  presumption  of  his  phy- 
sical inferiority,  foimd  consolation  in  the  thought  that 
a  day  would  yet  arrive  when  the  law  of  the  pistol 
would  place  him  on  a  level  vrith  the  strongest. 

On  their  arrival  from  Scotland^  Mrs  Byron,  with 
the  hope  of  having  his  lameness  removed,  placed  her 
son  under  the  care  of  a  person^  who  prdtessed  the 
cure  of  such  cases,  at  Nottingham.  The  name  of 
this  man,  who  appears  to  have  been  a  mere  empirical 
pretender,  was  Lavender ;  and  the  manner  in  which 
he  is  said  to  have  proceeded  vras  by  first  rubbing  the 
foot  over,  for  a  considerable  time,  vrith  handfuk  of 
ofl,  and  then  twisting  the  limb  forcibly  round,  and 
screwing  it  up  in  a  wooden  machine.  That  the  boy 
might  not  lose  ground  in  his  education  during  this 
interval,  he  received  lessons  in  Latin  from  a  respect- 
able schoohnaster,  Mr  Rogers,  who  read  parts  of 
Virgil  and  Cicero  vrith  him,  and  represents  his  profi- 
ciency to  have  been,  for  his  age,  considerable.  He 
was  often,  during  his  lessons,  in  violent  pain,  firom 
the  torturing  position  in  vrhich  his  fbotvras  kept;  and 
Mr  Rogers  one  day  said  to  him,  ^  It  makes  me  tm- 
comfortable,  my  lord,  to  see  you  silting  there  in  such 
pain  as  I  ibuMo  you  must  be  suffering."  ^  Never 
mind,  Mr  Rogers,"  answered  the  b<v ;  ^  you  shall 
not  see  any  signs  of  it  in  me.** 

This  gentleman,  who  speaks  vrith  the  most  afibc- 
tionate  remembrance  of  his  pupil,  mentions  several 
inftyyvM*t  of  the  gaiety  of  spirit  with  which  he  used  to 
take  revenge  on  his  tormentor.  Lavender^  by  exposing 
and  laughing  at  his  pompous  ignwance.  Among  other 
tricks,  he  one  day  scribbled  down  on  a  sheet  of  paper 
all  the  letters  of  the  alphabet,  put  together  at  ran- 
dom,  but  in  the  form  of  words  and  sentences,  and, 
placbg  them  before  this  all-pretending  person,  asked 
him  gravely  what  language  i^  was.  The  quack,  un- 
vriUing  to  ovm  his  ignorance,  answered  confidently 
^  ItaUan,"— to  the  infinite  delight,  as  it  may  be  sup- 
posed, of  the  little  satirist  in  embryo,  who  burst 
into  a  bud,  triumphant  laugh  at  the  success  of  the 
trap  which  he  had  thus  laid  for  imposture. 

With  that  mindfjilnfiw  towards  all  who  had  been 
about  him  in  his  youth,  which  was  so  distinguishing 
a  trait  in  his  character,  he,  maiqr  years  after,  when 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Nottingham,  sent  a  message, 
full  of  kindness,  to  his  old  instructor,  and  bid  the 
bearer  of  it  teU  him,  that,  beginning  from  a  certain 
line  in  Virgil  which  he  mentiooed,  he  could  recite 
twenty  verses  on,  which  he  weU  remembered  having 
read  vrith  this  gentleman,  when  suffering  all  the  time 
the  most  dreadful  pain. 

It  vras  about  this  period,  according  to  his  nurse» 
May  Gray,  that  the  first  symptom  of  any  tendency 
tovrards  rhyming  showed  itself  in  him ;  and  the  occa- 
sion which  she  represented  as  having  given  rise  to 
this  childish  efibrt  vras  as  foDows.  An  elderly  lady, 
who  was  in  the  habit  of  visiting  his  mother,  had  made 
use  of  some  expression  that  very  much  affhmted 
him,  and  these  slights,  his  nurse  said,  he  generally 
resented  violently  and  impkcably.  The  old  lady  had 
some  curious  notions  respectmg  the  soul,  vrhich,  she 
imagined,  took  its  flight  to  the  moon  after  death,  as  a 
preliminary  essay  before  it  proceeded  further.  One 
day,  after  a  repetition,  it  is  supposed,  of  her  origiiml 
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to  dw  boj,  he  appeArad  befim  hit  nxam  b  a 
rage.  •"  Wefl«  ny  little  hero,"  the  aafced, 
""vhafs  the  natter  wkh  yon  now  Y»  Upon  which  the 
dii  aiiBWfMi,  that  "*  thk  old  woman  had  put  him 
terrible  pamion— that  he  oeuld  not  bear  the 
4ght  of  her,'*  &e.  &c— and  then  broke  out  into  the 
iiiiiiim  doggerel,  which  he  repeated  orer  and  orer, 
mH  dfKghtfid  with  the  vent  he  had  (band  for  his 
■fe: — 

la  Nottiagban  eoaaty  there  liref  at  Swan  Oreen, 
A*  cvsl  an  oU  ladj  M  erer  WM  MOB ; 
And  wfcea  flhe  doe*  die.  which  I  hope  will  be  MMB, 
flke  iraly  beUeraa  the  wUI  go  to  the  iBoon. 

&  ii  poamble  thnt  these  ihymes  may  have  been  caught 
^  at  oeeoDd-hand ;  and  he  himself,  as  will  presently 
he  seen,  daled  his  **  first  dash  mto  poetiy ,"  as  he  caDs 
ii,  a  ycnr  later:— but  the  anecdote  altogether,  as 
(ftainingaome  early  dawmags  of  character,  appeared 
Is  me  worth  presemng. 

TW  sbmII  income  of  MrsQyron  receired  at  this 
tiae   Ae    ndditton,— most  seasonable,   no   doubt, 
oa  what  grmmdi  accorded,  I  know  not— of  a 
OB  the  Giril  List,  of  £900  a  year.    The 
ia  a  copy  of  the  Ring^  Warrant  for  the 
paat  — 

(Signed) 
■•CffiORGE  a 

**  Whereas  we  are  gracioua^  pleased  to 
pud  onto  Catharine  Gordon  Byron,  widow,  an 
MBiiig  of  /300,  to  commence  from  6th  July,  1799, 
•ad  to  cwnlinne  during  pleasura  t  our  wiD  and 
fieasore  ia,  that,  by  rirtue  of  our  general  letteri  of 
Privy  Seal,  beaiiog  date  5th  Norember,  1760,  you 
ds  issne  and  pay  out  of  our  treasure,  or  retenue  in 
the  reeeq>t  of  the  Exchequer,  applicable  to  the  uses 
of  w  civil  goTernment,  unto  the  said  Catharine 
Gordon  Bjyron,  widow,  or  her  assignees,  the  said 
sannity,  to  commenfae  from  5th  July,  1799,  and  to 
be  paid  qnarterly,  or  otherwise,  as  the  same  shall 
hiraniu  doe,  and  to  continue  during  our  pleasuro ; 
and  for  so  dossg  this  shall  be  your  warrant.  Given 
ai  out  Com  of  St  James,  9d  October,  1799, 39th 
ycnr  ef  our  leign. 


**BjWb  Majesty's  command. 


(Signed) 


"W.  Prrr. 

^'S.    DOUOLAS. 


"Edw^  Roberts,  Dep.  Cler«-  PeDium." 

Fining  but  little  benefit  from  the  Nottkghnm 
pactitianer,  Mrs  9yron,  in  the  summer  of  the  year 
1799,  tfaooght  it  right  to  remore  her  boy  to  London, 
nhere,  at  the  soggestion  of  Lord  Carlisle,  he  was  put 
oMferthecareofDrBaillie.  It  being  an  object,  too, 
to  pkee  him  at  some  quiet  school,  where  the  means 
adopted  for  the  cure  of  his  infiimity  migfat  be  more 
oa^  attended  to,  the  establishment  of  the  late  Dr 
Gfeanie,  at  Dulwich,  was  chosen  for  that  purpose ; 
and  an  it  was  thought  advisable  that  he  should  have  a 
Kparato  apartment  to  sleep  in,  Dr  Glennie  had  a  bed 
p^  iq>  for  him  in  his  own  study.  Mn  Byron,  who  had 
n  mail  i  il  a  short  time  behind  him  at  Newstead,  on  her 
arrival  in  town  took  a  house  upon  Hloane  Terrace ; 
and  nnder  the  direction  of  Dr  Baillie,  one  of  the 


Mesan.  Sheldrake*  was  employed  to  construct  an  in- 
strument for  the  purpose  of  straightening  the  limb  of 
thechikL  Moderation  in  all  athledc  exercises  vras,  of 
coarse,  prescribed ;  but  Dr  Glennie  found  it  by  no 
means  easy  to  enforce  compliance  vrith  this  rule,  as, 
though  sufficiently  quiet  when  along  with  him  in  his 
stu^,  no  sooner  was  the  b<v  released  for  play,  than  he 
showed  as  much  ambition  to  excel  in  all  exercises  as 
the  most  robust  youth  of  the  school ;— ^  an  ambition,*^ 
adds  Dr  Glennie,  m  the  communication  with  which  he 
fovoured  me  a  short  time  before  his  death,  ^  which  I 
have  remarked  to  prevail  in  general  m  young  persons 
labouring  under  similar  defects  of  nature.'^f 

Having  been  instructed  in  the  dements  of  Latin 
graaunar  according  to  the  mode  of  teaching  adopted 
at  Aberdeen,  the  young  student  had  now  unluckily 
to  retrace  his  steps,  and  vras,  as  is  too  often  the  case, 
retarded  in  his  studies  and  perplexed  in  his  recollec- 
tions, by  the  necessity  of  toilhig  through  the  rudiments 
again  in  one  of  the  forms  prescribed  by  Ihe  English 
schools.  ^  I  found  him  enter  upon  his  tasks,  says 
Dr  Glennie,  **with  alacrity  ^and  success.  He  was 
playful,  good-humoured,  and  beloved  by  his  com- 
panions. His  reading  in  history  and  poetry  was  far 
beyond  the  usual  standard  of  his  age,  and  m  my  study 
he  found  many  books  open  to  him,  both  to  please  h^ 
taste  and  to  gratify  his  curiosity  ;  among  others,  a 
set  of  our  poeis,  from.Chaucer  to  Churchill,  which  I 
am  almost  tempted  to  say  he  had  more  than  once 
perused  from  beginning  to  end.  He  showed  at  this 
age  an  mtimate  acquaintance  vrith  the  historical  parts 
of  the  Holy  Scriptiues,  upon  which  he  seemed 
delighted  to  converse  with  me,  especially  after  our 
religious  exercises  of  a  Sundaj  evening ;  when  he 
would  reason  upon  the  fiusts  contained  in  the  Sacred 
Volume,  vrith  every  appearance  of  belief  in  the  divine 
truths  vrhich  th^  unfold.  That  the  impressions,*^ 
adds  the  vrriter,  ^  thus  imbibed  in  his  bc^hood,  had, 
notwithstanding  the  irregularities  of  his  after  Ufe, 
sunk  deep  into  his  mind,  vrill  appear,  I  think,  to. 
every  impartial  reader  of  his  vrorks  in  general;  and 
I  never  hwve  been  able  to  divest  myself  of  the  per- 
suasion that,  m  the  strange  aberrations  which  so 
unfortunately  marked  his  subsequent  career,  he  must 
have  found  it  difficult  to  viobUe  the  better  principles 
early  instilled  into  him." 

It  should  have  been  mentioned,  among  the  traits 
vrhich  I  have  recorded  of  his  still  earlier  years,  that, 
according  to  the  diaracter  given  of  him  by  his  first 
nurse's  husband,  he  vras,  when  a  mere  child,  ^  par- 
ticulariy  inquisitive  and  puzxUng  about  religion." 

«  In  a  letter,  addreued  lately  by  Mr  Sheldrake  to  the 
Editor  of  a  Medical  Joarnal,  it  i«  stated  that  the  penon  of 
the  aame  name  who  attended  Lord  Byron  at  Dulwich 
•wed  the  hmioar  of  being  called  in  to  a  mistake,  and 
effected  nothing  toward*  the  remedy  of  the  limb.  The 
writer  of  the  letter  adds  that  he  was  himself  consulted  by 
Lord  Byron  four  or  fire  years  afterwards,  and  though  un- 
able to  undertake  the  cure  of  the  defect,  from  the  unwilUng- 
neas  of  his  noUe  patient  to  submit  to  restraint  or  confine- 
ment, was  sncccssAil  in  constructing  a  sort  of  shoe  for  the 
foot,  which,  in  some  degree,  alleviated  the  inconvenience 
under  which  be  laboured, 

t  'Qnoique,*  says  Alfleri,  speaking  of  bis  sobool-days, 
«Je  ftuse  le  plus  petit  de  tons  les  grantU  qui  se  tronvaient 
an  second  appartement  oil  J'6tais  descendu,  c'^tait  pr6- 
cisement  mon  inferiority  de  taille,  d'&ge,  et  de  force,  qui 
me  donnait  phu  de  courage,  et  m'engageait  *  me  dis- 
tinguer.* 
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IttfBi  not  king  before Dr CUeimie  began  todit- 
eofer— what  iutnictoni  of  youth  miut  too  often 
experienoe— 4hat  the  parent  was  a  miich  mote  diffi- 
ealt  subjeet  to  deal  with  than  the  child.    Though 
profeMing  entire  acquieaoenoe  in  the  repreeenlatioas 
of  thit  gentleman,  as  to  the  propriety  of  kaTmg  her  son 
to  pursue  his  studies  without  tnteimptiQn,  BfrsQyron 
had  neither  sense  nor  self-denial  enmgh  to  act  up  to 
these  professions ;  bnt,  in  qNte  of  the  remonstranoes 
of  Dr  GHennie,  and  the  tniunctions  of  Lord  Carlisle, 
continned  to  interfere  with  and  thwart  the  progress 
of  the  b(^'s  eduoatioa  ia  ereiy  way  that  a  fond, 
wrong-headed,  and  self-willed  mother  could  devise. 
In  Tain  was  it  stated  to  her  that,  m  aH  the  elemental 
parts  of  leoming  which  are  requisite  for  a  youth 
destined  to  a  great  public  school,  young  Byron  was 
much  behmd  other  youths  of  his  age,  and  that,  to 
retriere  this  deficiency,  the  undiTided  application  of 
his  whole  time  would  be  necessary.  Though  appear^ 
ing  to  be  sensible  of  the  troth  of  these  suggestions, 
she  not  the  lem  embarrassed  and  obstructed  the 
teacher  in  his  task.   Not  content  with  the  interral 
between  Saturday  and  Monday,  whfeh,  oontmry  to 
DrGlennie^  wish,  the  hoj  generaUy  passed  at  Skwne 
Terrace,  she  would  frequently  keep  him  at  home  a 
week  bqrond  this  time,  and,  still  further  to  add  to  the 
distraction  of  such  interruptions,  cdlected  around 
him  a  numerous  drde  of  young  acquaintances,  with- 
out exercising,  as  may  be  supposed,  much  discrimi- 
nation, in  btf  choice.    **  How  indeed  could  she  ?" 
asks  Dr  Glennie  ;—^  Mrs  Byron  was  a  total  stranger 
to  English  society  and  English  manners;  with  an 
exterior  for  from  prepossessing,  an  understanding 
where  nature  had  not  been  more  bountiful,  a  mind 
almost  wh<Ay  without  cultiratian,  and  the  peculi- 
arities of  northern  opinions,  nortliem  habits,  and 
northera  accent,  I  trust  I  do  no  great  prejudice  to 
the  memoiy  of  my  countrywoman,  if  I  say  Mrs  Qyron 
was  not  a  Madame  de  Lambert,   endowed  with 
powers  to  retriere  the  fortune,  and  form  the  cha- 
racter and  mannen  of  a  young  noUeman,  her  son.** 
The  interposition  of  Lord  Cariisle,  to  whose  au- 
thority it  was  found  neceanry  to  appeal,  had  more 
than  once  given  a  check  to  these  disturbing  indul- 
gences.   Sanotionedby  inch  support,  Dr  Glennie 
even  ventured  to  oppose  himself  to  the  privilege,  ao 
often  abased,  of  the  usual  visits  on  a  Saturday ;  and 
the  scenes  which  he  had  to  encounter  on  each  new 
case  of  refusal  were  such  as  would  have  wearied  out 
the  patience  of  any  less  xealous  and  conscientious 
schoofanaater.  Mrs  Qyron,  vrhose  paroxysms  of  passion 
were  not,  like  those  of  her   son,  ^silent  rages,'' 
would,  on  all  these  occasions,  break  out  into  such 
audible  fits  of  temper  as  it  was  impossible  to  keep 
from  reaohuig  the  can  of  the  schobirs  and  the  ser- 
vants ;  and  Dr  Glennie  had,  one  day,  the  pain  of 
overhearing  a  schoolfellow  of  his  noble  pupQ  say  to 
him,  ^'Byron,  your  mother  is  a  fool;''  to  which  the 
other  answered  gbomily,  **  I  know  it."     In  conse- 
quence of  all  thii  violenee  and  impracticability  of 
temper.  Lord  Carlisle  at  length  ceased  to  have  any 
interooune  irith  the  mother  of  his  ward;  and  on  a 
further  application  from  the  instructor,  for  the  exer- 
tion of  his  influence,  said,  **  I  can  have  nothing  more 
to  do  vrith  Mrs  Byron,~you  must  now  manage  her 
as  yon  can." 


Among  the  books  that  hgr  accessible  to  the  boys  in 
Doctor  Olennie's  study,  vras  a  pamphlet  written  by 
the  brother  of  one  of  has  most  intimate  friends,  en- 
titled ^  Narrative  of  the  Shipwreck  of  the  Jnno  on 
theooastof  ARncan,intheyearl796."  Thevrriter 
had  been  the  second  o(Boer  of  the  shq>,  and  the 
account  vrUch  he  had  sent  home  to  his  friends  of  the 
snffimngs  of  himsdf  and  his  feUow-passengen,  had 
appeared  to  them  so  touchinffand  strange,  that  thej 
determined  to  publish  it.  The  pamphlet  attracted 
but  little,  it  seems,  of  public  attention,  but  among  the 
young  students  of  Didwich  Grove  it  was  a  fovoorite 
study ;  and  the  impression  which  it  left  on  the  reten- 
tive mind  of  Bjna  may  have  had  some  share,  per- 
haps, in  suggesting  that  curious  leseardi,  through 
all  the  varkidis  Accounts  of  Shipwrecks  upon  record, 
by  which  he  prepared  himself  to  depict  vrith  suofa 
power  a  scene  of  the  same  description  in  Don  Juan. 
The  following  afiecting  incident,  mentioned  by  the 
author  of  this  pamphlet,  has  been  adopted,  it  will 
be  seen,  with  but  little  change  either  of  phrase  or 
circumstance,  by  the  poet  :— 

''Of  those  who  were  not  immediately  near  me  I 
knew  little,  unlem  by  their  cries.  Some  struggled 
hard,  and  died  m  great  agony ;  but  it  vru  not  always 
those  whose  strength  was  most  impaired  that  died 
the  easiest,  though,  in  some  cases,  it  might  haTe 
been  so.  I  particufauly  remember  the  following  in- 
stances. Mr  Wade's  servant,  a  stout  and  healthy 
boy,  died  eariy  and  afanost  without  a  groan;  while 
another  of  the  same  age,  but  of  a  less  promising  ap- 
pearance, held  out  much  longer.  The  fiUe  of  these 
unfortunate  boys  differed  ako  in  another  respect 
highly  deserving  of  notice.  Their  fothers  were  both 
in  the  fore-top  vrhen  the  lads  vrere  taken  iH  The 
fother  of  Mr  Wade's  boy  hearing  of  his  son's  iOness, 
answered  vrith  indifference,  *•  that  he  could  do  nothing 
for  him,'  and  left  him  to  his  late.  The  other,  when 
the  accounts  reached  him,  hurried  dovrn,  and  watch- 
ing for  a  fovourable  moment,  crawled  on  aD  fours 
along  the  weather  gunwale  to  his  son,  vrho  vras  in 
the  mixen  rigging.  By  that  time,  only  three  or  four 
planks  of  the  quarter-deck  remained,  just  over  the 
weather-quarter  gaBeiy;  and  to  this  spot  the  un- 
hi^ppy  man  led  lus  son,  making  him  fast  to  the  rail 
to  prevent  his  being  washed  away.  Whenever  the 
Ix^  was  seised  vrith  a  fit  of  retching,  the  fother 
lif^  him  upand  vriped  the  foam  from  hiB  lips;  and, 
if  a  shower  came,  he  made  him  open  his*  mouth  to 
receive  the  drops,  or  gently  squeesed  them  mto  it 
from  a  rag.  In  this  affecting  situation  both  remained 
four  or  five  days,  till  tiie  boy  expired.  The  unfortu- 
nate parent,  as  if  unvriUing  to  believe  the  &ct,  then 
raised  the  body,  gazed  wistfully  at  it,  and,  when 
he  could  no  longer  entertain  any  doubt,  watched  it 
in  sOence  t31  it  was  carried  off  by  the  sea;  then, 
wrapping  himself  in  a  piece  of  canvas,  sunk  down 
and  rose  no  more ;  though  he  must  have  lived  two 
days  longer,  as  we  judg«^  from  the  quivering  of  his 
limbs,  when  a  vrave  broke  over  him."* 

*  Hw  fonowinff  b  Lord  Byron*!  verrion  of  tbit  toodrimr 
BsrrstiTe,  and  it  will  be  felt,  I  thiali,  by  every  render,  that 
thii  i«  one  of  the  inttaacei  la  which  poetry  nuat  be  cootent 
to  yield  the  palm  to  prose.  There  ia  a  pathos  iu  the  last 
•entences  of  the  seaman's  recital,  which  the  artifices  of 
melre  and  ihyme  were  sore  to  disturb,  and  which,  indeed. 
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It  WM  pffobabif  «iiiring  one  of  the  Tacatioiis  of  thif 
fev,  tbat  the  bojidk  lore  for  hie  young  oouan,  Miw 
Writer,  to  which  be  attributes  the  gloiy  of  barmg 
int  iMpired  lum  vith  poetiy,  look  pomeenoa  of  hie 
fiucy.  **  Mj  int  dub  into  poetry  (be  Miys)  was  as 
cariy  as  1800.  .  It  was  the  ebullitkm  of  a  passion  for 
m  fint  couan,  Bfargaret  Parker  (daughter  and 
ffaaAfa lighter  of  the  two  Admirals  Parker),  one  of 
ibeBMSt  beautiful  of  OTanesoent  beings.  I  bare  long 
fofgottcB  the  Tenes,  but  it  wouM  be  difficult  for  me 
»  ioijget  her — her  dark  eyes— her  kmg  eyelasbes— 
kercoBBplete^  Greek  cast  of  (ace  and  figure!  Iwas 
dKB  about  twehe— she  rather  older,  pc^ps  a  year. 
She  died  mboot  a  year  or  two  afterwards,  in  oonse- 
fswrr  of  m  &II,  which  injured  her  spine,  and  induced 
rinBHiw|iiiini  Her  sister  Augusta  (by  some  thought 
«1  More  bcMitiful)  died  of  the  same  nudady ;  and  it 
MS,  iMleed,  in  attending  her,  that  Margaret  met 
with  the  accideiit  which  oocaAOoed  her  own  death. 
My  airter  told  me,  that  when  she  went  to  see  her, 
Aottif  befora  her  death,  upon  accidentally  mcntion- 
■g  mj  Mune,  Margaret  oobured  through  the  paleness 
af  Ba>rtniit7  to  the  eyes,  to  the  great  astonishment  of 
',  who  (residingwith  her  grandmother.  Lady 
Boa,  and  seeing  but  little  of  me,  for  &mily 
knew  nothing  of  our  attachment,  nor  could 
csnccife  why  nqr  name  sbouM  alfect  her  at  such  a 
fane.  I  knew  notbiqg  of  her  iBness,  being  at  Hanow 
sad  ia  the  oountiy,  tiH  she  was  gone.  Some  years 
dtar,  1  Bade  an  atteoq>t  at  an  el^y— a  reiy  dull 
see*. 
^  I  do  not  recollect  scarcely  aiqr  thing  equal  to,the 

iMwerer  teaatifbl,  coold  luOf  fo  naturally  and 


Tkm  wtn  two  fethen  in  Ob  ffauti j  crew, 
Aai«tailkemthctrtwoK>a«,of  whom  the  one 

Wm  SMn  wtibm  aad  hsidy  to  the  ftov, 
KaChedladMrir;  ud  whco  he  «M roor, 

Bii  mtmnm,  iinniife  told  hli  rite,  who  threw 
One  flMM  oa  him,  and  nld, "  Hcaven*i  wttl  be  done. 


lai*  Ae  deep  wUhoat  a  tear  or  yroM. 

The  ««iw  CMhcr  had  ft  weakber  child. 
Of  a  nft  cfaaek,  aad  aspect  delicate; 
Wt  aie  hof  hora  ap  loof ,  aod  wtth  a  mild 


^  If  le  ate  a  part  from  off  the  weifht 
Be  mm  iaocailof  oa  fait  fuher**  heart, 
m*  Ac  deep,  doadlj  thuoght,  Umt  they  auMt  pan. 

Aad  oVr  Um  hem  hit  dre,  and  aerer  raked 
ttt  ofyet  Craa  off  hit  (hca,  but  wiped  the  fi9am 

FriM  hit  pale  hpt,  and  ever  on  him  gaxcd ; 
Aai  when  the  wiah'd-for  ahower  at  lenfth  wat  come, 

Aad  tta  hoy^  eyn,  wMoh  the  dail  fliB  half  flaxed, 
■tfeklM*d,  airf  far  a  BOMot  team'd  to  roam. 

He  nee  weed  CroB  oat  a  raf  tome  dropt  of  rain 

laio  hit  d}lBC  chlid*t  mootb— bat  In  vain. 

The  hoy  cspired-ibe  father  held  die  clay, 
Aad  hsekM  apoo  it  loof,and  when  at  lact 

DmA  te^  ao  do^C,  and  the  dead  horfheo  lay 
Seff  OS  Ut  heart,  and  poite  aad  hope  were  pfttt, 

Be  watch'd  it  wilfully,  ontU  away 
*Twa»  borne  by  the  rude  wave  wherein  *t  wat  ca«t; 


Aad  ffftvc  BO  dffa  «nu«,  aava  Ui  Mmbt  qolreriog. 

Don  Juan,  Canto  II. 

la  fkeeoOeetlon  of  'SUpvreds  aad  DioMters  at  S«a.» 
!•  wWeh  I«ord  Byroo  m  akiUhlly  bad  recoorae  for  the 
^arfcakal  knovlei^e  and  fitcte  oat  of  which  he  bai  com- 
r«Md  Ua  owB  powerfol  deacription,  the  reader  will  lind 
the  aecoMt  of  Che  loM«ftheiaaober«  reftrred  to. 

*  TUa  elegy  is  in  his  flrrt  (onpnbliahed)  roliuno. 


IramtpwmU  beauty  of  niy  cousin,  or  to  the  sweetness 
of  her  temper,  during  the  short  period  of  oiv  in< 
timaqr.  She  k)oked  aa  if  she  had  been  made  out  of  a 
rainbow — all  beauty  and  peace. 

**  My  passion  had  its  usual  effects  upon  me — I 
could  not  sle^>— I  could  not  eat— I  could  not  rest; 
and  although  I  had  reason  to  know  that  she  k>Ted 
me,  it  was  the  texture  of  my  life  to  think  of  the  time 
which  must  elapse  beibre  we  could  meet  again^ 
being  usually  about  twdye  hours  of  separation! 
But  I  was  a  fool  then,  and  am  not  much  wiser  now." 

He  had  been  neai^  two  yean  under  the  tuition  of 
Doctor  Glennie,  when  his  mother,  discontented  at  the 
slowness  of  his  progress — though  being  herself,  as  we 
have  seen,  the  principal  cause  of  it — entreated  so 
urgently  of  Lord  Cariisle  to  baye  him  removed  to  a 
public  school,  that  her  wish  was  at  length  acceded 
to ;  and  "  accordingly,"  says  Doctor  Glennie,  "  to 
Harrow  he  went,  as  little  prepared  as  it  is  natural  to 
suppose  from  two  years  of  elementary  instruction, 
thwarted  by  erery  art'  that  could  estrange  the  mind 
of  youth  from  preceptor,  from  school,  and  from  aB 
serious  study." 

This  gentleman  saw  but  little  of  Lord  Byron  after 
he  left  his  care,  but,  from  the  manner  in  which  both 
he  and  Mn  Glennie  spoke  of  their  eariy  chaige,  it 
was  erident  that  his  subsequent  career  had  been 
watched  by  them  with  interest;  that  they  had  seen 
even  his  errors  through  the  softening  medium  of  their 
first  feeling  towards  him,  and  had  nerer,  in  his  most 
irregular  aberrations,  lost  the  traces  of  those  fine 
qualities  which  they  had  fored  and  admired  in  him 
when  a  child.  Of  the  oonstanqr,  too,  of  this  feeling, 
Doctor  Glennie  had  to  stand  no  ordinary  trial,  having 
visited  Geneva  in  1817,  soon  after  Lord  Byron  had 
left  it,  when  the  private  character  of  the  poet  was  in 
the  vei7  crisis  of  its  unpopularity,  and  when,  among 
those  friends  who  knew  that  Dr  Glennie  had  once 
been  his  tutor,  it  was  made  a  frequent  subject  of 
banter  with  this  gentleman,  that  he  had  not  more 
strictly  disciplined  his  pupil,  or,  to  use  their  own 
words,  **  made  a  better  hos  of  him." 

About  the  time  when  young  Byron  was  removed 
for  his  education,  to  London,  his  nurse  May  Gray 
left  the  service  of  Mrs  Byron,  and  returned  to  her 
native  coiutiy,  where  she  died  about  three  years 
since.  She  had  married  respectably,  and,  in  one  of 
her  last  iOnesses,  was  attended  professionally  by 
Doctor  Ewing  of  Aberdeen,  who,  having  been  always 
an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  Lord  Byron,  was  no  less 
surprised  than  delighted  to  find  that  the  person  under 
his  care  had  for  so  many  years  been  an  attendant  on 
his  fovourite  poet.  With  avidity,  as  may  be  sup- 
posed, he  noted  down  from  the  lips  of  his  patient  all 
the  particulars  she  could  remember  of  his  lordship's 
early  days;  and  it  is  to  the  communicaticms  with 
which  this  gentleman  has  favoured  me,  that  I  am  in- 
debted for  many  of  the  anecdotes  of  Uiat  period 
which  I  have  rekted. 

As  a  mark  of  gratitude  for  her  attention  to  him, 
Byron  had,  in  parting  with  May  Gray,  presented 
her  with  his  watch, — the  first  of  which  he  had  ever 
been  possessor.  This  watch  the  faithful  nurse  pre- 
served fondly  through  life,  and,  when  she  died,  it 
was  given  by  her  husband  to  Doctor  Ewing,  by 
whom,  as  a  relic  of  genius,  it  is  equally  valued.  The 
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afl^ctionate  boj  had  abo  presented  her  with  a  fuU- 
length  miniature  of  himself,  which  was  painted  hy 
Kaj  of  Edinburgh,  m  the  year  1795,  and  which  re- 
presents him  »i»nAing  ifith  a  bow  and  arrows  in  his 
hand,  and  a  profusion  of  hair  falling  orer  his  shoulders. 
Tliis  curious  litde  drawing  has  IflLewise  pasKd  into 
the  possession  of  Dr  Ewing. 

The  same  thoughtful  gratitude  was  erinced  by 
Byron  towards  tiie  sister  of  this  woman,  his  first 
nurse,  to  whom  he  wrote  tome  years  afier  he  kfl 
Soothmd,  in  the  most  cordial  terms,  making  inqui- 
ries of  her  welfiure,  and  informing  her,  with  much 
joy,  that  he  hadatlastgothisfootsofar  restored 
as  to  be  able  'to  put  on  a  common  boot, — **  an  erent, 
for  which  he  had  long  anxious^  wished,  and  which 
he  was  sure  would  gire  her  great  pleasure.** 

In  the  summer  of  the  year  1801  he  accompanied 
his  mother  to  Cheltenham,  and  the  account  which 
he  himsdf  gires  of  his  sensations  at  that  period* 
shows  at  what  an  early  age  those  feeliqgs  that  lead 
to  poetry  had  unfolded  themselres  in  his  heart.  A 
boy,  gazing  with  emotion  on  the  hills  at  sunset,  be- 
cause they  remind  him  of  the  mountains  among  which 
he  passed  his  childhood,  is  already,  in  heart  and 
imagination,  a  poet.  It  was  during  their  stay  at 
Cheltenham  that  a  fortune-teller,  whom  his  mother 
consulted,  pronounced  a  prediction  concerning  him 
which,  for  some  time,  left  a  strong  impression  on  his 
mind.  Mrs  Byron  had,  it  seems,  in  her  first  Tisit  to 
this  person  (who,  if  I  mistake  not,  was  the  celebrated 
fortune-teller,  Mrs  WiDiams)  endearoured  to  pass 
herself  off  as  a  maiden  lady.  The  Sibyl,  howerer, 
was  not  so  easQy  deceiyed; — she  pronounced  her 
wise  oonsulter  to  be  not  only  a  married  woman,  but 
the  mother  of  a  son  who  was  lame,  and  to  whom, 
among  other  erents  which  she  read  in  the  stars,  it 
was  predestined  that  his  life  should  be  in  danger  from 
poison  before  he  was  of  age,  and  that  he  should  be 
twice  married, — the  second  time,  to  a  fcweign  lady. 
About  two  years  afterwards  he  himsdf  mentioned 
these  particulars  to  the  person  from  whom  I  heard 
the  stoiy,  and  said  that  the  thought  of  the  first  part 
of  the  prophecy  Teiy  often  occurred  to  him.  The 
latter  part,  howcTcr,  seems  to  hare  been  the  nearer 
guess  of  the  two. 

To  a  shy  disposition,  such  as  Byron's  was  in  his 
youth — and  such  as,  to  a  certain  degree,  it  continued 
all  his  life — the  transition  from  a  quiet  establish- 
ment, like  that  of  Dulwich  Grove,  to  the  bustle  of  a 
great  public  school,  was  sufficiently  trying.  Accord- 
ingly, we  find  from  his  own  account,  that,  for  the 
first  year  and  a  half,  he  '*  hated  Harrow."  The 
actirity,  howerer,  and  sociableness  of  his  nature 
soon  conquered  this  repugnance;  and,  from  being, 
as  he  himself  says,  **  a  most  unpopular  boy,**  he  rose 
at  length  to  be  a  leader  in  aO  the  sports,  schemes, 
and  mischief  of  the  school. 

^  For  a  general  notion  of  hk  disposition  and  capaci- 
ties at  this  period,  we  could  not  have  recourse  to  a 
more  trustworthy  or  Tahiable  authority  than  that  of 
the  Rer.  Dr  Drury,  who  was  at  this  time  head 
master  of  the  school,  and  to  whom  Lord  Byron  has 
left  on  record  a  tribute  of  affection  and  respect, 
which,  like  the  reverential  regard  of  Dryden  for 

•  See  pace  6. 


Dr  Busby,  will  long  associate  together  honourably  the 
names  of  the  poet  and  the  master.  Prom  this  vene- 
rable scholar  I  have  received  the  following  brief,  but 
important,  statement  of  the  impressions  which  his 
early  intercourse  with  the  young  noUe  left  upon 
him:  — 

**  Mr  Hannn,  Lord  Byron's  solicitor,  oonsigned 
him  to  my  care  at  the  age  of  thirteen  and  ahalf,  with 
remarks,  that  his  education  had  been  neglected;  that 
he  vras  ill  prepared  for  a  public  school,  but  that  he 
thought  there  was  a  elevemest  about  him.  After  his 
departure  I  took  my  young  disciple  into  my  study, 
and  endeavoured  to  bring  him  forward  by  inquiries 
as  to  his  former  amusements,  employments,  and  as- 
sociates, but  with  little  or  no  effect ;— and  I  soon 
found  that  a  wild  mountain  colt  had  been  submitted 
to  my  management.  But  there  vras  mind  in  his  eye. 
In  the  first  place,  it  vras  necessaiy  to  attach  him  to  an 
elder  boy,  in  order  to  familiarize  him  vrith  the  objects 
before  hm,  and  vrith  tome  parts  of  the  system  in 
vrhich  he  vras  to  move.  But  the  information  he  re- 
ceived from  his  conductor  gave  him  no  pleasure,  vrhen 
he  heard  of  the  advances  of  some  in  the  school,  much 
younger  than  himself,  and  conceived  by  his  own  de- 
ficiency that  he  shouM  be  degraded  and  humbled,  by 
being  placed  beknv  them.  This  I  discovered,  and 
having  committed  him  to  the  care  of  one  of  the  mas- 
ters, as  his  tutor,  I  assured  him  he  should  not  be 
placed  tin,  by  diligence,  he  ipight  rank  with  those  of 
his  own  age.  He  vras  pleased  vrith  this  assurance, 
and  felt  himself  on  easier  terms  with  his  associates ; — 
for  a  degree  of  shyness  hung  about  him  for  aome 
time.  His  manner  and  temper  soon  oonvinoed  me, 
that  he  might  be  led  by  a  silken  string  to  a  point, 
rather  than  by  a  cable;— on  that  principle  I  acted. 
After  some  continuance  at  Harrow,  and  when  the 
powers  of  his  mind  had  begun  to  expand,  the  late 
Lord  Carlisle,  his  relation,  desired  to  see  me  in 
town ;— I  waited  on  his  bnbhip.  His  object  was  to 
inform  me  of  Lord  Byron's  expectations  of  property 
when  he  came  of  age,  which  he  represented  as  con- 
tracted, and  to  inquire  respecting  his  abilities.  On 
the  former  circumstance  I  made  no  remark;  as  to 
the  latter,  I  replied, '  He  has  talents,  my  k>rd,  which 
ytmaddbutrt  to  his  rank.'  *  Indeed  1 !  1' said  his 
brdship,  vrith  a  degree  of  surprise,  that,  according 
to  my  feeling,  did  not  express  in  it  all  the  satisfaction 
I  expected. 

'*  The  circumstance  to  which  you  allude,  .as  to 
his  declamatory  powers,  vras  as  follows.  The  upper 
part  of  the  school  composed  declamations,  vrhich, 
after  a  revisal  by  the  tutors,  were  submitted  to  the 
master:  to  him  the  authors  repeated  them,  thfti 
they  might  be  improved  in  manner  and  action,  before 
their  public  delivery.  I  certainty  was  much  pleased 
with  Lord  Byron's  attitude,  gesture,  and  delivery,  as 
weU  as  with  his  composition.  All  who  spoke  on 
that  day  adhered,  as  usual,  to  the  letter  of  their 
composition,  as,  in  the  earlier  part  of  his  delivery,  did 
Lord  Byron.  But  to  my  surprise  he  suddenly  di- 
verged from  the  written  composition,  with  a  boldness 
and  rapidity  sufficient  to  alarm  me,  lest  he  should  &il 
in  memory  as  to  the  conclusion.  There  was  no 
fiulure; — ^he  came  round  to  the  close  of  his  composi- 
tion without  discovering  any  impediment  and  irregu- 
larity on  the  whole.    I  questioned  him,  why  he  had 
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I  He  declared  he  had  made 
akefmlioo,  and  did  not  kiiow,m  speaking,  that  he 
i  deviated  firom  it  one  letter.  Ibdiered.  him,  and 
B  aknowledge  of  hii  temperament  am  convinced, 
i,  fuStf  imprened  with  the  sense  and  substance  of 
!  suhjeet,  be  was  hurried  on  to  expressions  and 
Bore  striking  than  what  his  pen  had  ex- 


to  me  these  recollections  of  his 
pupil,  Dr  Dmry  has  added  a  circumstance 
how  strongly,  eren  in  aU  the  prideof  his 
fame.  Chat  awe  with  whicl&  he  had  once  regarded  the 
of  his  old  amster  still  hung  around  the  poet's 


**  After  any  retresU  from  Harrow,  I  leceiTcd  from 
him  two  Tery  afiectioaate  letters.  In  my  occasional 
vials  snbeequently  to  London,  when  he  had  &sci- 
mted  tbe  public  with  hii  productions,  I  demanded  of 
I,  why,  as  in  duty  bounds  he  had.  sent  none  to  me  ? 
he,  *  you  are  the  only  man  I  never 
to  read  tbem  :* — ^but,  in  a  few  moments,  he 
What  do  you  think  of  the  Corsair!*  " 
I  dmil  now  lay  before  the  reader  such  notices  of 
ha  school  life  as  I  find  scattered  through  the  various 
■gte-booka  he  has  left  behind.  Coming,  as  they  do, 
bom  his  own  pen,  it  is  needless  to  add,  that  they  af- 
M  tbe  liveliest  and  best  records  of  this  period  that 
caa  be  fumi^ied. 

^  TO!  I  vras  eighteen  years  old  (odd  as  it  may 
MB)  I  bad  never  read  a  Review.  But  while  at 
Harrow,  aiy  general  information  was  so  great  on  mo- 
dem topics  as  to  induce  a  suspicion  that  I  could 
mif  eoUect  so  much  information  from  Reviews,  be- 
canse  1  was  never  seen  reading,  but  always  idle,  and 
r,  or  at  pby.  The  truth  is,  that  I  read 
:,  read  in  bed,  read  when  no  one  else  read  and 
had  lead  all  sorts  of  readmgsmce  I  was  five  years  old, 
sad  yet  never  met  vrith  a  Review,  which  is  tbe  only 
RSioa  I  know  of  why  I  should  not  have  read  them. 
Bat  it  is  true ;  for  I  remember  when  Hunter  and 
Cama,  in  1804,  told  me  this  opinion  at  Harrow,  I 
laugh  by  my  ludicrous  astonishment  in 
*  ffluU  it  a  Reviewf  To  be  sure,  they 
on.  In  three  years  more,  I  vras 
better  acqoHDled  vrith  that  same;  but  the  first  I 
ever  read  was  ia  1806-7. 

"At  school  I  was  (as  I  have  said)  remarked  for  the 
exteat  and  readiness  of  my  general  infmmation ;  but 
is  al  other  respects  idle,  capable  of  great  sudden 
extftsoas  (such  as  thirty  or  forty  Greek  hexameters, 
of  coarse  vrith  such  prosody  as  it  pleased  God),  but 
of  few  coatinooas  drudgeries.  My  qualities  were 
wmdk  ame  oratorical  and  martial  than  poetical,  and 
Dr  Draiy,  niy  grand  patron  (our  head  master), had  a 
that  I  should  turn  out  an  orator,  fh>m  my 
,  mj  turbulence,  my  voice,  my  copiousness  of 
,y  and  my  actio  .*  I  remember  that  my 
Int  drrlaaiation  astonished  him  into  some  unwonted 

«  Fsr  the  displsy  of  his  declaaiatory  powers,  on  the 
,  he  eelected  ahrsy*  the  meet  Tehemeat  pas- 
I  as  the  speech  of  Zangs  over  the  body  of  Alonso. 
«  to  the  giom.  On  one  of  these  public 
it  was  ■rraoged  that  he  should  take  the 
part  9t  Draacee,  and  jeonr  FMl  that  of  Tomus.  Lord 
Bjmia  sndiifiaij  ehsaced  Us  siind.  and  prefcrred  the  speech 
rfLalia— ,  fraring,  it  was  sappoaed.  sone  ridicule  tnm 
fte  isappropriate  taaat  of  Turnas,  "Veatos*  in  liuguA, 
fkgmcituM  itOs." 


(for  he  vras  economica]  of  such)  and  sudden  compli- 
ments, before  the  dedaimers  at  our  first  rehearHd. 
My  first  Harrow  verses  (that  is,  English,  as  exer- 
cises), a  transition  of  a  chorus  fiom  the  Prometheus 
of  jEschylus,  were  received  by  htm  but  coolly.  No 
one  had  the  least  notion  that  I  should  sub^  mto 
poesy. 

^Peel,  the  orator  and  statesman  (<  that  was,  or  is, 
or  is  to  be'),  was  my  fbrm-feUow,  and  we  were  both 
at  the  top  of  our  remove  (a  public-school  phrase). 
We  were  on  good  terms,  but  his  brother  was  my 
intimate  friend.  There  were  always  great  hopes  of 
Peel,  amongst  us  all,  masters  and  schohurs — and  he 
has  not  disappointed  them.  As  a  scholar  he  was 
greatly  my  superior;  as  a  declaimer  and  actor,  I  was 
reckoned  at  least  his  equal;  as  a  schoolboy,  out  of 
school,  I  was  always  m  scrapes,  and  he  never;  and 
m  school,  he  always  knew  his  lesson,  and  I  rarely, — 
but  when  I  knew  it,  I  knew  it  nearly  as  well.  In 
general  information,  history,  Stc.  &c.,  I  think  I  was 
his  superior,  as  well  as  of  most  boys  of  my  standing. 

''The  prodigy  of  our  school-days  was  George 
Sinclair  (son  of  Sir  John) ;  he  made  exercises  for  half 
the  school  {lUeraUy),  verses  at  will,  and  themes 
without  it.  *  *  *  He  was  a  friend  of  mme,  and 
in  the  same  remove,  and  used  at  times  to  beg  me  to 
let  him  do  my  exercise,— a  request  always  most 
readily  accorded  upon  a  phich,  or  when  I  wanted  to 
do  something  else,  which  was  usuaUy  once  an  hour. 
On  the  other  hand,  he  was  pacific  and  I  savage ;  so 
I  fought  for  him,  or  thrashed  others  for  him,  or 
thrashed  himself  to  make  him  thrash  othersy  when  it 
was  necessaiy,  as  a  point -of  honour  and  stature,  that 
he  should  so  chastise ;— or  we  talked  politics,  for  he 
was  a  great  politician,  and  were  very  good  friends. 
I  have  some  of  his  letters,  written  to  me  firom  school, 
still.* 

^  Clayton  was  another  school-monster  of  learning, 
and  talent,  and  hope ;  but  what  has  become  of  him 
I  do  not  know.    He  was  certainly  a  genius. 

^'My  school-friendships  were  with  me  passions^ 
(for  I  was  always  violent),  but  I  do  not  know  that 
there  is  one  which  has  endured  (to  be  sure  some 
have  been  cut  short  by  death)  till  now.  That  vrith 
Lord  Clare  begun  one  of  the  earliest  and  lasted 
longest — being  only  mtemipted  by  distance — that  I 
know  of.  I  never  hear  the  word  *  Clare  *  vrithout  a 
beating  of  the  heart  even  noio,  and  I  write  it  with 
the  feelings  of  1H03-4-6  ad  infinitum.'* 

The  following  extract  is  from  another  of  his  manu- 
script journals. 

**  At  Harrow  I  fought  my  way  very  feirly.  %  I 
think  I  lost  but  one  battle  out  of  seven;  and  that 

« His  letters  to  Mr  Sinclair,  In  return,  are  vnlncUly 
loat.— one  of  them,  as  this  gentleman  tells  me,  having  been 
Iiighly  characteristic  of  the  jealous  sensitiveness  of  his  no- 
ble schoolfellow,  being  written  under  the  impression  of 
some  ideal  slight,  and  beginning,  angrily,  '  Sir.* 

t  On  a  leaf  of  one  of  his  note-books,  dated  1808,  1  And  the 
following  passage  firom  aiarmoatel,  which  no  doubt  struck 
him  as  appUcable  to  the  enthusiasm  of  his  own  youthftal 
fKendships :— *  L'amiti^.  qui  dans  le  monde  est  *  peine  un 
sentiment,  est  nne  passion  dans  les  cloltres."— Coslrs 
Moram». 

%  Mr.  D'Israeli,  in  his  ingenious  work  «  on  the  Literary 
Character."  has  given  it  as  Us  opinion,  that  a  didnclina- 
tion  to  athletic  sports  and  exercises  will  be,  in  general, 
found  among  the  peculiarities  which  mark  a  youth  of  ge- 
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^^as  to  H ;— and  the  rascal  did  not  win  it  but  by 

the  unfair  treatment  of  his  own  boarding-house, 
where  we  boxed— I  had  not  eiet  a  second.  I  neTer 
forgare  him,  and  I  should  be  sorry  to  meet  him  now, 
as  I  am  sure  we  should  quarrel.  My  most  memorable 
combats  were  with  Morgan,  Rice,  Rainsford, 
and  Lord  Jocelyn,— but  we  were  always  friendly 
afterwards.  I  was  a  most  unpopular  boy,  but  led 
latterly,  and  hafe  retained  many  of  my  school-friend- 
ships, and  an  my  dislikes— except  to  Doctor  Butler, 
whom  I  treated  rebeOiously,  and  hare  been  sorr>- 
erer  shice.  Doctor  Druiy,  whom  I  plagued  suffi- 
ciently too,  was  the  best,  the  kindest  (and  yet  strict, 
too)  friend  I  ever  had— and  I  look  upon  him  still  as 
a  &ther. 

^P.  Hunter,  Curzon,  Long,  and  TatersaO,  were 
my  principal  friends.  Clare,  Dorset,  O.  Gordon,  De 
Bath,  Claridge,  and  J^.  Wingfield,  were  my  juniors 
and  &T0urite8,  whom  I  spoilt  by  indulgence.  Of  all 
human  beings,  I  was,  perhaps,  at  one  time,  the  most 
attached  to  poor  Wmgfield,  who  died  at  Coimbra, 
1811,  before  I  returned  to  Engliuid.'' 

One  of  the  most  striking  results  of  the  English 
system  of  education  is,  that  while  m  no  country  are 
there  so  many  instances  of  manly  friendships  early 
formed  and  steadily  maintained,  so  in  no  other 
country,  periiaps,  are  the  feelings  towards  the  pa- 
rental home  so  early  estranged,  or,  at  the  best,  feebly 
cherished.  Transpfamted  as  boys  are  from  the  do- 
mestic circle,  at  a  time  of  life  when  the  afiections 
are  most  disi^sed  to  ding,  it  is  but  natural  that  they 
should  seek  a  substitute  for  the  ties  of  home^  in  those 
boyish  friendships  which  they  form  at  school,  and 
which,  connected  as  they  are  with  the  scenes  and 
events  over  which  youth  threw  its  charm,  retain  ever 
after  the  strongest  hold  Hpon  their  hearts.  In  Ireland 
and,  I  believe,  also  in  France,  where  the  system  of 
education  is  more  domestic,  a  different  result  is 
accordingly  observable : — the  paternal  home  comes 

nias.  In  lapporC  of  this  notion  he  quotes  Beattie,  ulio 
thai  describes  his  ideal  minitrel  :— 

CoDCOttne,  u»d  nobc,  utd  toil,  he  ever  flf>d. 
Nor  c&red  to  minf  le  In  the  cUuDoroos  fn,j 
or  Miotbblioff  tanps  bat  to  the  fareit  qiad. 

ms  highest  anthority,  howerer,  is  BUton,  who  says  of 
hisBseif, 

When  I  «••  ytt  a  child,  no  cUldldi  play 

To  BK  « 


Sach  general  rolci,  howerer.  are  o  little  a|>pUcabIe  to  (he 
dispositions  of  men  of  genios  as  to  their  powers.  If,  in  the 
instances  which  Mr  D'Israell  adduces,  an  indisposition  to 
bodily  exertion  was  manifested,  as  many  others  nuiy  be 
cited  la  which  the  directly  opposite  propensity  was  remark- 
sMe.  In  war,  the  most  turbulent  of  exercises,  .Sschylus, 
Dante,  Camoens,  and  a  long  list  of  other  poets  distinguish- 
ed themselves ;  and,  though  it  may  be  granted  that  Horace 
was  a  bad  rider,  and  Virgil  no  tennis- phiyer,  jet,  on  the 
other  hand,  Dante  was,  we  know,  a  fhlconer  as  well  as 
swordsman ;  Tasso.  expert  both  o  swordsman  and  dancer; 
Alleri,  a  great  rider;  Klopstock.  a  skaiter;  Cowper,  fa- 
mous, in  his  youth,  at  cricket  and  foot-ball ;  and  Lord 
Byron  pre-eminent  in  aU  aarts  of  exercises. 

*  «  At  eight  or  nine  years  of  age  the  boy  goes  to  school. 
Frosi  that  OKHnent  he  becomes  a  stranger  in  his  fkthei's 
house.  The  course  of  parental  kindness  is  interrupted.  The 
snUes  of  his  mother,  those  tender  admonitions,  and  the  soli- 
citoos  care  of  both  his  parents,  are  no  longer  before  his  eyes 
— year  aifter  year  Be  feels  himself  more  detached  flrom  them, 
till  at  last  he  is  so  effectually  weaned  frpm  the  connexion, 
as  to  ind  hiauelf  happier  any  where  than  in  their  com- 
pany."—Cmpjwt,  LsHsrs. 


m  for  its  due  and  natural  share  of  affection,  and  the 
grovrth  of  friendships,  out  of  this  domestic  circle,  is 
proportionably  diminished. 

To  a  youth  like  Byron,  abounding  vrith  the  moat 
passionate  fedings,  and  finding  sympathy  vrith  only 
the  ruder  parts  of  his  nature  at  home,  the  little 
world  of  school  afibrded  a  vent  for  his  afiections, 
which  was  sure  to  call  them  forth  in  their  most  ardent 
form.  Accordingly,  the  friendships  which  he  con- 
tracted both  at  school  and  college  were  Uttb  less 
than  what  he  himself  describes  them,  ^passions.'* 
The  vrant  he  felt  at  home  of  those  kindred  disposi- 
tions, which  greeted  him  among  ^  Ida's  social 
band,"  is  thus  strongly  described  in  one  of  his  early 
poems: — * 

Is  there  no  cause  beyond  the  common  claim, 
Endear'd  to  all  in  childhood's  rery  name  ? 
Ah!  sore  some  stronger  impulse ribnites  here. 
Which  whispers,  Mendship  will  be  doubly  dear 
To  one  who  thus  for  kindred  hearts  must  roam« 
And  seek  abroad  the  love  denied  at  home : 
Those  hearts,  dear  Ida,  have  I  found  in  thee, 
A  home,  a  work!,  a  paradise  to  ne. 

This  eariy  volume,  indeed,  abounds  with  the  most 
affectionate  tributes  to  his  school-feDows.  Even  his 
expostuhUions  to  one  of  them,  vrho  had  given  him 
some  cause  for  compUunt,  are  thus  tenderly  con- 
veyed :t- 

Tou  knew  that  my  soul,  that  my  heart,  my  existence. 

If  danger  demanded,  were  wholly  your  own  ; 
r  Ton  knew  me  naahsr'd  by  years  or  by  distance, 

Deroted  to  lore  and  to  friendship  alone. 
You  knew— but  away  with  the  Tain  retrospection. 

The  bond  of  affection  no  longer  endures. 
Too  late  yon  may  droop  o'er  the  fond  recollection. 

And  si^  for  the  friend  who  was  formerly  yours. 

The  following  description  of  what  he  felt  after 
leaving  Harrow,  when  he  encountered  in  the  world 
any  of  his  old  schod-feDovrB,  fells  far  short  of  the 
scene  which  actually  occurred  but  a  few  years  before 
his  death,  in  Italy, — when,  on  meeting  vrith  his 
friend.  Lord  Clare,  after  a  long  separation,  he  wras 
affected  ahnost  to  t^ars  by  the  recollections  which 
rushed  on  him. 

If  chance  some  well  remember'd  ftce. 

Some  old  companion  of  my  early  race, 
Adrance  to  claim  his  friend  with  honest  joy, 
Hy  eyes,  my  heart  proclaim'd  me  still  a  bey ; 
The  glittering  scene,  the  fluttering  groups  around. 
Were  all  tbrgotten  when  my  friend  was  found. 

It  win  be  seen,  by  the  extracts  from  his  memoran- 
dum-book, which  I  have  given,  that  Mr  Peel  was 

*  Even  preriously  to  any  of  these  school  friendships,  he 
had  formed  the  same  sort  of  romantic  attachment  to  a  boy 
ef  his  own  age.  the  son  ef  one  of  his  tenanU  at  Ncwstesid ; 
and  there  are  two  or  three  of  his  oMMt  Jurenile  poenss,  in 
which  he  dwells  no  less  upon  the  inequaUty  than  the  warmth 
of  this  friendship.   Thus: 

Let  folly  snlle,  to  view  tlie  nsines 
Of  tbee  and  me  In  friendship  twined; 

Yet  Vbtoe  wiU  hare  greater  cIsIibs 
To  lore,  than  rank  wlUi  Vice  c 


And  Uioogh  oDcqaal  Is  thy  (kto, 

Since  title  deck'd  ay  higher  Urth, 
Yet  enry  not  thU  gaudy  atate, 

Thine  Is  the  pride  of  modest  worth. 

Oar  souls  at  lesit  congealal  meat. 

Nor  can  thy  lot  my  rank  dlag race; 
Oar  intercooTM  Is  not  leas  sweet 

Sine*  worth  of  rank  soppUes  the  place. 

November,  ISSO. 
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■K  of  lot  ooBteanpofviet  at  Harrow;  and  the  !bl- 
loving  iatcrestiiig  anecdote  ofan  occurrence' m  which 
koth  were  coacerned,  hat  been  related  to  me  b  j  a 
fni!Bd  of  the  latter  gentleman,  in  whose  words  I  shall 
cadeaTOor  as  neaify  as  possible  to  give  it. 

WliAe  Lord  Byron  and  Mr  Peel  were  at  Harrow 
tofclWr,  m  tyrant  some  few  years  older,  whose  name 
«ss  ••««•*,  daimeda  right  to  fag  little  Peel,  which 
(wfaetha*  rightly  or  wrongly,  I  know  not)  Peel 
His  resistance,  howerer,  was  brain: — 
******  not  only  subdued  him,  but  determined  also 
topiBidi  the  refractory  slaTe;  and  proceeded  forth- 
irik  to  pot  this  determination  in  practice,  by  inflict- 
Bf  a  kind  of  bastinado  on  the  inner  fleshy  side  of 
tfe  hej^  arm,  which,  during  the  operation,  was 
tinted  round  with  some  degree  of  technical  skill,  to 
reader  the  pain  more  acute.  While  the  stripes  were 
isMecding  ench  other,  and  poor  Peel  writhing  under 
ihea,  Bynw  saw  and  felt  for  the  misery  of  his  friend ; 
■d,  akhougfa  he  knew  that  he  was  not  strong  enough 
toii;ht  ******  ^th  any  hope  of  success,  and  that 
it  VIS  dangerous  eren  to  approach  him,  he  adranced 
iBike  scene  of  action,  and  with  a  blush  of  rage,  tears 
is  Us  eyes,  and  a  voice  trembling  between  terror 
Bad  i^g^*^"",  asked  very  humbly  if  ****** 
voald  be  pleased  to  tell  him,  **  how  many  stripes  he 
Boat  to  inflict?*' — ^"Why,"  returned  the  execu- 
tioaer,  '^you  little  rascal,  what  is  that  to  you  ?** — 
*  Because,  if  you  please,**  said  Qyron,  holding  out 
ha ina,  "^  I  would  take  half!** 

There  is  a  mixture  of  simplicity  and  magnanimity 
ia  thbfittle  trait  which  is  truly  heroic ;  and,  however 
«e  may  smfle  at  the  friendships  of  boys,  it  is  but 
nrefy  that  the  friendship  of  manhood  is  capable  of 
say  tUng  half  so  generous. 

Among  his  school  farourites  a  great  number,  it 
■sy  be  obaeiTed,  were  nobles  or  of  noble  family — 
LsrdsCbre  and  Delaware,  the  Duke  of  Dorset  and 
yoaag  Wingield — and  that  their  rank  may  hare  had 
ssme  share  in  ilrst  attracting  his  regard  to  them, 
might  appear  from  a  circumstance  mentioned  to  me 
by  oae  of  his  sehool-feUows,  who,  being  monitor  one 
day,  had  pot  Lord  Delaware  on  his  list  for  punuih- 
Byroa,  hearing  of  this,  came  up  to  him,  and 
'  WihhiMiB,  I  find  you*Te  got  Delaware  on 
your  lot — pray  «lon't  Kck  him.** — "Why  not?** — 
**  Why,  I  don't  know — except  that  he  is  a  brother 
peer.  Bat  pray  don't."  It  is  almost  needless  to  add, 
that  his  iDtcrCerenoe,  on  such  grounds,  was  any 
thisg  hot  soecessfuL  One  of  the  few  merits,  indeed, 
sf  pofaic  schoob  is,  that  they  lerel,  in  some  degree, 
thoe  artifldal  distinctions,  and  that,  howerer  the 
peer  may  have  his  rerenge,  in  the  world,  afterwards, 
Ihcyoang  plebeian  is,  for  once,  at  least,  on  something 
Be  an  equality  with  him. 

b  is  true  timt  Lord  Byron's  high  notions  of  rank 
mtrey  in  his  boyidi  days,  so  little  disguised  or  soft- 
caed  down,  as  to  draw  upon  him,  at  times,  the 
ridw Ilk  of  his  companions;  and  it  was  at  Dul- 
akh,  I  think,  that  from  his  frequent  boast  of  the 
■HKiaiiity  of  an  old  English  barony  orer  all  the 
hia  creatioos  of  the  peerage,  he  got  the  nickname, 
sbmh^  the  bcyys,  of  "  the  Old  En^^  Baron.**  But 
it  is  a  mistake  to  suppose  that,  either  at  school  or 
afterwards,  he  was  at  aU  guided  in  the  selection  of 
Us  friends  by  aristocratic  sympathies.    On  the  con- 


tnuy,  like  most  veiy  proud  persons,  he  chose  his 
intimatPB  m  general  from  a  rank  beneath  his  own, 
and  those  boys  whom  he  ranked  as/rinufr  at  school 
were  mostly  of  this  description;  while  the  chief 
charm  that  recommended  to  him  his  younger  fa- 
Tourites  was  their  inferiority  to  himself  in  age  and 
strength,  which  enabled  him  to  indulge  his  generous 
pride  by  taking  upon  himself,  when  necessary,  the 
office  of  thehr  protector. 

Among  those  whom  he  attached  to  himself  by  this 
latter  tie,  one  of  the  earliest  (though  he  has  omitted 
to  mention  his  name)  was  William  Harness,  who  at 
the  time  of  his  entering  Harrow  was  ten  years  of  age, 
while  Byron  was  fourteen.  Young  Harness,  stiD 
faune  from  an  accident  of  his  childhoM,  and  but  just 
recovered  from  a  severe  iUness,  was  ill  fitted  to 
struggle  with  the  difficulties  of  a  public  school;  and 
Byron,  one  day,  seeing  him  bullied  by  a  boy  much 
older  and  stronger  than  himself,  interfered  and  took 
his  part.  The  next  day,  as  the  little  fellow  was 
standing  alone,  Byron  came  to  him  and  said,  "Har- 
ness, if  any  one  bullies  you,  tell  me,  and  TU  thrash 
him  if  I  can.**  The  young  champion  kept  his  word, 
and  they  were  from  this  time,  notwithstanding  the 
difference  of  their  ages,  inseparable  friends.  A  cool- 
nera,  however,  subsequently  arose  between  them,  to 
which,  and  to  the  jurenile  friendship  it  interrupted, 
Lord  Byron,  in  a  letter  addressed  to  Harness  six 
years  afterwards,  alludes  with  so  much  kindly  feel- 
ing, so  much  delicacy  and  frankness,  that  I  am 
tempted  to  anticipate  the  date  of  the  letter  and  give 
an  extract  from  it  here.** 

**  We  both  seem  perfectly  to  recoDect,  vrith  a  mix- 
ture of  pleasure  and  regret,  the  hours  we  once  passed 
together,  and  I  assure  you  most  sincerely  they  are 
numbered  among  the  happiest  of  my  brief  chronicle 
of  enjoyment.  I  am  now  geltutg  into  years,  that  is 
to  say,  I  was  twenty  a  month  ago,  and  another  year 
wiU  send  me  into  the  worid  to  run  my  career  of  folly 
vrith  the  rest.  I  was  then  just  fourteen,— you  were 
almost  the  first  of  my  Harrow  friends,  certainly  the 
Jirst  m  my  esteem,  ilf  not  in  date;  but  an  absence 
from  Harrow  for  some  time,  shorUy  after,  and  new 
connexions  on  your  side,  and  the  difference  m  your 
conduct  (an  advantage  decidedly  in  your  favour)  from 
that  turbulent  and  riotous  dispositimi  (^  mine,  which 
impelled  me  into  every  species  of  misshief, — all  these 
droumstances  combined  to  destroy  an  intimaqr, 
which  Affection  urged  me  to  continue,  and  Memory 
compels  me  to  regret.  But  there  is  not  a  droumslance 
attending  that  period,  hardly  a  sentence  we  exchanged, 
which  is  not  impressed  on  mj  mind  at  this  aioment. 
I  need  not  say  more,— this  assurance  ak»e  must 
convince  you,  had  I  considered  them  as  trivial,  they 
vrould  have  been  less  indelible.  How  well  I  recollect 
the  perusal  of  your 'first  flights  1'  There  is  another 
dreumstance  you  do  not  know ; — the  Jlrst  Imet  I 
ever  attempted  at  Harrow  were  addressed  to  yau. 
You  were  to  have  seen  them;  but  Sinclair  had  the 
copy  in  his  possession  when  we  went  home;— and 
on  our  return,  we  were  strtmgert.  They  were  de- 
stroyed, and  certainly  no  great  Vm;  but  you  will 
perceive  from  this  dreumstance  my  opinions  at  an 
age  when  we  cannot  be  hypocrites. 

^  I  have  dwelt  kmger  on  this  theme  than  I  intended, 
and  I  shall  now  condude  with  what  I  ought  to  have 
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begUB.  We  were  once  friencb,-Miay,  we  hare  al- 
ways been  so,  for  our  separation  was  the  effect  of 
chance,  not  of  dissension.  I  do  not  know  how  far 
our  destinations  in  life  may  throw  us  together,  but 
if  opportunity  and  incUnatioD  aDow  you  to  waste  a 
thought  on  such  a  hare-brained  being  as  myself,  you 
win  find  roe  at  least  sincere,  and  not  so  bigoted  to 
my  &ults  as  to  involre  others  in  the  consequences. 
Win  you  sometimes  write  to  ne?  I  do  not  ask  it 
often,  and,  if  we  meet,  let  us  be  what  we  diotdd  be 
and  what  we  torre." 

Of  the  tenaciousness  with  which,  as  we  see  in  this 
letter,  he  clung  to  all  the  impressions  of  his  youth, 
there  can  be  no  stronger  proof  than  the  rery  interest- 
ing fact,  that,  while  so  little  of  his  own  boyish  corre- 
spondence has  been  preserred,  there  were  found 
among  his  papers  afanost  aB  the  notes  and  letters 
which  his  principal  school  farourites,  even  the  young- 
est, had  ever  iddressed  to  him ;  and,  m  some  cases, 
where  the  youthful  writers  had  omitted  to  date  their 
sorewb,  hk  fiuthful  memory  had,  at  an  interral  of' 
years  after,  supplied  the  deficiency.  Among  these 
memorials,  so  fondly  treasured  by  him,  there  is  one 
which  it  would  be  unjust  not  to  cite,  as  weS  on  ac- 
count of  the  manly  spirit  that  dawns  through  its  own 
childish  language,  as  for  the  sake  of  the  tender  and 
amiable  feeling  which,  it  win  be  seen,  the  re-perusal 
of  it,  m  other  days,  awakened  in  Byron : — 

**  TO  THE  LORD  BYKON,  8lC.  &C. 

"  Harrow  on  the  HHI.  Jtij  mh,  1805. 

**  Since  you  hare  been  so  unusual^  unkind  to  me, 
in  calling  me  names  whenerer  you  meet  me,  of  late, 
I  must  beg  an  explanation,  wishing  to  know  whether 
you  choose  to  be  as  good  fHends  with  me  as>  erer.  I 
must  own  that,  for  this  htst  month,  you  have  entirely 
cut  me, — for,  I  suppose,  your  new  cronies.  But 
think  not  that  I  wiH  (because  you  choose  to  take  into 
your  head  some  whim  or  other)  be  always  ^mg  up 
to  you,  nor  do,  as  I  observe  certain  other  feHows 
doing,  to  regain  your  friendship ;  nor  think  that  I  am 
your  friend  either  through  interest,  or  because  you 
are  bigger  and  oMer  than  I  am.  No,— it  nerer  was 
so,  nor  erer  shan  be  so.  I  was  only  your  friend,  and 
am  so  Btin,— ^unless  yon  go  on  in  this  way,  caHing  me 
names  whenever  you  see  me.  I  am  sure  you  may 
easily  perceive  I  do  not  like  it;  therefore,  why  shouM 
you  do  it,  unless  you  wish  that  I  should  no  longer 
be  your  friend  r  And  why  should  I  be  so,  if  you 
treat  me  unkindly?  I  have  no  interest  in  being  so. 
Though  you  do  not  let  the  boys  buDy  me,  yet  if  you 
treat  me  unkindly,  that  is  to  me  a  great  deal  worse. 

^  I  am  no  hypocrite,  Byron,  nor  wiU  I,  for  your 
pleasure,  ever  sufler  you  to  caO  me  name!*,  if  you 
wish  me  to  be  your  friend.    If  not,  I  cannot  help  it. 
I  am  sure  no  one  can  say  that  I  will  cringe  to  regain 
a  friendship  that  you  have  rejected.    Why  should  I 
do  so?    Am  I  not  your  eqtual?    Therefore,  what 
interest  can  I  have  m  doing  so?    When  we  meet  ! 
again  in  the  world  (that  is,  if  you  choose  it),  you  can-  > 
not  advance  or  promote  me,  nor  I  you.    Therefore  I  \ 
beg  and  entreat  of  you,  if  you  value  my  friendship,  | 
—which,  by  your  conduct,  I  am  sure  I  cannot  think 
you  do, — not  to  caH  me  the  names  you  do,  nor  abuse 
me.    Tin  that  time,  it  wiH  be  out  of  my  power  to  I 


can  yon  friend.    I  shaU  be  obliged  for  an  answer  as 
BOonasitisconvenieBt;  tOl  then 

^I  remain  yours, 

^I  coanot  say  your  friend." 

Endorsed  on  this  letter,  m  the  handwriliag  of  Lord 
Byron,  is  the  fonowing: 

"  This  and  another  letter  were  written,  at  Harrow, 
by  my  then  and,  I  hope,  ever  bek>ved  friend.  Lord  *  *, 
when  we  were  both  schoolboys,  and  sent  to  my  study 
in  consequence  of  some  childish  misunderstanding, — 
the  only  one  which  ever  arose  between  us.  It  was  of 
short  duration,  and  I  retain  this  note  sdely  for  the 
purpose  of  submitting  it  to  his  perusal,  that  we  may 
smile  over  the  recoUectioa  of  the  insignificance  of 
our  first  and  last  quarrel  **  Bybom." 

In  a  letter,  dated  two  years  afterwards,  from  the 
same  boy  *,  there  occurs  the  foUowing  characteristic 
trait : — "  1  think  by  your  last  letter  that  you  are  very 
much  piqued  with  most  of  your  friends ;  and,  if  I  am 
not  much  mistaken,  you  are  a  little  piqued  with  me. 
In  one  part  you  say,  ^  There  is  little  or  no  doubt  a 
few  years,  or  months,  wiU  render  us  as  politely  in- 
difierent  to  each  other,  as  if  we  had  never  passed  a 
portion  of  our  time  together.'  Indeed,  Byron,  you 
wrong  me,  and  I  hare  no  doubts— at  least,  1  hope — 
you  wrong  yourself." 

As  that  propensity  to  self-delineation  which  so 
strongly  pervades  his  maturer  worLi  is,  to  the  fuB,  at* 
predominant  in  his  eariy  productions,  there  needs  no 
better  record  of  his  mode  of  life,  as  a  schoolboy,  than 
what  these  fondly  circumstantial  cfiusions  supply. 
Thus  the  sports  he  delighted  and  exceUed  in  arc 
enumerated ; 

Tet  when  eonteeoieBt's  lingering  boor  was  done. 
Our  sports,  onr  studies,  and  ocur  sools  were  one : 
Together  we  in^ieU'd  the  flying  baU, 


Together  jotn'd  hi  crfcket's  manly  toll. 
Or  shared  (be  prodooe  of  the  rirer's  spoil ; 
Or,  plaogiog  Arom  (he  green,  declining  shore, 
Our  pliant  limbs  (he  buoyant  waters  bore ; 
In  every  element,  unchanged,  the  same, 
AU,  ail  that  brothers  should  be,  birt  the  name. 

"  There  are,  in  other  letters  of  the  saose  writer,  soaie 
curious  proofs  of  the  passionate  and  jealous  sensibility  of 
Byron.  From  one  of  them,  for  instance,  we  collect  that  be 
had  taken  offiMice  at  his  young  friend's  addressiog  Mm  "  my 
dear  Byron,"  iaatead  of  my  "dearest;"  and.  fhwi  aaother. 
(hat  his  jealousy  had  been  awahened  by  aome  expressions 
of  regret  which  his  correspondent  had  expressed  at  the  de- 
parture of  Lord  John  Russell  fbr  Spain  :— 

«  Yoa  tell  me.'' says  the  yonag  let^erwrttet.  «fbal  ytm 
never  knew  me  in  such  an  agitation  as  I  was  when  1  wrote 
my  last  letter ;  and  do  yon  not  think  I  had  reason  to  be 
so?  I  receired  a  letter  from  yon  on  Saturday,  (elUni; 
me  yoQ  were  going  abroad  for  six  yean  in  March,  and  on 
Sunday  John  Russ^  set  off  fsr  Spain.  Was  net  that  nafl. 
cient  to  make  me  rather  melancholy  ?  But  how  can  you 
possibly  imagine  that  I  was  more  agitated  oa  John  Russell's 
account,  who  Is  gone  for  a  few  months,  and  ttam  whom  I 
shall  hear  constantly,  than  at  your  gnlng  for  sis  years  to 
trarel  over  most  part  of  the  world,  when  I  shidl  hanlly  ever 
bear  flnom  yon,  and  perhaps  may  never  see  yon  agaia  ? 

*  It  has  very  much  hurt  me  your  telling  me  that  you 
mfgbt  be  excused  if  you  felt  rather  jealous  at  my  expressing 
more  sorrow  for  the  departure  of  the  friead  wbo  was  with 
me  than  of  that  one  who  was  abaent.  It  is  ^alte  iasyosafUr 
you  can  think  I  am  more  sorry  for  John's  absence  tlian  I 
ahaU  be  for  yours ;— I  shall  (herrfore  finish  the  subfect."        j 
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TW  ihii|f  r  iwhieh  he  iacarred  m  a  flgfatwith  ■owe 
of  dM  Mghbourn;  fitfaicrv'-an  erent  weU  remem- 
bered hf  soBie  of  hk  ■chod-feDows— ia  thus  comme- 


Stm  I  roBonlMr.  ia  the  IkcUooi  Krife, 
The  nutic's  nittiket  aliii*!!  ngaiiMt  mj  lift ; 
High  poised  in  air  (be  maMy  weapim  banx, 
A  cry  of  horror  bonC  froai  every  tongoe : 
WhilflC  L  fca  ceoibiit  with  aaoCber  Ibe. 
Fawght  OB,  aacoBocloof  of  tlie  iapeoding  blow, 
Toor  arm.  braTe  boy,  arretted  bis  career— 
Forvard  yoo  spmnc.  insensible  to  fear; 
DisaraaNI  and  balled  by  your  conquering  band. 
The  ffrovelliag  sarage  roU'd  upon  the  sand. 

Some  fead,  it  appean,had  arisen  on  the  ioifaject  of* 
:^  cricket-ground,  between  these  '*  clods"  (as  in 
<hoo]4aiigiiage  they  are  called)  and  the  boys,  and 
•ae  or  two  akirmisbes  had  previously  taken  place. 
3a  Ibe  engagenient  here  recorded  was  accidentally 
Ml  ^  the  breaking  up  of  schod  and  the 
of  tbc  Tolunteers  from  drifl,  both  happening, 
m  that  occasioo,  at  the  same  hour.  This  circum- 
duee  accounts  for  the  use  of  the  musket,  the  but- 
ead  of  whicfa  was  aimed  at  Byron's  head,  and  would 
bave  felled  bim  to  the  ground  but  for  the  interposition 
«f  Ui  friend  TatersaO,  a  lively,  high-spirited  boy, 
vkm  be  addresses  here  under  the  name  of  Davus. 

?»iotwithwtandTng  these  general  habits  of  play  and 
ideaesa,  which  migfat  seem  to  indicate  a  certain  ab- 
Ksee  of  reflection  and  feeling,  there  were  moments 
wWs  the  youthful  poet  would  retire  thoughtfully 
vidaa  himaelf,  and  give  way  to  moods  of  musing  un- 
oa^mial  with  pie  usual  cheerfulness  of  his  age. 
Tkrj  show  a  tomb  in  the  churchyard  at  Harrow. 
nwmiwiTwBng  a  riew  orer  Windsor,  which  was  so  well 
Uvwa  to  be  bis  fiivourite  resting-place,  that  the  boys 
caBedit  "  Pyroa's  tomb;"*  and  here,  they  say,  he 
3ed  to  sit  Ear  hours,  wrapt  up  in  thought, — brooding 
haeBj  over  die  first  stirrings  of  passion  and  genius 
ia  his  soul,  aad  occasionally  perhaps  indulgmg  in 
dMae  bright  forethoughts  ofvume,  under  the  mflu- 
nase  of  which,  vrfaen  little  more  than  fifteen  years  of 
^ge,  he  wrote  these  remarkable  Unes : 

«y  evttaph  shall  be  sty  name  aloae : 
If  that  vith  boaoor  Ail  to  crown  my  clay. 
Oh  way  no  other  Ame  my  deeds  repay : 
Thai,  stfy  that,  shall  siagle  oat  the  spot. 

Bf  ihtiiMiBihrrd.  or  with  that  forgot. 

hi  tkeanComn  of  1803  he  passed  a  short  time  vrith 
his  BMJtber  at  Bath,  and  entered,  rather  prematurely, 
Bto  aoaw  of  the  gaieties  of  the  pkce.  At  a  masquerade 
sivcB  by  Lady  Riddel,  he  appeared  m  the  character 
of  a  Turkish  boy, — a  sort  of  antidpatioa,  both  in 
bcai^aad  oostnme,  of  his  ovm  young  Selim  in  "  the 
Bnde."  On  his  entering  into  the  house,  some  person 
ia  Ike  crowd  attempted  to  snatch  the  diamond  cres- 
cent fmn  his  turban,  but  was  prevented  by  the  prompt 
■a-IMMiiinw  of  one  of  the  party.  The  lady  who  men- 
tioBcd  lo  me  this  drcumstanoe,  and  who  was  well 
with  Mrs  Byron  at  that  period,  adds  the 
remark  in  the  communication  with  which 
s4e  kaa  frrtnired  roe: — **  At  Bath  I  saw  a  good  deal 
of  Lotd  QyroQr— his  mother  (requentHy  sent  for  me  to 

i    •T^thMtooAhethasrefcrs  iathe«QbiUishIlecoIIec- 
l  tSsH,*  as  prtetod  ia  his  first  (napohliaked)  volome : 
j  Oft  «hea,  oppreM*d  widi  nd,  forebodiof  f  loom. 

I«t  fcdttiied  apoo  oar  fovoartte  tomb. 


take  tea  vrith  her.  He  vras  alwi^  Tery  pleasant  and 
droH,  and,  when  converring  about  absent  friends, 
showed  a  slight  turn  for  satire,  which  after-years,  as 
ii  weB  knosm,  gave  a  finer  edge  to." 

We  come  now  to  an  STent  in  his  life  which,  accord- 
ing to  his  own  deUbeimte  persuasion^  exercised  a 
lasting  aad  paramount  infloenoe  over  the  whole  of 
hti  subsequent  character  aad  career. 

It  was  in  the  year  1803  that  his  heart,  already 
twice,  as  we  have  seen,  possessed  with  the  childish 
notion  that  it  loved,  conceiTcd  an  attachment  which — 
young  as  he  was,  even  dien,  for  suck  a  fieeling^-«ook 
so  deep  into  his  mind  as  to  give  a  colour  to  all  his 
future  life.  T\at  unsuccessful  loves  are  generally 
the  most  kisting  is  a  truth,  however  md,  which  un- 
hickibr  did  not  require  this  instance  to  coofirvi  it. 
To  the  same  cause,  I  foar,  must  be  tmoed  the  per- 
fect ianocenee  and  romance,  which  distinguish  this 
very  eariy  attachment  to  kfiss  Chaworth  from  the 
maqy  others  that  succeeded,  vrithout  effacing,  it  in 
his  heart; — making  it  tke  only  one  whose  details 
can  be  entered  into  vrith  safety,  or  whose  results, 
however  darkening  their  infkience  on  himself,  can  be 
dwelt  upon  with  a  pleasurable  interest  by  others. 

On  leaving  Bath,  Mrs  Bjna  took  up  her  abode,  in 
lodgings,  at  Nottingham,— Newstead  Abbey  bdnfc 
at  that  time  let  to  Lord  Grey  de  Ruthen,— and 
during  the  Harrow  vacations  of  this  year  she  was 
joined  there  by  her  son.  So  attached  vras  he  to 
Newstead  that  even  to  be  in  its  neighbourhood  was 
a  delight  to  him;  and  before  he  became  acquainted 
with  Lord  Grey,  he  used  sometimes  to  sleep,  for  a 
night,  at  the  small  house  near  the  gate,  which  is  still 
known  by  the  name  of^the  Hut.***  An  intimacy, 
howcTcr,  soon  sprung  up  between  him  and  bis  noble 
tenant,  and  an  apartment  in  the  abbey  vras  firom 
thenceforth  always  at  his  service.  To  Uie  fomily  of 
Miss  Chaworth,  who  resided  at  Annesley,  in  the  im- 
mediate neighbourhood  of  Newstead,  he  had  been 
made  known,  some  time  before,  in  London,  aad  nqw 
renewed  his  acquaintance  with  them.  The  young 
hcirem  herself  combined,  vrith  the  many  worldly 
advantages  tkatenmrded  her,  much  personal  beauty, 
and  a  disposition  the  most  amiable  and  attaching. 
Though  abeady  fuUy  aKve  to  her  charms,  it  was  at 
the  period  of  vrhich  we  are  speaking  that  the  young 
poet,  who  was  then  in  his  sixteenth  year,  while  the 
efafect  of  bis  adoration  vras  about  two  years  older, 
seems  to  baye  dnmk  deepest  of  that  fascination  whose 
effects  were  to  be  io  lasting ;— six  short  summer 
weeks  whioh  he  now  passed  in  her  company  bemg 
sufficient  to  lay  the  foundation  of  a  feeling  for  aU 
life. 

He  used,  at  first,  tkeogh  offered  a  bed  at  Aanoslcy , 
to  return  every  night  to  Newstead,  to  sleep ;  alleging 
as  a  reason  that  he  was  afraid  of  die  fomily  pictures 
of  the  Chaworths,— that  he  fancied  "*  they  had  taken 
a  grudge  to  him  on  account  of  the  duel,  and  would 
comedown  firom  their  frames  at  aight  to  haunt  him.'^f 

*  I  Ifbd  this  drcanstanre,  ofUs  having  occasionally  slept 
at  the  Hat.  thongh  A*aerted  by  one  of  the  old  senrauts. 
mach  doubted  by  others.  | 

t  It  may  poMiUy  have  been  the  recollection  of  these 
pictores  that  suggested  to  bim  the  following  lines  in  tlie 
Siege  of  Corinth:— 

Lite  lbs  IgarssoD  arras  iMt  flMMalljr  glan. 
Sttrr'd  Wf  Um  breath  of  Um  vhitry  air. 
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At  length,  one  erening,  he  Mid  gmTely  to  Mui 
Chawoith  and  her  oousm,  *^  In  going  home  last  night 
I  saw  a  bogle  ;>*— which  Scotdi  term  being  'whoOy 
unintelligible  to  the  young  ladies,  he  explained  that 
he  had  seen  a  ghott^  and  would  not  therefisre  return 
to  Newstead  that  evening.  From  this  time,  he 
always  slept  at  Annesley  during  the  remainder  of 
his  visit,  which  was  interrupted  onJty  by  a  short 
excursioa  to  Bfatlock  and  Gastleton,  in  which  he 
had  the  happbess  of  accompanying  Miss  Cha- 
worth  and  her  party,  and  of  which  the  following 
interesting  notice  appears  in  one  of  tis  memomndum- 
books:-. 

**  When  I  was  fifteen  years  of  age,  it  happened 
that  in  a  cavern  in  Derbyshire,  I  had  to  cross  in  a 
boat  (in  which  two  people  only  could  lie  down),  a 
stream  which  flows  under  a  rock,  vrith  the  rook  so 
dose  upon  the  vrater  as  to  admit  the  boat  only  to  be 
pushed  on  by  a  ferryman  (a  sort  of  Charon)  who 
wades  at  the  stem,  stooping  all  the  time.  The  com- 
panion of  my  transit  was  M.  A.  C,  with  whom  I  had 
been  long  in  love  and  never  told  it,  though  sA«  had 
discovered  it  without.  I  recoilect  my  sensations,  but 
cannot  describe  them,  and  it  is  as  well.  We  were  a 
party,  a  Mr  W.,  tvro  Miss  W.'s,  Mr  and  Mrs  CI — ke, 
MissR.,andN^M.  A.  C.  Aks !  why  do  I  say  my ? 
Our  luion  would  have  healed  feuds  in  which  blood 
had  been  shed  by  our  fishers,  it  vrould  have  joined 
lands  broad  and  rich,  it  would  have  joined  at  least 
one  heart,  and  tvro  persons  not  ill  matched  in  years 
(she  is  two  years  my  elder),  and— and— and— 4o&a< 
has  been  the  result?" 

In  the  dances  of  the  evening  at  Matlock,  Miw 
Chaworth,  of  course,  jomed,  while  her  kver  sate 
looking  on,  solitary  and  mort^ed.  It  is  not  impos- 
sible, indeed,  that  the  dislike  which  he  always  ex- 
pressed for  this  amusement  may  have  originated  in 
some  bitter  pang,  felt  in  his  youth,  on  seeing  '*  the 
4ac|y  of  his  love"*  led  out  by  others  to  the  gay  dance 
from  which  he  was  himself  excluded.  On  the  pre- 
sent occasion,  the  young  heiress  of  Annesley  having 
had  for  her  partner  (as  often  happens  at  Matlock) 
some  penon  with  whom  she  was  wholly  unao- 
quamted,  on  her  resuming  her  seat,  Byron  said  to 
her,  pettishly,  **  I  hope  you  like  your  friend."  The 
words  were  scarce  out  of  his  lips  when  he  was  ac- 
costed by  an  ungainly-looking  Sootch  Udy,  who 
rather  boirterously  daimed  bun  as  "  cousin,*'  and 
was  putting  his  pride  to  the  torture  with  her  vul- 
garity, when  he  heard  the  voice  of  his  fair  com- 
panion retorting  archly  in  his  ear,  *<  I  hope  you  hke 
your  friend." 

His  time  at  Annesley  was  mostly  passed  in  riding 
vrith  Miss  Chaworth  sad  her  oousm, — sitting  in  idle 
reverie,  as  vras  his  custom,  pulling  at  his  handker- 
chief, or  in  firing  at  a  door  which  qpens  upon  the 
terrace,  and  which  still,  I  believe,  bears  the  marks 
of  his  shots.  But  his  chief  delight  was  in  sitting  to 
hear  Miss  Chaworth  play ;  and  the  pretty  Welsh 
air,  *'  Blary  Anue,"  was  (partly,  of  course,  <m.  ac- 
count of  the  name)  his  especial  favourite.  During 
aU  this  time  he  had  the  pain  of  knowing  that  the 

So  Men  by  the  dying  tuap't  fitM  Uf  ht, 

Ufelew,  bat  Ufe-Uke  mnd  awful  to  tight ; 

k»  they  teem,  thraofh  the  dlnneM,  mboM  to  cone  down 

Protii  the  ohadowy  waU  where  their  insge*  frowo. 


heart  of  her  ho  loved  was  occupied  by  aaother : — 
that,  as  he  himself  expresses  it, 

Her  siglii  were  not  fbr  Urn;  tokerheww 
Bvea  as  a  Iwotbep-^mt  no  mors. 

Neither  is' it,  mdeed,  probable,  had  even  her  af- 
fections been  disengaged,  that  Lord  Byron  would, 
at  this  time,  have[been  selected  as  the  object  of 
them.  A  seniority  of  tvro  years  gives  to  a  girl,  "  on 
the  eve  of  womanhood,"  an  advance  into  Kfe,  with 
which  the  lx>y  keeps  no  proportionate  pace.  Bfias 
Chaworth  looked  upon  Byron  as  a  mere  scbooHx^. 
He  was  in  his  manners,  too,  at  that  period,  rough 
and  odd,  and  (as  I  have  heard  from  more  ^an  one 
quarter)  by  no  means  popular  among  giris  of  his  own 
age.  If,  at  any  moment,  however,  he  had  flattered 
himself  with  the  hope  of  being  k>ved  hj  her,  a  cir- 
cumstance mentioned  in  his  **  Memoranda,"  as  one 
of  the  most  painful  of  those  humiliations  to  which 
the  defect  in  his  foot  had  exposed  him,  must  have  let 
the  truth  m,  with  dreadful  certainty,  upon  his  heart. 
He  either  vras  told  of,  or  overheard.  Miss  Chaworth 
saying  to  her  maid,  **  Do  you  think  I  could  care  any 
thing  for  that  lame  boy  T  This  speech,  as  he  him- 
self described  it,  was  like  a  shot  through  his  heait. 
Though  kite  at  night  when  he  heard  it,  he  instantly 
darted  out  of  the  house,  and  scarcely  knowing 
whither  he  ran,  never  stopped  till  he  found  himaelf 
at  Newstead. 

The  picture  which  he  has  drawn  of  this  youthful 
love,  in  one  of  the '  most  interesting  Of  his  poems, 
**  The  Dream,"  shows  how  genius  and  feeling  can 
elevate  the  realities  of  this  life,  and  give  to  the  com- 
monest events  and  objects  an  undying  lustre.  The 
dd  hall  at  Annesley,  under  j  the  name  of  *'  the 
antique  oratoiy,"  vrill  long  call  up  to  fancy  the 
**  maiden  and  the  youth"  who  once  stood  in  it ; 
while  the  image  of  the  **  lover's  steed,"  though  sug- 
gested by  the  unromantic  race-ground  of  Notting- 
ham, vrin  not  the  less  conduce  to  the  general  chann 
of  the  scene,  and  share  a  portion  of  that  light  whicit 
CHily  Genius  could  shed  over  it. 

He  appears  already,  at  this  boyish  age,  to  have 
been  so  for  a  proficient  in  gallantry  as  to  know  the 
use  that  may  be  made  of  the  trophies  of  former  tri- 
umphs in  achieving  dew  ones ;  for  he  used  to  boast, 
with  much  pride,  to  Miss  ChawDrth«  of  a  locket 
which  some  ftir  fovourite  had  given  him,  and  which 
probably  may  have  been  a  present  from  that  pretty 
cousin,  of  wh(m>  he  speaks  with  such  warmth  in  one 
ofthe  notices  already  quoted.  He  was  also,  it  ap- 
pears, not  a  little  aware  of  his  own  beauty,  which, 
notwithstanding  the  tendency  to  corpulence  derived 
from  his  mother,  gave  promise,  at  this  time,  of  that 
peculiar  expression  into  which  his  features  refined 
and  kindled  aiWwards. 

With  the  summer  holidays  ended  this  dream  of 
his  youth.  He  saw  Miss  Chaworth  once  more  in  the 
succeeding  year,  and  took  his  last  farewell  of  her  (as 
he  himself  used  to  relate)  on  that  hill  near  Annesley* 

*  Among  the  iinpabli*hed  Teraes  of  Us  in  my  poMession, 
I  And  tke  following  Aragment  written  not  long  after  this 
period: 

Rtlk  of  Annesley,  blesk  mm!  bMTcn, 

Where  my  Uioughtleaa  chUdhood  strsj'd, 
How  the  northern  tempest*,  wsrring, 
Howl  9itovt  thy  toAcd  tbade ! 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A.i».iao6. 


LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


21 


m  Ut  pooB  of  *'  the  Dream,"  he  describes  so 
cfunudl  with  a  peculiar  diadem."  No 
«Be»  hededaied,  coaM  have  told  how  much  he  feli— 
was  cafan  and  his  feefings  re- 
The  next  time  I  see  yoii,"  said  he,  in 
with  her,  **  I  suppose  you  wiD  be  Mrs  Cha- 
* — and  her  answer  was,  **  I  hope  so."  It 
this  interriew  that  he  wrote,  with  a  pen- 
ci,  ia  a  Tolnine  of  Madame  de  Maintenon*s  letteni 
Whw^iiig  to  her,  the  fbfiowing  Terses,  which  have 
■ever,  I  bdieve,  before  been  published 

Ok  Memory,  torture  ne  no  more* 

The  preMDt'i  all  o'ercaft ; 
My  hoim  of  Aitnre  bl!n  are  o'er, 

[a  merer  veil  the  paat. 
"Wtj  bring  those  tanagec  to  view 

I  henceforth  moat  resign? 
Ah  I  why  thoie  happy  hoars  renew 

That  nerer  can  he  mine  7 
TaMt  pleasure  doobles  present  pain : 

To  norrow  adds  regret, 
Begret  and  hope  are  both  in  vain; 

l«akhatto-4brget. 

In  the  Mh^nng  year,  1806,  Miss  Chaworth  was 
nanied  to  his  successful  rival,  Mr  John  Musters  i 
a  pcnoa  who  was  present  when  the  first  intelli- 
of  the  erent  was  communicated  to  him,  thus 
itescfibcs  the  manner  in  which  he  received  it. — **  1 
ma  present  when  he  first  heard  oi  the  marriage. 
Kb  mother  said,  '  Byron,  I  have  some  news  for 
TOO.*—'  Wdl,  what  is  it  ?*— *  Take  out  your  hand- 
kerchief first,  for  you  will  want  it.'—*  Nonsense!*— 
Take  out  your  handkerchief,  I  say.*  He  did  so, 
her.  *  Miss  Chaworth  is  married.'  An 
,  Tei7  peculiar,  impossible  to  describe, 
over  his  pale  face,  and  he  hurried  his  hand- 
koddef  into  his  pocket,  saying,  with  an  affected  air 
of  eoldness  and  nonchalance,  *Is  that  all?' — *  Why, 
I  expected  you  would  have  been  plunged  in  grief!' — 
He  made  no  reply,  and  soon  began  to  talk  about 
mmrthing  eUe.** 

Ifis  pursuits  at  Harrow  continued  to  be  of  the  same 
troa^  descriptioa  during  the  whole  of  his  stay  there; 
— "  ahvayt,"  as  he  says  himself,  "  cricketing,  re- 
**b^^,^  nwing,  and  in  all  manner  of  mischiefs." 
The  ^  rebeSng,"  of  which  he  here  speaks  (though  it 
never,  I  b^ere,  prooeeded  to  any  act  of  violence), 
took  pbce  on  the  retirement  of  Dr  Dnuy  from  his 
atoatkm  as  head-master,  when  three  candidates  for 
the  vacant  diair  presented  themselves,  Mark  Dniiy, 
Evans,  and  Butler.  On  the  first  movement  to  which 
tins  contest  gave  rise  in  the  school,  young  WOdman 
was  at  the  head  of  the  party  for  Mark  Drury,  while 
Bjnu  at  first  held  himself  aloof  from  any.  Anxious, 
Wowevo',  to  have  him  as  an  ally,  one  of  the  Drury 
factioa  said  to  Wildman — **  Qyron,  I  know,  will  not 
JUB,  because  he  does  n't  choose  to  act  second  to  any 

K ow  DO  more,  Uie  honn  befulllng, 

Forawr  fiMonrtte  baonta  I  tee ; 
Mem  DO  more  my  M%rf  miUng 

Bfakes  je  srem  a  Heaven  to  me. 

*  The  lady's  husband,  for  some  time,  took  her  fiimily 


in  speaking  of  public  schools,  sajrs— 'the  mimic 
of  a  rebellion  liss  displayed,  in  their  true  colours, 
and  patriots  of  the  rising  generation.*   Such 
itlea.  Itowevcr.  are  not  always  to  be  relied  upon  ;— 
■bH,  pemceM  Addison  was,  when  at  school,  the  snc- 
ccssfial  leader  of  a  barrittff'Oui. 


one,  but,  by  giving  up  the  leadership  to  him,  you 
may  at  once  secure  him."  This  Wildman  accord- 
ingly did,  and  Pyron  took  the  command  of  the  party. 

The  violence  with  which  he  opposed  the  election 
of  Doctor  Butler  on  this  occasion  (chiefly  from  the 
warm  affection  which  he  had  felt  towards  the  last 
master)  continued  to  embitter  his  relations  with  that 
gentleman  during  the  remamder  of  his  stay  at  Harrow, 
Unluckily  their  opportunities  of  collision  were  the 
more  frequent  from  Byron  being  a  resident  in  Dr 
Butloi's  house.  One  day  the  young  rebel,  in  a  fit  of 
defiance,  tore  down  all  the  gratmgs  from  the  window 
in  the  hall;  and  when  called  upon  by  his  host  to  say 
why  he  had  committed  this  violence,  answered,  with 
stem  cookess,  **  because  they  darkened  the  hall." 
On  another  occasion  he  explicitly,  and  so  &r  manfully, 
avowed  to  this  gentleman's  face  the  pique  he  enter- 
tained against  him.  It  has  kmg  been  customary,  at 
the  end  of  a  term,  for  the  master  to  invite  the  upper 
b<^  to  dine  with  him;  and  these  invitations  are 
generally  considered  as,  like  royal  ones,  a  sort  of 
command.  Lord  Byron,  however,  when  asked,  sent 
back  a  refusal,  which  radier  surprising  Doctor  Butler, 
he,  on  the  first  opportunity  that  occurred,  inquired  of 
him,  in  the  presence  of  the  other  boys,  his  motive  for 
this  step:—**  Have  you  any  other  engagement?"— 
*•  No,  sir."—"  But  you  must  have  iome  reason.  Lord 
Byron."—**  I  have."—**  What  is  it?"— *«  Why,  Dr 
Butler,"  replied  the  young  peer,  with  proud  compo- 
sure, *'  if  you  should  happen  to  come  into  my  neigh- 
bourhood when  I  was  staying  at  Newstead,  I  certainly 
should  not  ask  you  to  dine  with  me,  and  therefore 
feel  that  /  ought  not  to  dine  with  you." 

The  general  character  which  he  bore  among  the 
masters  at  Harrow  was  that  of  an  idle  boy,  who 
would  never  learn  any  thing ;  and,  as  far  as  regarded 
his  tasks  in  school,  this  reputation  was,  by  his  own 
avovral,  not  ill  founded.  It  is  impossible,  indeed, 
to  look  through  the  books  which  he  had  then  in  use, 
and  which  are  scribbled  over  with  clumsily  interlined 
translations,  without  being  struck  with  the  narrow 
extent  of  his  classical  attainments.  The  most  ordi- 
nal Greek  words  have  their  English  signification 
scrawled  under  them, — showing  too  plainly  that  he 
was  not  sufficiently  fiimiliarizcd  with  their  meaning 
to  trust  himself  without  this  aid.  Thus,  in  his 
Xenophon  we  find  rtoi,  young — aofjuLctf,  bodies — 
dty^^MirofC  Toic  cty«9e<c,  good  metij  &c.  &c. — and 
even  in  the  volumes  of  Greek  Plays,  which  he  pre- 
sented to  the  library  on  his]  departure,  we  observe, 
among  other  instances,  the  common  word  Xfvv^i 
prorided  with  its  English  representative  in  the 
margin. 

But,  notwithstanding  his  backwardness  in  the 
mere  verbal  scholarship,  on  which  so  large  and  pre- 
cious a  portion  of  life  is  wasted,*  in  all  that  general 
and  miscellaneous  knowledge,  which  is  alone  us^ul 
in  the  world,  he  was  making  rapid  and  even  wonder- 

*  « It  is  deplorable  to  consider  tlie  loss  which  children 
make  of  their  time  at  most  schools,  employing,  or  rather 
casting  away,  six  or  seven  years  in  the  learning  of  words 
only,  and  that  very  imperfectly.*— Coio^,  Essay; 

'Would  not  a  Chinese,  who  took  notice  of  our  way  of 
breeding,  be  apt  to  imagine  that  all  our  yonn;  gentlemen 
were  designed  to  be  teachers  and  professors  of  tlie  dead 
languages  of  foreign  countries,  and  not  to  be  men  of  busi- 
ness in  tlieir  o\m.'— Locke  on  EtbicatioM. 
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fill  progress.  With  a  mind  too  inquisitive  and  ex- 
cureiTe  to  be  imprisoned  within  statutable  limits,  be 
flew  to  subjects  that  interested  his  already  manly 
tastes,  with  a  zest  which  it  is  in  Tarn  to  expect  that 
the  mere  pedantries  of  school  could  inspire ;  and  the 
irreg:u]ar,  but  ardent  snatches  of  study  which  he 
caught  in  this  way  gave  to  a  mind  like  his  an  im- 
pulse forwards,  which  left  more  disciplined  and  plod- 
ding competitors  far  behind.  The  list,  indeed,  which 
he  has  left  on  record  of  the  works,  in  sJl  departments 
of  literature,  which  he  thus  hastily  and  greedily  de- 
voured before  he  was  fifteen  years  of  age,  is  such  as 
ahnost  to  startle  belief — comprising,  as  it  does,  a 
range  and  variety  of  study,  which  m^t  make  nmch 
older  ^hcUuones  Ubronun*^  hide  their  head*. 

Not  to  ai^e,  however,  from  the  powers  and  move- 
ments of  a  mind  like  Byron's,  which  might  wefl  be 
allowed  to  take  a  privileged  direction  of  its  own, 
there  is  little  doubt,  that  to  any  youth  of  talent  and 
ambition  the  plan  of  instructicm  pursued  in  the  great 
schools  and  universities  of  England,  whic^  inadequate 
as  it  is  to  the  intellectual  wants  oi  the  age,*  presents 
an  alternative  of  evils  not  a  little  embarrassing. 
Difficult,  nay  utterly  impossible,  as  he  will  find  it,  to 
combine  a  competent  acquisition  of  useful  knowledge 
with  that  round  of  antiquated  studies  which  a  pur- 
suit of  scholastic  honours  requires,  he  must  either, 
by  devoting  the  whole  of  his  attention  and  ambition 
to  the  latter  object,  remain  ignorant  on  most  of  those 
subjects  upon  which  mind  grapples  with  mind  in  life, 
or  by  adopting,  as  Lord  Byron  and  other  distinguished 
persons  have  done,  the  contrary  qrstem,  consent  to 
pass  for  a  dunce  or  idler  ia  the  schools,  in  order  to 
afford  himself  even  a  chance  of  attaining  eminence  in 
the  world. 

From  the  memorandums  scribbled  by  the  young 
poet  in  his  school-books,  we  might  ahnost  fanc;y  that, 
even  at  so  eari|y  an  age,  he  haJd  a  sort  of  vague  pre- 
sentiment that  every  thing  relating  to  him  would  one 
day  be  an  object  of  curiosity  and  interest.  The  date 
of  his  entrance  at  Harrow,-}-  the  names  of  the  boys 
who  were,  at  that  time,  monitors,  the  list  of  his 
feUow-pupils  under  Doctor  DruJ7,|— «11  are  n9ted 
down  with  a  fond  minuteness,  as  if  to  form  points  of 
retrospect  in  hu  after-life ;  and  Ihat  he  sometimes 
referred  to  them  writh  this  feeling  vriU  appear  from 
one  touching  instance.  On  the  first  leaf  of  his  ^Scrip- 
tores  Ormd*'  we  find,  in  his  scho<^iQy  hand,  the 
foUowing  manorial  >-^  George  Gordon  Byron,  Wed- 
nesday, June  96th,  a.  d.  1805,  3  quarters  of  an  hour 
past  3o*clocb  in  the  afternoon,  3d  sohoel.-^Calvert, 
monitor,  Tom  Wildman  on  my  left  hand,  and  Long 
on  my  right.  Harrow  on  the  Hill.**  On  the  same  leaf, 
written  five  years  afler,  appears  this  comment : 


Lslrantur  anal. 

*  «  A  fiakhed  scholar  mnj  emerge  flrom  the  hesd  of  West- 
■dniter  or  Eloa  in  total  igiionnee  of  the  boalness  and 
eonvenatloa  of  EnfUsh  ff ntletnen  in  the  latter  end  of  the 
eighteenth  ceBtary.'--&<66o». 

f  « Byron,  Harrow  on  the  HID,  MiddleMx,  Alomniu 
SchoI«  Lyonensis  primiu  in  anno  Domini  1801,  Ellison 
Doee.* 

'MoBltori,  IMI.-~Ellison.  Royston.  Honxman.  Raah- 
leifh.  Rokeby,  Leigh.* 

:  •Dniry«  PttpiU,  18M.— Byron,  Dnury.  Sinclair,  Hoare, 
Bolder,  Annesley ,  Calvert,  Strong,  Acland,  Gordon.  Drum- 
mond.* 


»&  Jaiiuaiy9ai,  1809.— Of  the  four  penoDswhone 
names  are  here  mentisned,  one  is  dead,  another  in  a 
distant  climate,  aU  separated,  and  not  five  yean  have 
elapsed  siace  Ihey  sat  together  in  sdwol,  and  nooe 
are  yet  twenty-one  years  of  age." 

llie  vacati<ni  of  1804  *  he  passed  with  his  BMther 
at  Southwell,  to  which  place  she  had  removed  fhmn 
Nottingham,  in  the  summer  of  thn  year,  having  taken 
the  house  on  the  Green,  called  Buigage  Bianor. 
There  is  a  Southwell  play-bill  extant,  dated  August 
8th ,  1804,  in  which  the  play  is  annouttced  as  bespoke 
^  by  Mrs  and  Lord  Byron.**  The  gentleman,  from 
whom  the  house  where  they  resided  was  rented,  pos- 
sesses a  libraiy  of  some  extent,  which  the  young  ppet, 
he  says,  ransacked  with  much  eagerness  on  his  first 
coming  to  Southwell ;  and  one  of  the  books  that  most 
particukriy  engaged  and  interested  him  was,  as  may 
be  easily  believed,  the  hfe  of  Lord  Herbert  of  Cher- 
bury. 

In  the  month  of  October,  1805,  he  was  removed  to 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  and  his  feelings  on  the 
change  from  his  beloved  Ida  to  this  new  scene  of  life 
are  thus  described  by  himself: — 

"When  I  first  went  up  to  college,  it  was  anew 
and  a  heavy-hearted  scene  for  me :  firstly,  I  so  much 
disliked  leaving  Harrow,  that  though  it  was  time  (I 
being  seventeen),  it  broke  my  very  rest  for  the  last 
quarter  with  counting  the  days  that  remained.  I 
always  hated  Harrow  till  the  last  year  and  half,  but 
then  I  liked  it.  Secondly,  I  wished  to  go  to  Oxford, 
and  not  to  Cambridge.  Thirdly,  I  was  so  completely 
alone  in  this  new  world,  that  it  half  broke  my  spirits. 
My  companions  were  not  unsocial,  but  the  contrary — 
lively,  hospitable,  of  rank  and  fortune,  and  gay  far 
beyond  my  gaiety.  I  mingled  vrith,  and  dined  and 
supped,  &c.,  with  them ;  but,  I  know  not  how,  it  was 
one  of  the  deadliest  and  heaviest  feelings  of  my  life  to 
feel  that  I  was  no  longer  a  boy." 

But  though,  for  a  time,  he  may  have  felt  this  sort 
of  estrangement  at  Cambridge,  to  remain  long  with- 
out attaching  himself  was  not  in  his  nature ;  and  the 
friendship  which  he  now  formed  with  a'youth  named 
Eddleston,  who  was  two  years  younger  than  himself, 
even  exceeded  in  warmth  and  romance  all  his  school- 
boy attachments.  This  boy,  whose  musical  talents 
first  drew  them  together,  was,  at  the  commencement 
of  their  acquaintance,  one  of  the  choir  at  Cambridge, 
though  he  afterwards,  it  appears,  entered  into  a  mcr- 
cantfle  line  of  life ;  and  this  disparity  in  their  stations 
was  by  no  means  without  its  charm  for  Blyrcm,  as 
gratifying  at  once  both  his  pride  and  good-nature,  and 
founding  the  tie  between  them  on  the  mutually  de- 
pendent relations  of  protection  on  the  one  side,  and 
gratitude  and  devotion  on  the  other ; — the  only  rela- 
tions,-)- according  to  Lord  Bacon,  in  which  the  little 
friendship  that  still  remains  in  the  worid  is  to  be 
found.  It  was  upon  a  gift  presented  to  him  by 
Eddleston  that  he  wrote  those  verses  entitled  **  The 

*  Ihiring  one  of  the  Harrow  vacations  he  paaied  some 
time  in  the  houae  of  the  Abb6  de  Roufl^sny,  in  Took'a- 
court.forithe  purpoae  orstadyiDg  the  Preoch  language; 
but  he  wa0,  according  to  the  AbM's  account,  very  little 
Kiren  to  study,  and  spent  most  of  his  time  in  boxing, 
fencing,  flic.,  to  the  no  small  disturbance  of  the  reYeread 
teacher  and  his  establishment. 

t  Between  superior  and  inferior,  *  wlioae  fortunes  (as  be 
expresses  it)  comprehend  the  one  the  other." 
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CorBdiu,'*  which  were  printed  in  his  first,  tmpub- 
labed  Tohme,  and  of  which  the  Mowing  is  a 


Samt,  who  can  smct  at  fHeiMhhlp'a  ttos, 
HftTe  for  my  veakness  oft  reproved  OM; 

YoC  Mill  the  nnple  gift  I  prise, 
for  I  am  sure  Che  giter  lored  me. 

Aooclier  frieiKUiip,  of  a  less  unequal  kind,  which 
haii  been  begun  at  Harrow,  and  which  he  continued 
tocddrate  during  his  first  year  at  Cambridge,  is  thus 
■tcnating^  dwelt  upon  in  one  of  his  journals : — 

''How  strange  are  my  thoughts !— He  reading  of 
the  song  of  BliHon, '  Sabrina  fair,'  has  brought  back 
■peo  ne^— I  know  not  how  or  why — the  happiest, 
perhapa,  days  of  my  fife  (always  excepting,  here  and 
Ikoe,  a  Harrow  holiday  m  the  two  latter  stunmers  of 
■y  ttsy  there)  when  lirhig  at  Cambridge  with  Edward 
Nod  Loo^,  afterwards  of  the  Guards, — who,  after 
kssing  aerTed  honourably  in  the  Expedition  to 
Cope^ngen  (of  which  two  or  three  thousand 
gaaadreia  yet  sunrife  in  plight  and  pay)  was 
Prawned  early  in  1809,  on  his  passage  to  Lisbon  with 
ha  ■m™M>»it  in  the  St  George  transport,  which  was 
icB  fiaal  of,  in  the  night,  by  another  transport  We 
woe  rival  swiouners— fond  of  riding — reading — and 
af  eaariTiali^.  We  had  beea  at  Harrow  together ; 
bnH—dure,  at  least — his  wab  a  less  boisterous  spirit 
ikaa  aHDe.  I  was  always  cricketing— rebelling — 
f|;hia^ — rvanng  (from  roto,  not  foo^-rowing,  a 
iMiitut  practice),  and  in  all  manner  of  mischiefs ; 
akie  he  was  more  sedate  and  polished.  At  Cam- 
bridge— both  of  Trinity — my  spirit  rather  softened, 
m  km  reogheoed,  for  we  became  Tery  great  friends. 
Theflescription  of  Sabrina 's  seat  reaunds  me  of  our 
riisl  fieals  ia  dicing.  Though  Cam's  is  not  a  Teiy 
*  iBSBslnreiit  wave,'  it  was  fourteen  feet  deep,  where 
ae  used  to  dire  for,and  pick  fq>— baring  thrown  them 
ia  oa  parpose— friates,  eggs,  and  even  shShags.  I 
lemeaiber,  in  partioolar,  there  was  the  stump  of  a 
nee  (at  least  lea  or  tweWe  feet  deep)  in  the  bed  of 
the  rhcr,  ia  a  spot  where  we  bathed  most  commonly, 
roaad  whabh  I  oaed  to  ding,  and  *  wonder  how  the 
dera  i  CMK  there.' 

**Oufewamns  we  passed  in  music  (he  was  tamaicaii, 
aad  played  oa  more  than  one  instrument,  flute  and 
nobaeeflo),  ia  which  I  was  audteaee ;  and  I  think 
thataer  chief  bererage  was  loda-water.  In  the  day 
we  nde,  bathed,  and  lounged,  reading  oocasioDaHy. 
i  rfwabrr  ow  buying,  with  vast  alacrity,  Moore's 
aewqaarto  (in  1809),  and  reading  it  together  ia  the 


'We  oaty  passed  the  summer  together;— Loag 
I  had  gone  iatn  the  Guards  during  the  year  1  passed  in 
i  Neas.,  away  from  eoBege.  tUa  friendship,  and  a 
:  riofeat,  thoogh  jwrrknre  and  passioa— which  held  mt 
I  at  the  aaae  period— were  the  then  romance  of  the 
s  period  of  my  life. 


''I  reaMnber  that,  in  the  spring  of  1809,  H  «  ^ 
ttaghid  at  mj  beiag  distressed  at  Long's  death,  and 
imiisL  il  hiMself  with  making  epigrams  upon  hii  name, 
vkieh  was  aosceptihfe  of  a  pun-rXion^,  tkori,  &c. 
Bat  three  yean  after  he  had  ample  leisure  lo  repent 
it,  when  oar  nntaal  friead,  and  his,  H  ^  ^'s,  partir 
adar  friend,  ,Charies  Matthews,  was  dnmned  also. 


and  he,  hhnself,  was  as  much  afl^cted  by  a  similar 
calamity.  But  /  did  not  pay  him  back  in  puns  and 
epigrams,  for  I  valued  Matthews  too  much,  myself, 
to  do  so  ;-Hu>d,  eren  if  t  had  not,  I  should  have  re- 
spected his  griefr. 

**  Long's  fether  wrote  to  A  to  write  his  son'M 
epitaph.  I  promised, — ^but  I  had  not  the  heart  to- 
complete  it.  He  was  such  a  good,  amiable  being  as 
rarely  remains  long  in  this  world ;  with  talent  and 
accomplishments,  too,  to  make  him  the  more  regretted. 
Yet,  although  a  cheerful  companion,  he  had  strange 
melancholy  thoughts  sometimes.  I  remember  once 
that  we  were  going  to  his  uncle's,  I  think, — ^I  went 
to  accompany  him  to  the  door  merely,  in  some  Upper 
or  Lower  Grosrenor  or  Brook-street,  I  forget  which, 
but  it  was  in  a  street  leading  out  of  dome  square,— 
he  told  me  that,  the  night  before,  he  *  had  taken  up  a 
pistol — ^not  knowing  or  examining  whether  it  was 
loaded  or  no — and  had  snapped  it  at  his  head,  leaving 
it  to  chance  whether  it  might,  or  might  not,  be 
charged.'  The  letter,  too,  which  he  wrote  me,  on 
leaving  college  to  join  the  Guards,  was  as  melan- 
choly in  its  tenour  as  it  could  well  be  on  such  an 
occasion.  But  he  showed  nothing  of  this  in  his 
deportment,  being  mild  and  gentle ; — and  yet  with 
much  turn  for  the  ludicrous  in  his  disposition.  We 
were  both  much  attached  to  Harrow,  and  sometimes 
made  excursions  thefe  '  together  from  London,  to 
revive  our  schoolboy  recoDeotions." 

These  afiecting  remembrances  are  contained  in  a 
Journal,  which  he  kept  during  his  residence  at  Ra- 
venna, in  1^1,  and  they  are  rendered  still  more 
touching  and  remarkable  by  the  circumstances  under 
which  they  were  noted  down.  Domesticated  in  a 
foreign  hmd,  and  even  Connected  with  foreign  con- 
spirators, M^ose  arms,  at  the  moment  he  waA  writ- 
ing, were  in  his  house,  he  could  yet  thus  wholly  dis- 
engage himself  from  the  scene  around  him,  and, 
borne  away  by  the  current  of  memory  into  other  times, 
live  over  tiie  lost  friend&nips  of  his  boyhood  again. 
An  English  gentleman  (Mr  Wathen)  who  called  upon 
him,  at  one  of  his  residences  in  Italy,  hating  hap- 
pened to  mention  in  conversation  that  he  had  been 
acquainted  with  Long,  the  noble  poet,  from  that 
moment,  treated  him  with  the  most  malted  kindness, 
and  talked  with  him  of  Long  and  of  his  amiable 
qualities,  tiH  (as  this  gentleman  says)  the  tears  could 
not  be  conceeded  fai  his  eyes. 

In  the  summer  of  this  year  (1806)  he,  as  usual, 
joined  his  mother  at  Southwell, — among  the  small, 
but  select  society  of  which  place  he  had,  during  his 
visits,  formed  some  mtimacies  and  friendships,  the 
memory  of  which  is  stiH  cherished  there  fondly  and 
proudly.  With  the  exception,  indeed,  of  the  brief 
and  bewildering  interval  which  he  passed,  as  we  have 
seen,  in  the  company  of  Miss  Chaworth,  it  was  at 
Southwell  alone  that  an  opportunity  was  ever  afibrded 
him  of  profiting  by  the  blajid  influence  of  female  so- 
ciety, or  of  seeing  ^hat  woman  ii  in  the  true  sphere 
of  her  virtues,  home.  The  amiable  and  intelligent 
family  of  the  Pigots  received  him  within  their  cirde, 
as  one  of  themselves;  and  in  the  Rev.  John  Becher* 

«  A  genileaiap,  who  ^  dnce  haoearably  dlstlnguidied 
himself  by  his  philanthropic  plana  and  Miggestioiis  for  that 
most  important  object,  the  amelioration  of  Ihe  condition 
of  the  poor. 
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the  youthful  poet  fouud  not  only  an  acute  and  judi- 
cious critic,  but  a  sincere  friend.  There  were  also 
one  or  two  other  Ceunilies — as  the  Leacrofts,  the 
Housons — among  whom  his  talents  and  vivacity  made 
him  always  welcome;  and  the  proud  shyness  with 
which,  through  the^hole  of  his  minority,  he  kept 
aloof  from  all  intercourse  with  the  neighbouring 
gentlemen,  seems  to  have  been  entirely  familiarized 
away  by  the  small,  cheerful  society  of  Southwell 
One  of  the  most  intimate  and  valued  of  his  friends, 
at  this  period,  has  given  me  the  following  account  of 
her  first  acquaintance  with  him : — **  The  first  time 
I  was  introduced  to  him  was  at  a  party  at  his  mother's, 
when  he  was  so  shy  that  she  was  forced  to  send  for 
him  three  times  before  she  could  persuade  him  to 
come  into  the  drawing-room,  to  play  with  the  young 
people  at  a  roimd  game.  He  was  then  a  &t  bashful 
boy,  with  his  hair  combed  straight  over  his  forehead, 
and  extremely  like  a  miniature  picture  that  his  mo- 
ther had  painted  by  M.  de  Chambruland.  The  next 
morning  Mrs  Byron  brought  him  to  call  at  our  house, 
when  he  still  continued  shy  and  formal  in  his  manner. 
The  conversation  turned  upon  Cheltenham,  where 
we  had  been  staying,  the  amusements  there,  the 
plays,  &c. ;  and  I  mentioned  that  I  had  seen  the  cha- 
racter of  Gabriel  Lackbrain  very  well  performed. 
His  mother  getting  up  to  go,  he  accompanied  her, 
making  a  formal  bow,  and  1,  in  allusion  to  the  play, 
said,  *Good  bye,  Gaby.'  His  countenance  lighted 
up,  his  handsome  mouth  displayed  a  broad  grin,  aU 
his  shyness  vanished,  never  to  return,  and,  upon  his 
mother's  saying  *  Come,  Byron,  are  you  ready  V — 
no,  she  might  go  by  herself,  he  would  stay  and  talk 
a  little  longer;  and,  from  that  moment,  he  used  to 
come  in  and  go  out  at  all  hours,  as  it  pleased  him, 
and  in  our  house  considered  himself  perfectly  at 
home.'* 

To  this  lady  was  addressed  the  earliest  letter  from 
his  pen  that  has  fallen  into  my  hands.  He  corres- 
ponded with  many  of  his  Harrow  friends— with  Lord 
Clare,  Lord  Powerscourt,  Mr  William  Peel,  Mr 
William  Bankes,  and  others.  But  it  was  then  little 
foreseen  what  general  interest  would  one  day  attach 
to  these  schoolboy  letters,  and  accordingly,  as  I  have 
abeady  had  occasion  to  lament,  there  are  but  few  of 
them  now  in  existence.  The  letter,  of  which  I  hare 
spoken,  to  his  Southwell  friend,  though  containing 
nothing  remarkable,  is  perhaps  for  that  very  reason 
worth  insertion,  as  serving  to  show,  on  comparing 
it  with  most  of  its  successors,  how  rapidly  his  mind 
acquired  confidence  in  its  powers.  There  is,  indeed, 
one  charm  for  the  eye  of  curiosity  in  his  juvmile 
manuscripts  which  they  necessarily  want  in  their 
printed  Umn ;  and  that  is,  the  strong  evidence  of  an 
irregular  education  which  they  exhibit, — the  un- 
formed and  childish  handwriting,  and,  now  and  then, 
even  defective  spelling  of  him  who,  in  a  very  few 
yean  after,  was  to  start  up  one  of  the  giants  of 
English  lileiiUure. 

LETTER  I. 

TO  MISS . 

«  Boivsge  Bfanor,  Angoat  90th,  18M. 

*•  I  received  the  arms,  my  dear  Miss ,  and 

am  vei7  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  trouble  you 


have  taken.  It  is  impossible  I  should  have  any  &iiU 
to  find  with  them,  llie  sight  of  the  drawings  givcM 
me  great  pleasure  for  a  double  reason,— in  the  first 
place,  they  will  ornament  my  books;  in  the  next, 
they  convince  me  that  yoM  have  not  entirely  forgot 
me.  I  am,  however,  sorry  you  do  not  return  sooner, 
—-you  have  ahready  been  gone  an  age,  I  perhaps 
may  have  taken  my  departure  for  London  before  you 
come  back ;  but,  however,  I  will  hope  not.  Do  Dot 
overlook  my  watch-ribbon  and  purse,  as  I  wish  to 
carry  them  with  me.    Your  note  was  given  me  by 

Harry,  at  the  play,  whither  I  attended  Miss  L 

and  Doctor  S  ;  and  now  I  have  set  down  to 
answer  it  before  I  go  to  bed.  If  I  am  at  Southwell 
when  you  return, — and  I  sincerely  hope  you  will 
soon,  for  I  veiy  much  regret  your  absence, — ^I  shall 
be  happy  to  bear  you  sing  my  favourite,  *  "The  Maid 
of  Lodi.'  My  mother,  together  with  myself,  desires 
to  be  ofiectionately  remembered  to  Mrs  Pigot,  and 

believe  me,  my  dear  Miss ,  I  remain  your 

affectionate  friend, 

"BmoN. 

"  P.  8. — If  you  think  proper  to  send  me  any  answer 
to  this,  I  shall  be  extremely  happy  to  receive  it. 
Adieu. 

*•  P.  S.  3d. — As  you  say  you  are  a  novice  in  the 
art  of  knitting,  I  hc^  it  don't  give  you  too  much 
trouble.  Go  on  tlonfyj  but  surely.  Once  more, 
adieu.** 

We  shall  of^  have  occasion  to  remark  the  fidelity 
to  eariy  habits  and  tastes  by  which  Lord  Byron^ 
though  in  other  respects  so  versatile,  was  distin- 
guished. In  the  juvenile  letter,  just  cited,  there  ore 
twa  characteristics  of  this  kind  which  he  preserved 
unaltered  during  the  remainder  of  his  Hfe ; — namely, 
his  punctuality  in  immediately  answering  letters,  and 
his  love  of  the  simplest  ballad  music.  Among  the 
chief  fiivourites  to  which  this  latter  taste  led  hini  at 
this  time  were  the  songs  of  the  Duenna,  whieh  be 
had  the  good  taste  to  delight  in;  and  some  of  his 
Harrow  contemporaries  still  remember  the  joyons- 
ness  with  which,  when  dining  with  his  friends  at  the 
memorable  mother  Barnard's,  he  used  to  roar  out, 
**  This  bottle  's  the  sun  of  our  table." 

His  visit  to  Southwell  this  summer  was  interrupted, 
about  the  beginning  of  August,  by  one  of  those  ex- 
ptosions  of  temper  cm  the  part  of  Mrs  Byron,  to 
which,  from  his.eorUest  childhood,  he  had  been  but 
too  well  accustomed,  and  in  producing  which  his  <m 
rebel  spirit  was  not  always,  it  may  be  supposed,  en- 
tirely Uameless.  In  all  hb  portraits  of  hioiself,  so  dark 
is  the  pencil  which  he  employs,  that  the  foOowiog 
account  of  his  own  temper,  from  one  of  his  journals, 
must  be  taken  with  a  due  portion  of  tbataUowance 
for  exaggeratioa,  which  his  style  of  self-poitraitare, 
'*  overshadowing  even  the  shade,"  requires. 

*'  In  aU  other  respects"  (he  says,  after  mentioning 
his  infiuit  passion  for  Mary  Duff)*  ^*  I  differed  not  at 
all  from  other  children,  being  neither  tall  norsbort, 
dull  nor  witty,  of  my  age,  but  rather  Kvdy— except 
in  my  suDen  moods,  and  then  I  was  always  a  Defil. 
They  once  (m  one  of  my  silent  rages)  wrenehed  a 
knife  from  me,  which  I  had  snatched  from  table  at 
Mrs  B.'s  dinner  (I  always  dined  earlier),  and  applied 
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Id  mj  breaat;— bat  thb  was  three  or  four  years 
after,  jast  before  the  late  Lord  B.'s  decease. 

'  Mj  OMtetuSble  temper  has  certainly  improved  in 
hler  jean ;  but  I  shudder,  and  must,  to  my  latest 
bsor,  regret  the  consequence  of  it  and  my  passions 
One  event— but  no  matter— there  are 
noC  much  better  to  think  of  also— and  to  them 

Igive  the  preference 

'*  Bat  I  bate  dwelling  upon  incidents.  My  temper 
ii  now  under  management — rarely  loudj  and, 
wAtm  kmdy  nerer  deadly.  It  is  when  silent,  and  I 
fied  Bsy  forehead  and  my  cheek  paling,  that  I  cannot 
it;    and  then but  unless  there  is  a 

I  iiiMiiii  (aod  not  any  or  eveiy  woman)  in  the  way, I 

j  have  sunk  into  tolerable  apathy." 

Between  a  temper,  at  all  resembling  this,  and  the 
bad  hurricane  bursts  of  Mrs  Byron,  the  collision,  it 
Bay  be  supposed,  was  not  a  little  formidable ;  and 
the  age  at  which  the  young  poet  was  now  arrived, 
vhea, — as  most  parents  feel, — the  impatience  of 
jonth  begins  to  champ  the  bit,  would  but  render  the 
ttamam  for  such  shocks  more  frequent.  It  is  told, 
ss  a  carioas  proof  of  their  opinion  of  each  other's 
risleace,  that,  after  parting  one  evening  in  a  tempest 
rftha  kind,  they  were  known  each  to  go  privately 
Ast  night  to  the  apothecary's,  inquiring  anxiously 
the  other  baud  been  to  purchase  poison,  and 
the  Tender  of  drugs  not  to  attend  to  such 
■asppGcatioo,  if  made. 

h  was  but  rarely,  however,  that  the  young  brd  al- 
bved  1m«»— *Jf  to  be  provdied  into  more  than  a  pas- 
mediare  in  these  scenes.  To  the  boisterousness  of 
kii  mother  he  would  oppose  a  civil  and,  no  doubt, 
pnvokJDg  ailoice, — bowing  to  her  but  the  more  pro- 
hemSkj  the  higher  her  voice  rose  in  the  scale.  In 
gewral,  however,  when  he  perceived  that  a  storm 
«as  at  band,  in  flight  lay  his  only  safe  resource.  To 
^m  nmunary  expedient  he  was  driven,  at  the  period 
ti  winch  ive  are  speaking ;  but  not  tiU  after  a  scene 
kul  taken  place  between  him  and  Mrs  Byron,  in 
whkh  the  violence  of  her  temper  had  proceeded  to 
lei^lths,  thai,  however  outrageous  they  may  be 
deemed,  were  not,  it  appears,  unusual  with  her. 
The  poet,  Young,  in  describing  a  temper  of  this 
sort,  says— 

ne  cops  and  sancen,  in  a  whirlwind  sent, 
J«t  iatianie  the  kMly'f  discontent. 

But  poker  and  tongs  were,  it  seems,  the  missiles 
which  Mis  Byron  preferred,  and  which  she,  more 
^Aoooe,  sent  resounding  after  her  fugitive  son.  In 
dK  present  instance,  he  was  but  just  in  time  to  avoid 
a  Uow  aimed  at  him  with  the  former  of  these  wea- 
pom,  and  to  make  a  hasty  escape  to  the  house  of  a 
himd  in  the  neighbourhood;  where,  concerting  the 
best  means  of  baffling  pursuit,  he  decided  upon  an 
;— *^y^  fligfat  to  London.  The  letters  which  I  am 
aboat  to  give,  were  written  immediately  on  his  ar- 
mal  in  town,  to  some  friends  at  Southwell,  from 
whose  kind  interference  in  his  behalf  it  may  fairly  be 
Cfladnded  that  the  blame  of  the  quarrel,  whatever  it 
■■y  have  been,  did  not  rest  with  him.  The  first  is 
to  Mr  Pigot,  a  young  gentleman  about  the  same  age 
as  hunself,  who  bad  just  returned,  for  the  vacation, 
horn  Eifinburgh,  where  be  was,  at  that  time,  pur- 
sue his  me&sal  studies. 


LETTER  n. 

TO  MR  nOOT. 

« 16,  PiccadiUy,  August  Oth,  1806. 
**  MT  DEAR  PIOOT, 

"  Many  thanks  for  your  amusing  narrative  of  the 
last  proceedings  of  my  amiable  AlectOj  who  now 
begins  to  feel  the  effects  of  her  fbHy.  I  have  just 
received  a  penitential  epistle,  to  which,  apprehen- 
sive of  pursuit,  I  have  dispatched  a  moderate  an- 
swer, with  a  kmd  of  promise  to  return  in  a  fortnight ; 
— this,  however  ("entre  nousj,  I  never  mean  to  fulfil. 
Her  soft  toarblings  must  have  delighted  her  auditors, 
her  higher  notes  being  particularly  mutical,  and  on  a 
calm  moonlight  evening  would  be  heard  to  great 
advantage.  Had  I  been  present  as  a  spectator, 
nothing  would  have  pleased  me  more;  but  to  have 
come  forward  as  one  of  the  *  dramatis  personae,' — 
St  Dominic  defend  me  from  such  a  scene !  Seriously, 
your  mother  has  laid  me  under  great  obligations,  and 
you,  with  the  rest  of  your  family,  merit  my  vrarmest 
thanks  for  your  kind  connivance  at  my  escape  from 
*  Mrs  By  rem  furiota,* 

**  Oh !  for  the  pen  of  Ariosto  to  rehearse,  m  epic^ 
the  scolding  of  that  momentma  eve^ — or  rather,  let 
me  invoke  the  shade  of  Dant^  to  inspire  me,  for  none 
but  the  author  of  the  *  I^ferwf  could  properly  preside 
over  such  an  attempt.  But,  perhaps,  where  the  pen 
might  fiul,  the  pencU  would  succeed.  What  a  group ! 
— Mrs  B.  the  principal  figure ;  you  cramming  vour 
ears  with  cotton,  as  the  only  antidote  to  total  deaf- 
ness ;  Mrs in  vain  endeavouring  to  mitigate  the 

wrath  of  the  Uoness  robbed  of  her  whelp ;  and  last, 
though  not  least,  Elizabeth  and  fVousky.—wonder' 
ful  to  relate!— both  deprived  of  their  parts  of  speech, 
and  bringing  up  the  rear  in  mute  astonishment. 
How  did  S.  B.  receive  the  intelligence?  How  many 
puns  did  he  utter  on  ao  facetious  an  event?  In  your 
next  inform  me  on  this  point,  and  what  excuse  you 
made  to  A.  You  are  probably  by  this  time  tired  of 
deciphering  this  hieroglyphical  letter ;— like  Tony 
Lumpkin,  you  will  pronounce  mine  to  be  a  d— d  up 
and  down  hand.  AU  Southwell,  without  doubt,  is  in- 
volved in  amazement.  Apropos ,  how  does  my  blue-eyed 
nun,  the  fidr  *  *  ?  is  she  •  robed  in  sable  garb  of  woe  ?* 

**■  Here  I  remain  at  least  a  weak  or  ten  days ; 
previous  to  my  departure  you  shall  receive  my  ad- 
dress, but  what  it  will  be  I  have  not  determined. 
My  lodgings  must  be  kept  secret  from  Mrs  B. ;  you 
may  present  my  compliments  to  her,  and  say  any 
attempt  to  pursue  me  will  fiul,  as  I  have  taken  mea- 
sures to  retreat  immediately  to  Portsmouth,  on  the 
first  mtimation  of  her  removal  fipom  Southwell.  You 
may  add,  I  have  now  proceeded  to  a  friend's  house 
in  the  country,  there  to  remain  a  fortnight. 

**  I  have  now  bktUd  (I  must  not  say  written)  a 
complete  double  letter,  and  in  return  shall  expect  a 
monstrous  budget.  Without  doubt,  the  dames  of 
Southwdl  reprobate  the  pernicious  example  I  have 
shown,  and  tremble  lest  their  babes  should  disobey 
their  mandates,  and  quit  in  dudgeon  their  mammas 
on  any  grievance.  Adieu.  When  you  begin  your 
next,  drop  the  *  terdship,'  and  put  *  Byron*  in^its 
pUioe.    Believe  me  yours,  &c.  "  Bybon. 

From  the  iucceedingletters,  it  vriH  be  teen  that  the 
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**Iionesa^  was  not  behindhand,  in  energy  and  deci- 
sion, with  her  offspring,  but,  immediatelj  on  discover- 
ing his  flight,  set  off  after  him. 

LETTER   III. 

TO  JOSS 

«  Loudon,  Aufust  lOtb,  180S. 
^'mydbajibridgbt, 

**As  I  have  already  troubled  your  brother  with 
more  than  he  will  find  pleasure  in  deciphering,  you 
are  the  next  to  whom  I  shall  assign  the  difficult 
employment  of  perusing  this  3nd  epistle.  You  will 
perceive  from  my  Ist,  that  no  idea  of  Mrs  B.'s  arri- 
val had  disturbed  me  at  the  time  it  was  written ;  not 
so  the  present,  since  the  appearance  of  a  note  from 
the  illustriou*  cause  of  my  sudden  decampment  has 
driven  the  *  natural  ruby  from  my  cheeks,*  and  com- 
pletely blanched  my  woe-begone  countenance.  This 
gunpowder  intimation  of  her  arrival  (confound  her 
activity  !)  breathes  less  of  terror  and  dismay  than  you 
will  probably  imagine  from  the  volcanic  temperament 
of  her  ladyship,  and  concludes  with  the  comfortable 
assurance  of  ai\  present  motion  bemg  prevented  by 
the  fatigue  of  her  journey,  for  which  my  blessings  are 
due  to  the  rough  roads  and  restive  quadrupeds  of  his 
majesty's  highways.  As  I  have  not  the  smallest 
inclination  to  be  chased  roimd  the  country,  I  shall 
e*en  make  a  merit  of  necessity,  and  since,  Uke  Mac- 
beth, *•  They've  tied  me  to  the  stake,  I  cannot  fly,' 
I  shall  imitate  that  valorous  tyrant,  and  *  bear-like 
fight  the  course,'  all  escape  being  precluded.  I  can 
now  engage  vrith  less  diuulvantage,  having  drawn 
the  enemy  from  her  entrenchments,  though,  like  the 
prototype  to  whom  1  have  compared  myself,  with  an 
excellent  chance  of  being  knocked  on  the  head.  How- 
ever, *  hiy  on,  Macduff;  and  d— d  be  he  who  first 
cries,  hold,  enough.' 

**  I  shaU  remain  in  town  for,  at  least,  a  week,  and 
expect  to  hear  from  you  before  its  expiration.  I 
presume  the  printer  has  brought  you  the  offiipring  of 
my  poetic  mania.  Remember,  in  the  first  line,  to 
read  *  loud  the  winds  whistle,'  instead  of  *  round,' 
which  that  blockhead  Ridge  has  inserted  by  mistake, 
and  makes  nonsense  of  the  whole  stanza.  Addio  1 
— Now  to  encoimter  my  Hydra,    Yours  ever.*' 

LETTER  IV. 

TO  MR  ROOT. 

•  London,  SmOttj,  midnigbt,  Ancnst  lOth,  1806. 
**  DEAR  PIOOT, 
"  This  astonishing  packet  will,  doubtless,  amaze 
you,  but  having  an  idle  hour  this  evening,  I  wrote 
the  enclosed  stanzas,  which  I  request  you  to  deliver 
to  Ridge,  to  be  printed  separate  from  my  other 
compositions,  as  you  will  perceive  them  to  be  im- 
proper for  the  peiiisal  of  ladies ;  of  course,  none  of 
the  females  of  your  family  must  see  them.  I  offer 
1000  apologies  for  the  trouble  I  have  given  you  in 
this  and  other  instances.    Yours  truly." 

LETTER  V. 

TO  MR  PIOOT. 

«  Piccadilly,  Aoffust  l«th,  1806. 
**  I  cannot  exactly  say  witli  ttesar,  *  Veni,  vidi. 


vid :'  however,  the  most  important  part  of  his  laconic 
account  of  success  applies  to  my  present  situation ; 
for,  though  Mrs  Byron  took  the  trouble  of  *  commg* 
and '  seeing,'  yet  your  humble  aenrant  proved  the 
rtetor.  After  an  obstinate  engagement  of  tone 
hours,  in  which  we  sufliered  considerable  damage, 
from  the  quickness  of  the  enemy's  fire,  they  at 
length  retired  in  confusion,  leaving  behind  the  artil- 
lery, field  equipage,  and  some  prisoners :  their  defeat 
a  decisive  of  the  present  campaign.  To  speak  more 
intelligibly,  Mrs  B.  returns  immediately,  but  I  pro- 
ceed, with  all  my  laurels,  to  Worthing,  on  the  Sussex 
coast ;  to  which  place  you  vrill  address  (to  be  left  at 
the  post-office)  your  next  epistle.  By  the  enclosure 
of  a  3d  gingle  of  rhyme,  you  vrill  probably  conceive 
my  muse  to  be  vastly  prolific ;  her  inserted  produc- 
tion vras  brought  forth  a  few  years  ago,  and  found 
by  accident  on  Thursday  among  some  old  papers.  I 
have  recopied  it,  and,  adding  the  proper  date,  re- 
quest it  may  be  printed  with  the  rest  of  the  frimily. 
I  thought  your  sentiments  on  the  last  banding  would 
coincide  with  mine,  but  it  was  impossible  to  give  it 
any  other  garb,  being  founded  on  facts.  My  stay  at 
Worthing  will  not  exceed  3  weeks,  and  you  may 
possibly  behold  me  again  at  Southwell  the  middle  of 
September. 

♦        »»♦♦♦♦♦ 

^  Win  you  desire  Ridge  to  suspend  the  printing  of 
my  poems  till  he  hears  further  from  me,  as  I  have 
determined  to  give  them  a  new  form  entirely.  This 
prohibition  does  not  extend  to  the  two  last  pieces 
I  have  sent  with  my  letters  to  you.  Yon  will  excuse 
the  dull  vanity  of  this  epistle,  as  my  brain  is  a  chaos 
of  absurd  images,  and  full  of  busmess,  preparations, 
and  projects. 

^  I  shall  expect  an  answer  vrith  impatience  ; — 
believe  me,  there  is  nothing  at  this  moment  could 
give  me  greater  delight  than  your  letter." 

LETTER  VI. 


TO  : 


HGOT. 


•London,  Aoffiut  I8th,  1806. 

^  I  am  just  on  the  point  of  setting  off  for  Worthing, 
and  write  merely  to  request  you  will  send  that  idle 
scoundrel  Charles  with  my  horses  immediately  ;  tell 
him  I  am  excessively  provoked  he  has  not  made  his 
appearance  before,  or  written  to  inform  me  of  the 
cause  of  his  delay,  particularly  as  I  supplied  him  vrith 
money  for  his  journey.  On  no  pretext  is  he  to  post- 
pone his  march  one  day  longer,  and  if,  in  obedience 
to  the  caprices  of  Mrs  B.  (who,  I  presume,  is  again 
spreading  desolation  through  her  little  monarchy],  he 
thinks  proper  to  disregard  my  positive  orders,  I  shall 
not  in  future  consider  him  as  my  servant.  He  must 
bring  the  surgeon's  bill  with  him,  which  I  will  dis- 
charge immediately  on  receiring  it.  Nor  can  I  con- 
ceive the  reason  of  his  not  acquainting  Frank  vrith  the 
state  of  my  unfortunate  quadrupeds.  Dear  Pigot, 
forgive  this  petulant  effusion,  and  attribute  it  to  the 
idle  conduct  of  that  precious  rascal,  who,  instead  of 
obeying  my  injunctions,  is  sauntering  through  the 
streets  of  that  political  Pandemonium,  Nottingham. 
Present  my  remembrances  to  your  family  and  the 
Leacrofts,  and  believe  me,  &c. 

**  P.  S. — I  delegate  to  you  the  impleasant  task  cf 
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■I  on  his  joumey — ^Mra  B.'s  orders  to 
dtt  oomtnrj  are  w>(  to  be  attended  to;  be  is  to 
pffoceed  fint  to  London,  and  then  to  Wortbing, 
vilbout  deky.  Everything  I  bare  Jr/)  must  be  sent  to 
BIy  Pbr/tct  you  wiQ  pack  Mp  for  the  same 
piMe,  and  not  eren  resenre  a  copy  for  yourself  and 
Mier,  as  I  aa  about  to  gire  them  bh  entire  new  Jitrm  : 
whca  they  are  complete,  you  shaO  have  the  iHjrtsUs. 
Mb  Roaao  account  is  tofM  or  touch  them.  Adieu.'' 

LETTER   Vn. 

TO  MR  PIGOT. 


*Il 


'  Little  HsmptoD,  Aoffost  Mth.  IMO. 
receired  your  epistle,  which  I  was 
to  aend  for  to  Worthing,  whence  I  have 
iisawiJ  to  tbia  place,  on  the  same  coast,  about  8 
from  the  former.  You  will  probably 
ssc  be  disfJeased  with  this  letter,  when  it  informs 
ysB  that  1  am  £30,000  richer  than  I  was  at  our 
J,  baTiDg  just  receired  intelligence  from  my 
livyer  that  a  cause  has  been  gained  at  Lancaster 
SB,*  which  will  be  worth  that  sum  by  the  time  I 
of  ace.  Mrs  B.  is  doubtless  acquainted  of  this 
though  not  apprised  of  its  exact  value, 
flf  which  she  had  better  be  ignorant ;  for  her  behaviour 
m  say  isddm  piece  of  favourable  mtelUgenoe  is,  if 
pfTih ,  aaore  ridiculous  than  her  detestable  conduct 
m  the  BMst  trifling  circumstance  of  an  unpleasant 
Htore.  You  noay  give  my  compliments  to  her,  and 
«f  that  her  detaining  my  servant's  things  shall  only 
Wsfthea  my  absence ;  for  unless  they  are  immediately 
dhpatched  to  16,  Piccadilly,  together  with  those 
which  have  been  so  long  delayed  belonging  to  myself, 
^  shall  aerer  again  behold  my  radiant  countenance 
Smssmtin^  her  gloomy  mansicm.  If  they  are  sent,  I 
maj  probata  appear  in  less  than  two  yean  from  the 
^Bte  of  aij  present  epistle. 

^  Metrical  complimoit  is  an  ample  reward  for  my 
maas;  you  are  one  of  the  few  votaries  of  Apollo  who 
mile  the  scieoces  over  which  that  deity  presides.  I 
wiihyoalo  send  aqr  poems  to  ray  lodghigs  in  London 
i— I  iBiti^i,  as  I  have  several  alterations  and  some 
«^»**^'*—  to  sake;  every  copy  must  be  sent,  as  I  am 
shoot  to  SBinirf  them,  and  you  shaO  soon  behold 
them  m  ail  their  glory.  I  hope  you  have  kept  them 
(fiMB  that  Vpa»  tree,  that  antidote  to  the  arte, 
Mrs  B.  Eutre  «o««,— you  may  expect  to  see  me  soon. 
AdM.     Yours  ever." 

FVom  these  letters  it  will  be  perceived  that  Lord 
%TOB  was  already  engaged  in  preparing  a  collection 
sf  kts  Poems  for  the  press.  The  idea  of  printing 
thai  frst  occurred  to  him  in  the  parlour  of  that  cot- 
tage, which*  during  his  visits  to  Southwell,  had  become 
ksi  adopted  home.  Miss  Pigot,  who  was  not  before 
awaie  of  his  turn  for  versifying,  had  been  reading 
aisad  the  Poems  of  Bums,  when  young  Qyron  said 
thsc  ""  he,  too,  vras  a  poet  sometimes,  and  would 
write  down  for  her  some  verses  of  his  own  which  he 
lusuabered.**  He  then,  with  a  pendl,  wrote  those 
faes,  beginning  **  In  thee  I  fondly  hoped  to  clasp,"! 
vhidi  were  prhited  in  his  first  unpublished  volume, 

*  la  s  salt  oBdertsken  for  the  recovery  of  the  Rochdale 
t  This  rfscioss  pencOIinc  is  still,  of  coone,  preserved. 


but  are  not  contained  in  the  editions  that  followed. 
He  also  repeated  to  her  the  verses  I  have  already 
referred  to,  ^  When  in  the  hall  my  father's  voice,''  so 
remarkable  for  the  anticipations  of  his  future  fSune 
that  glimmer  through  them. 

From  this  moment,  the  desire  of  appearing  in  print 
took  entire  possession  of  him ; — though,  for  the  pre- 
salt,  his  ambition  did  not  extend  its  views  beyond  a 
small  volume  for  private  circulation.  The  person  to 
whom  fen  the  honour  of  receiving  his  first  manu- 
scripts vras  Ridge,  the  bookseller,  at  Newark;  and, 
while  the  work  was  printing,  the  young  author  con- 
tinued to  pour  fresh  materials  into  his  hands,  with 
the  same  eagerness  and  rapidity  that  marked  the 
progress  of  all  his  maturer  works. 

His  return  to  Southwell,  which  he  announced  in 
the  last  letter  we  have  given,  was  but  for  a  very  short 
time.  In  a  week  or  two  after  he  again  left  that  place, 
and,  accompanied  by  his  young  friend  Mr  Pigot,  set 
out  for  Harrowgate.  llie  following  extracts  are  from 
a  letter  written  by  the  hitter  gentleman,  at  the  time, 
to  bis  sister. 

**  Harrowgate  is  still  extremely  full ;  Wednesday 
(to-day)  is  our  ball-night,  and  I  meditate  going  into 
the  room  for  an  hour,  although  I  am  by  no  means 
fond  of  strange  faces.  Lord  B.,  you  know,  is  even 
more  shy  than  myself ;  but  for  an  hour  this  evening  I 
vrill  shake  it  off!  *  *  *  How  do  our  theatricals 
proceed?  Lord  Byron  can  say  all  his  part,  and  I 
mostotmme.  Hecertainlyacts  it  inimitably.  LordB. 
is  now  poetiiing,  and,  since  he  has  been  here,  has 
vnitten  some  very  pretty  verses.*  He  is  very  good 
in  trying  to  amuse  me  as  much  as  possible,  but  it  is 
not  in  my  nature  to  be  happy  vrithout  either  female 
society  or  study.  ♦  ♦  ♦  There  are  many  plea- 
sant rides  about  here,  which  I  have  taken  in  company 
with  Bo'swain,  who,  with  Brighton,|  is  universally 
admired.  You  must  read  this  to  Mrs  B.  as  it  is  a 
little  Tony  Lumpkinish.  Lord  B.  desires  some  space 
left :  therefore,  with  respect  to  all  the  comedians  elect, 
believe  roe  to  be,  &c.  fiMJ." 

To  this  letter  the  following  note  from  Lord  Byron 
vras  appended. 

^  MY  DB/LR  BRIDGBT, 

**  I  have  only  just  dismounted  from  my  Pegatut, 
which  has  prevented  me  from  descending  to  plain 
prose  in  an  epistle  of  greater  length  to  jovurfair  self. 
You  regretted  in  a  former  letter,  that  my  poems 
wereaot  more  extensive;  I  now  for  yoiv  mtisfoction 
announce  that  I  have  nearly  doubled  them,  partly  by 
the  discovery  of  some  I  conceived  to  be  lost,  and 
partly  by  some  new  productions.  We  shall  meet  on 
Wednesday  next;  till  then  believe  me  yours  afiec- 
tiooately,  **  Byron. 

**  P.  S. — ^Your  brother  John  is  seised  with  a  poetic 
mania,  and  is  now  rhyming  away  at  the  rate  of  three 
lines  per  Aoitr— so  much  for  inspiration  !    Adieu  1" 

Qy  the  gentleman,  who  was  thus  early  the  compa- 
nion and  intimate  of  Lord  Byron,  and  who  is  now 
pursuing  his  profession  with  the  success  which  his 
talents  deserve,  I  have  been  favoured  with 


*  The  venes  «To  a  beantlftil  Quaker,*  in  bis  flrf  t  vohune. 
were  written  at  Harrowf  ate.  ^  .^    ^  ^ 

t  A  horse  of  Lord  Byron's  :-thc  other  horse  that  be  had 
with  him  at  this  time  was  called  Sultan. 
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some  further  reooDeetioos  of  their  tint  together  to 
Harrowgate,  which  I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  ginng  in 
bis  own  words : — 

**  You  ask  me  to  recall  some  anecdotes  of  the  tune 
we  spent  together  at  Harrowgate  in  the  summer  of 
1806,  on  our  return  from  college,  he  from  Cambridge, 
and  I  from  Edinburgh;  but  so  many  years  have 
elapsed  since  then  that  I  really  feel  myself  as  if  re- 
calling a  distant  dream.  We,  I  remember,  went  in 
Lord  Byron's  own  carriage  with  post-horses ;  and  he 
sent  his  groom  with  two  saddle-horses,  and  a  beauti- 
fully formed,  very  ferocious,  bull-mastiff,  called 
Nebon,  to  meet  ns  there.  Boatswain*  went,  by  the 
side  of  his  yalet  Frank,  on  the  box,  with  us. 

^  The  bull-dog,  Nelson,  always  wore  a  muzzle, 
and  was  occasionally  sent  for  into  our  private  room, 
when  the  muzzle  was  taken  off,  much  to  my  annoy- 
ance, and  he  and  his  master  amused  themselves  with 
throwing  the  room  into  disorder.  There  was  always 
a  Jealous  feud  between  this  Nelson  and  Boatswain; 
and  whenever  the  latter  came  into  the  room  while  the 
former  was  there,  they  instantly  seized  each  other ; 
and  then,  Byron,  myself^  Frank,  and  aU  the  waiters 
that  could  be  found,  were  vigorously  engaged  in 
parting  them, — ^which  was  in  general  only  effected  by 
thrusting  poker  and  tongs  into  the  mouths  of  each. 
But,  one  day.  Nelson  unfortunately  escaped  out  of 
the  room  widiout  his  muzzle,  and  going  into  the 
stable-yard  fastened  upon  the  throat  of  a  horse,  from 
which  he  could  not  be  disengaged.  The  stable-boys 
ran  in  alarm  to  find  Frank,  who,  taking  one  of  his 
lord's  Wogd(ni's  pistols,  always  kept  loaded  in  his 
room,  shot  poor  Nelson  through  the  head,  to  the  great 
regret  of  Qyron. 

**  We  were  at  the  Crown  Inn  at  Low  Harrowgate. 
We  always  dined  in  the  public  room,  but  retired  veiy 
soon  after  dinner  to  our  private  one ;  for  Byron  was 
no  more  a  friend  to  drinking  than  myself.  We  lived 
retired,  and  made  few  acquaintance ;  for  he  was  na- 
turally shy,  very  shy,  which  people  who  did  not  know 
him  mistook  for  pride.  While  at  Harrowgate  he 
accidentally  met  with  Professor  Hailstone  from  Cam- 
bridge, and  appeared  much  delighted  to  see  him. 
The  professor  was  at  Upper  Harrowgate ;  we  called 
upon  him  one  evening  to  take  him  to  the  theatre,  I 
think, — and  Lord  Qyron  sent  his  carriage  for  him, 
another  time,  to  a  ball  at  the  Oranby.  This  desire 
to  show  attention  to  one  of  the  professors  of  his  col- 
lege is  a  proof  that,  though  he  might  choose  to  sati- 
rize the  mode  of  education  in  the  univernty,  and  to 
abuse  the  antiquated  regulations  and  restrictions  to 
which  under-graduates  are  subjected^  he  had  yet  a 
due  discrimination  in  his  respect  for  the  individuals 
who  bebnged  to  it  I  have  idways  indeed  heard  him 
speak  in  high  terms  of  praise  of  Hailstone,  as  well  as 
of  his  master.  Bishop  Mansel,  of  Trinity  College, 
and  of  others  whose  names  I  have  now  forgotten. 

**  Few  people  understood  Byron,  but  I  know  that 
he  had  naturally  a  kind  and  feeling  heart,  and  that 
there  was  not  a  single  sparit  of  malice  in  his  compo- 
siti«i."t 

*  Hm  flivonrite  dog,  on  which  Lord  Byron  anerwirds 
wrote  the  well-known  epitaph. 

t  Lord  Byron  and  Dr  Pigot  continued  to  he  correspond- 
enu  for  some  time,  hut,  after  their  parting  thia  auto.'nD, 
Ihey  never  met  r.sain. 


The  private  theatricals  alluded  to  in  the  letters 
from  Harrowgate  were,  both  m  prospect  and  per- 
fbrmanoe,  a  souroeof  infinite  delight  to  him,  and  took 
place  soon  after  his  return  to  Southwell.  How 
anxiously  he  was  expected  back  by  all  parties  may 
be  judged  from  the  following  fragment  of  a  letter 
whKh  was  received  by  his  oompanion  daring  their 
absence  from  home  t — 

**Tell  Lord  Byron  that,  if  any  accident  should  re- 
tard his  return,  his  mother  desires  he  will  write  to 
her,  as  she  shall  be  miterabk  if  he  does  not  arrive 
the  day  he  fixes.  Mr  W.  B.  has  written  a  card  to 
Mrs  H.  to  oiler  for  the  character  of  *  Heniy  Wood- 
ville,'— Mr  and  Mrs  *  *  *  not  approving  of  their  son's 
taking  a  part  in  the  pky;  but  I  believe  he  will  per- 
sist in  it.  Mr  G.  W.  says  that,  sooner  than  the  party 
should  be  disappointed,  he  will  take  any  part, — sing 
— dance — ^in  short,  do  any  thing  to  oblige.  Till  Lord 
Qyron  returns,  nothing  can  be  done ;  and  positively 
he  must  not  be  later  than  Tuesday  or  Wednesday." 

We  have  already  seen  that,  at  Harrow,  his  talent 
for  declamation  was  the  only  one  by  which  Lord 
Byron  vras  particularly  distinguished,  and  in  one  of 
his  note-books  he  adverts,  vrith  evident  satisfaction, 
both  to  hb  school  displays  and  to  the  share  which  he 
took  in  these  representations  at  Southwell : 

^  When  I  was  a  youth,  I  was  reckoned  a  g;ood 
actor.  Besides  *  Harrow  Speeches*  (in  which  I  shone) , 
I  enacted  Penruddock,  in  the  *  Wheel  of  Fortune,' 
and  Tristram  Fickle  in  Allingham's  (uce  of  the 
*  Weathercock,'  for  three  nights  (the  duration  of  our 
compact),  in  some  privat<i  theatricals  at  Southwell, 
in  1806,  with  great  applause.  The  occasional  pro- 
logue for  our  volunteer  play  was  also  of  my  compo- 
sition. The  other  performers  were  young  ladies  aad 
gentlemen  of  the  neighbourhood,  and  the  whole  went 
off  with  great  effect  upon  our  good-natured  au- 
dience." 

.  It  may,  periiaps,  not  be  altogether  trifling  to  ob- 
serve, that,  in  thus  personating  with  such  success 
two  heroes  so  different,  the  young  poet  displayed 
both  that  love  and  power  of  versatility  by  which  he 
was  afterwards  impelled,  on  a  grander  scale,  to  pre- 
sent himself  under  such  opposite  aspects  to  the 
world ; — the  gloom  of  Penruddock,  and  the  whim  of 
Tristram,  being  types,  as  it  were^  of  the  two  ex- 
tremes, between  which  his  own  character,  in  after- 
life, so  singularly  vibrated. 

lliese  representations,  which  form  a  memorable 
era  at  Southwell,  took  place,  about  the  latter  end  of 
September,  in  the  house  of  Mr  Leacroft,  whose 
drawing-room  was  converted  into  a  neat  theatre  on 
the  occasion,  and  whose  family  contributed  some  of 
the  &ir  (urnaments  of  its  boards.  The  prologue, 
which  I.iord  Byron  furnished,  and  which  may  be  seen 
m  his  ^  Hours  of  Idleness,"  was  written  by  him,  be- 
tween stages,  on  his  vray  from  Harrowgate.  On 
getting  ii4o  the  carriage  at  Chesterfield,  he  said  to 
his  companion,  ^Now,  Pigot,  111  spin  a  prologue  for 
our  play;"  and  before  they  reached  Mansfield,  he 
had  completed  his  task, — ^interrupting,  only  once,  his 
rhyming  reverie,  to  ask  the  proper  pronunciation  of 
the  French  word  **  d/but/*  and,  on  being  told  it,  ex- 
claiming, in  the  true  spirit  of  Byshe,  ^Ay,  that  will 
do  for  rhyme  to  *  new.' " 

The  epilogue  on  the  occasion  was  from  the  pen  of 
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Ifr  Bedwr;  and  for  the  porpoae  ofallbntiiig  to  Lord 
E^rraa,  who  was  to  speak  it,  an  opportanity  of  dis- 
jiairag  his  powers  of  Dumioiy,  consisted  of  good- 
hwiiiHi  il  portmila  of  all  the  persoos  oonoemed  in 
the  feprfwiitarion.  Some  intimation  of  this  design 
hsvia;  got  among  the  actors,  an  ahrm  was  felt  in- 
*■%  at  the  ridicule  thus  in  store  for  them ;  and  to 
qmi  their  apfwehcnsions,  the  author  was  obliged  to 
SBsare  tbem  that.  If  after  having  heard  his  epilogue 
St  ichearaal,  Ihej  did  not,  of  tbemseWes,  pronounce 
i  harmleaa,  and  even  request  that  it  shmild  be  pre- 
svred,  he  would  most  wiBnigly  withdraw  it.  In  the 
\  it  was  concerted  between  thii  gentleman 
md  Lord  Bjfroo  that  the  latter  should,  on  the  mom- 
i^  of  rehearsal,  dehrer  the  Terses  in  a  tone  as  in- 
aad  as  free  from  all  point  as  possible, — re- 
KTviag  his  mimicry,  in  which  the  whole  sting  of  the 
plrasnnfTj  by,  for  the  erening  of  representation. 
TW  desired  effect  was  produced; — all  the  personages 
tf  the  green-room  were  satisfied,  and  even  wondered 
~  waggery  could  have  attached 


to  90  well-bred  a  production.  Their  wonder, 
was  of  a  different  nature  a  night  or  two 
afcer,  when,  on  hearing  the  audience  couTulsed  with 
tnghter  at  this  same  composition,  they  discovered, 
at  hst,  the  trick  which  the  unsuspected  mimic  had 
pkjed  on  them,  and  had  no  other  resource  than  that 
of  joinis^  in  the  bugh  which  his  playful  imitation  of 
ibe  whole  dramatis  personas  excited. 

The  small  Tolome  of  Poems,  which  he  had  now 
fcr  soBW  tiaie  been  preparing,  was,  in  the  month 
of  Norember,  ready  for  delivery  to  the  select  few 
sng^  whom  it  was  intended  to  circulate;  and  to 
lirBecfaer  the  first  copy  of  the  work  was  presented.* 
The  isiaence  'which  this  gentleman  had,  by  his  love 
of  poetry,  his  sociability  and  good  sense,  acquired  at 
Aii  period  over  the  mind  of  Lord  Byron,  was  fre- 
qaeatly  employed  by  him  in  guiding  the  taste  of  his 
yonag  friend,  no  less  in  matters  of  conduct  than  of 
lilenUnre ;  and  the  ductility  with  which  this  influence 
wuyidded  to,  in  an  instance  I  shaD  have  to  mention, 
wil  dbow  how  far  from  untractable  vras  the  natural 
dhpoatkn  of  Byron,  had  he  more  frequently  been 
locky  eaoofH  to  finll  into  hands  that  **knew  the 
slops'*  of  the  instrument,  and  could  draw  out  its 
swecftMiss  as  well  as  its  strength. 

hi  the  wild  range  vrhich  his  taste  was  now  allowed 
totsfce  through  die  light  and  miscellaoeous  literatiu-e 
of  the  day,  it  was  hut  natural  that  he  should  settle 
widi  most  pleasure  on  those  works,  from  which  the 
ftHsogs  of  his  age  and  temperament  could  extract 
thor  most  congoiial  food;  and,  accordingly.  Lord 
Stnaglbrd's  Canioens  and  Little's  Poems  are  said  to 
hate  been,  at  this  period,  his  favourite  study.  To 
(he  iadulgenoe  of  such  a  taste  his  reverend  friend 
voy  lanibhly  opposed  himself,-Hrepresenting  with 
tn^  (as  isr,  at  least,  as  the  latter  author  is  con- 
eoaed],  how  much  more  worthy  models,  both  m  style 
sad  thoughty  he  might  find  among  the  established 
iMHi  I  of  Engliah  litemture.  Instead  of  wasting  his 
tsae  on  the  ephemeral  productions  of  his  contempo- 
luies,  he  should  devote  himself,  his  adviser  said,  to  the 
of  Milton  and  of  Shakspeare,  and,  above  all. 


*  Of  (kis  e^ion,  wliieh  ws«  in  quarto,  and  consisted  bnt 
of  a  few  ikcets,  Ibere  are  but  two,  or,  at  the  utmost ,  tbree 
espies  In  exhtence. 


seek  to  devate  his  fiuicy  and  taste  by  the  contempk- 
tkm  of  the  sublimer  beauties  of  the  Bible.  In  the 
huter  study,  this  gentleman  acknowledges  that  his 
advice  had  been,  to  a  great  extent,  anticipated,  and 
that  with  the  poetical  parts  of  the  Scripture  he  found 
Lord  Byron  deeply  conversant ;— a  drcumstanoe 
which  corroborates  the  account  given  by  his  early 
master*  Doctor  Glennie,  of  his  great  proficiency  in 
scriptural  knowledge  while  yet  but  a  child  under  his 
care. 

To  Mr  Becher,  as  I  have  said,  the  first  copy  of 
bis  little  work  was  presented;  and  this  gentleman, 
in  looking  over  its  pages,  among  many  things  to  com- 
mend and  admire,  as  well  as  some  almost  too  b<^h 
to  criticise,  foimd  one  poem  in  which,  as  it  appeared 
to  him,  the  imagination  of  the  young  bard  had  in- 
dulged itself  in  a  luxuriousncss  of  colouring  beyond 
what  even  youth  couM  excuse.  Immediately,  as  the 
most  gentle  mode  of  conveying  his  opinion,  he  sat 
down  and  addressed  to  Lord  Byron  some  expostula- 
tory  verses  on  the  subject,  to  which  an  answer,  also 
in  verse,  was  returned  by  the  noble  poet  as  promptly, 
—with,  at  the  same  time,  a  note,  in  plain  prose,  to 
say,  that  he  felt  fully  the  justice  of  his  reverend  friend's 
censure,  and  that  rather  than  allow  the  poem  in 
question  to  be  circulated,  he  would  instantly  recall 
all  the  copies  that  had  been  sent  out,  and  cancel  the 
whole  impression.  On  the  veiy  same  evening  this 
prompt  sacrifice  was  carried  into  effect ; — Mr  Becher 
saw  eveiy  copy  of  the  edition  burned,  with  the  ex- 
ception of  that  which  he  retained  in  his  own  posses- 
sion, and  another  which  had  been  dispatched  to 
Edinburgh,  and  could  not  be  recalled. 

This  trait  of  the  young  poet  speaks  sufficiently  for 
itself;— the  sensibility,  the  temper,  the  ingenuous 
pliableness  which  it  exhibits,  show  a  disposition  ca- 
pable by  nature  of  eveiy  thing  we  most  respect  and 
love. 

Of  no  less  amiable  character  were  the  feelings 
that,  about  this  time,  dictated  the  following  letter;— 
a  letter  which  it  is  impossible  to  peruse  without  ac- 
knowledging the  noble  candour  and  conscientiousness 
of  the  writer: — 

LETTER  VIIL 

TO  THE  EARL  OP  CLARE. 

•Soatbwell.  Notts.,  Febmary  6th,  1807. 
^  MY  DEAREST  CLARE, 

•*  Were  I  to  make  all  the  apologies  necessary  to 
atone  for  my  fete  negligence,  you  wouM  justly  say 
you  had  received  a  petition  instead  of  a  letter,  as  it 
would  be  filled  with  prayers  for  forgiveness;  but  in- 
stead of  this,  I  will  acknowledge  my  tins  at  once,  and 
I  trust  to  your  friendship  and  generosity  rather  than 
to  my  own  excuses.  Though  my  health  is  not  per- 
fectly re-established,  I  am  out  of  all  danger,  and 
have  recovered  every  thing  but  my  spirits,  which*are 
subject  to  depression.  You  wiU  be  astonished  to 
hear  I  have  lately  written  to  Delawarre,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  explaining  (as  &r  as  possible  without  involv- 
ing some  old  friends  of  mine  in  the  business)  the 
cause  of  my  behaviour  to  him  during  my  last  resi- 
dence at  Harrow  (nearly  two  years  ago),  which  you 
will  recollect  was  rather  *  en  cavalier.*  Since  that 
period  I  have  discovered  he  was  treated  vrith  injus- 
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doe,  both  hj  those  who  misrepresent^  his  oonduct, 
and  by  me  in  consequence  of  their  suggestions.  I 
hare  therefore  made  all  the  reparation  in  my  power, 
by  apologizing  for  my  mistake,  though  with  Teiy 
fiunt  hopes  of  success ;  indeed  I  never  expected  any 
answer,  but  desired  one  for  form's  Sake;  that  has  not 
yet  arrired,  and  most  probably  never  will.  However, 
I  have  eated  my  own  contcience  by  the  atonement, 
which  is  humiliating  enough  to  one  of  my  disposition ; 
yet  I  could  not  have  slept  satisfied  with  the  reflection 
ofhiiving,even  imhUeniimaUif ^jQved  way  individual. 
1  have  done  all  that  could  be  done  to  repair  the  injuiy, 
and  there  the  aflair  must  end.  Whether  we  renew 
our  intimacy  or  not,  is  of  very  trivial  consequence. 

**  My  time  has  lately  been  much  occupied  with  very 
difierent  pursuits.  I  have  been  trwuporting  a 
servant,*  who  cheated  me,— rather  a  disagreeable 
event : — ^performing  in  private  theatricals ; — ^publish- 
ing a  volume  of  poems  (at  the  request  of  my  friends, 
for  their  perusal) ; — making /bve, — and  taking  physic. 
He  two  last  amusements  have  not  had  the  best 
effect  m  ilie  world;  for  my  attentions  have  been, 
divided  amongst  so  manyyotr  damseb,  and  the  drugs 
I  svrallow  are  of  such  variety  in  their  composition, 
that  between  Venus  and  jflsculapius  I  am  harassed 
to  death.  However,  I  have  still  leisure  to  devote 
some  hours  to  the  recollections  of  past,  regretted 
friendships,  and  in  the  interval  to  take  the  advantage 
of  the  moment,  to  assure  you  how  mudi  I  am,  and 
ever  vriQ  he,  my  dearest  Clare, 

**  Your  truly  attached  and  sincere 

**  Byron." 

Considering  hhnself  bound  to  replace  the  copies  of 
his  work  which  he  had  withdrawn,  as  wcU  as  to 
rescue  the  general  character  of  the  volume  from  the 
stigma  this  one  offender  might  bring  upon  it,  he  set 
instantly  about  preparing  a  second  edition  for  the 
press,  and,  during  the  ensuing  six  weeks,  continued 
bunly  occupied  with  his  task.  In  the  beginning  of 
January  we  fnd  him  forwarding  a  copy  to  his  fnend, 
Dr  Pigot,  in  Edinburgh  :— 

LETTER   K. 

TO  MR  PIGOT. 

«Soathwell,Jan.l3,lM7. 
**l  ought  to  begin  with  su$ulry  apologies,  for  my 
own  ne^igence,  but  the  variety  of  my  avocations  in 
pro9e  and  vene  must  plead  my  excuse.  With  this 
epistle  you  will  receive  a  voliune  of  all  my  Juvenilia 
published  since  your  departure :  it  is  of  considerably 
greater  siae  than  the  copy  in  your  possession,  which  I 
beg  you  will  destroy,  as  the  present  is  much  more 
complete.  That  unbiekif  poem  to  my  poor  Mary  f 
hat  been  the  cause  of  some  animadversion  from  ladies 
m  yeari.  I  have  not  printed  it  in  this  collection,  in 
ooBsequence  of  my  being  pronounced  a  most  prq/Ugale 
simur,  in  short,  a  *  young  Moore,'  by ,  your 

*  His  vtlet,  Frank. 

t  or  tliia  «  Mary.*  who  Is  not  to  be  eonftmaded  either 
with  the  heireM  of  Anneiley,  or  "Mary*  of  Aberdeen,  all 
I  can  record  ia,  that  ahe  waa  of  an  homble,  if  not  eqaivocal, 
■tation  in  life,— that  ahe  had  Jong.  light  golden  hair,  of 
which  he  naed  to  ahow  a  lock,  as  well  aa  her  picture,  among 
his  fHenda :  and  that  the  venei  hi  hla  «  Hours  of  Idleness," 
entitled  «To  Ifary,  on  receiving  her  ^ctore.*  were  ad- 
^        ^  to  her. 


*  *  *  fnend.  I  believe  in  general  they  have 
been  favourably  received,  and  surely  the  age  of  their 
author  will  preclude  severe  criticism.  The  adventures 
of  my  life  from  sixteen  to  nineteen,  and  the  dissipa- 
tion into  which  I  have  been  thrown  in  London,  have 
given  a  voluptuous  tint  to  my  ideas ;  but  the  occasioDS 
which  called  forth  my  muse  could  hardly  admit  any 
other  cok>uring.  This  volume  is  vmslfy  correct  and 
miraculously  chaste.  Apropos,  talking  of  love,  *  * 
^  If  you  can  find  leisure  lo  answer  this  fiurago  of 
unconnected  nonsense,  you  need  not  doubt  what 
gratification  will  accrue  from  your  reply  to  yours 
ever,  fee." 

To  his  schoolfdbw  Mr  William  Bankes,  who  had 
met  casuaUy  with  a  copy  of  the  work,  and  wrote  him 
a  letter,  conveying  his  opinion  of  it,  be  returned  tlie 
foQowing  answer : 

LETTER  X. 

TO  MR  WILLIAM  BAITKBS. 

«  SoothweU,  March  6. 1807. 
**DBAR  BANKR8, 

**  Your  critique  is  valuable  for  many  reasons :  in 
the  first  pkoe,  it  is  the  only  one  in  which  flattery 
has  borne  so  dight  a  part ;  in  the  next,  I  am  cloyed 
with  insipid  compliments.  I  have  a  better  opinion  of 
your  judgment  and  ability  than  joui  feelings.  Accept 
my  most  sincere  thanks  for  your  kind  decision,  not 
less  welcome,  because  totally  unexpected.  With 
regard  to  a  more  exact  estimate,  I  need  not  remind 
you  how  few  of  the  best  poems  in  our  language  will 
stand  the  test  of  mimUe  or  verbal  criticism  :  it  can 
therefore  hardly  be  expected  the  effusions  of  a  boy 
(and  most  of  these  pieces  have  been  produced  at  an 
eariy  period)  can  derive  much  merit  either  fipom  the 
subject  or  composition.  Many  of  them  were  written 
under  great  depression  of  spirits,  and  during  severe 
indiqiosition ; — hence  the  gloomy  turn  of  the  ideas. 
We  coincide  in  (pinion  that  the  *  poesies  troHques  ' 
are  the  most  exceptionable ;  they  were,  however, 
grateful  to  the  deities  on  whose  altars  they  were 
offered — more  I  seek  not.  j 

**The  portrait  of  Pomposus  waa  drawn  at  Harrow, 
after  a  Umg  sitting;  this  accounts  for  the  resemblance, 
or  rather  the  oaricaiura.  He  is  your  fnend,  he  never 
tvas  mme— for  both  our  sakes  I  shall  be  silent  on  this 
head.  The  collegiate  rhymes  are  not  personal— one 
of  the  notes  may  appear  so,*but'could  not  be  omitted. 
I  have  little  doubt  they  will  be  deservedly  abused — a 
just  pumshment  for  my  unfilial  treatment  of  so 
excellent  an  Alma  Mater.  I  sent  you  no  copy,  leat  we 
should  be  placed  in  the  situation  of  OH  Bias  and  the 
v4rrA6uAop  of  Grenada :  though  running  some  ha- 
zard from  the  experiment,  I  wbhed  your  verdict  to 
be  unbiassed.  Had  my  *  Libellus'  been  presented 
previous  to  your  letter,  it  would  have  i^ipeared  a 
species  of  bribe  to  purchase  compliment.  I  feel  no 
hesitation  m  saying,  I  waa  more  anxious  to  hear  your 
critique,  however  severe,  than  the  praises  of  the 
millhn.  On  the  same  day  I  was  honoured  with  the 
encomiums  of  Mackensie,  the  celebrated  author  of 
the  *  Man  of  Feeling.'  Whether  his  approbation  or 
yours  elated  me  most,  I  cannot  decide. 

^  You  win  receive  my  Juvenilia, — at  least  aD  yet 
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owpobiUied.  I  haYe  a  large  Tolitme  in  mamucript, 
wUcfc  maj  in  part  appear  hereafter ;  at  present  I  hare 
time  nor  inclination  to  prepare  it  for  the 
In  the  spring  I  shall  return  to  Trinity,  to 
b  mj  rooms,  and  bid  you  a  final  adieu.  The 
Ctaa  win  not  be  much  increased  by  my  tears  on  the 
•eomoa.  Year  further  remarks,  howerer  causiio  or 
hitter  to  a  palate  Titiated  with  the  notets  oiaduitUumf 
«a  be  of  serrice.  Johnson  has  shown  us  that  no 
p9tky  m  perfect;  but  to  correct  mme  would  be  an 
H0c^eai&  laboor.  In  fact  I  ncTer  looked  beyond  the 
mtmoA  of  composition,  and  published  merely  at  the 
request  of  my  friends.  Notwithstanding  so  much  has 
becB  said  conoeming  the  *  Genus  irritabile  vatum,' 
«e  "iMin  neyerquanel  on  the  subject— poetic  fame  is 
by  an Kcam  the 'acme' of  my  wishes.  Adieu. 
**  Yours  erer, 

Byron.'' 

TUb  letter  was  followed  by  another,  on  the  same 
nbfect,  to  Mr  Bankes,  of  which,  unluckily,  only  the 
lawfTrd  fragnkent  remains : — 

•  For  my  own  part,  I  have  suffered  sererely  in  the 
^ccaae  of  my  two  greatest  friends,  the  only  beings  I 
ever  lored  (females  excepted) ;  I  am  therefore  a  soli- 
tuy  npiwial,  miserable  enough,  and  so  perfectly  a 
coizen  of  the  world,  that  whether  I  pass  my  days  in 
Great  Britain  or  Kamschatka,  is  to  me  a  matter  of 
pofect  indifference.  I  cannot  evince  greater  respect 
far  your  alteration  than  by  immediately  adopting  it — 
ritk  Aall  be  done  in  the  next  edition.  I  am  sorry 
jrwr  remarks  are  not  more  frequent,  as  I  am  certain 
they  would  be  equally  beneficial.  Smce  my  last,  I 
k&ve  received  two  critical  opinions  from  Ediiiburgh, 
both  too  iattering  for  me  to  detail.  One  is  from 
Lord  Woodhousclee,  at  the  head  of  the  Scotch 
Eierala,  and  a  most  voUtminout  writer  (his  last  work 
a  a  lie  of  Lord  Katmes) ;  the  other  (irom  Mackenzie, 
who  g>«i  hxi  decision  a  second  time,  more  at  length. 
I  an  not  persooaDy  acquainted  with  either  of  these 
gealfeaien,  nor  ever  requested  their  sentiments  on 
the  fobied :  their  praise  is  voluntary,  and  trans- 
mitled  through  the  medium  of  a  friend,  at  whose 
house  they  resd  the  productions. 

"  Coatnry  to  my  former  intention,  I  am  now  pre- 
paruf  a  ^volume  for  the  public  at  large :  my  amatory 
pieces  will  be  exchanged,  and  others  substituted  in. 
their  place.  The  whole  wffl  be  considerably  enlarged, 
sad  appear  the  laUer  end  of  May.  This  is  a  ha- 
Budoos  experiment :  but  want  of  better  employ- 
Meat,  the  encouragement  I  have  met  with,  and  my 
«wa  vanity,  induce  me  to  stand  the  test,  though  not 
wkhaot  sundry  palpitations.  The  book  will  circu- 
kte  &st  enough  in  thii  country,  from  mere  curiosity, 
wkatlprm ^* 

IV;  foOowing  modest  letter  accompanied  a  copy 
wkieh  he  presented  to  Mr  Falkner,  his  mother's 


LETTER   XI. 

TO  MB  FALKNER. 

**  Tbe  Tolume  of  Httlc  pieces  which  accompanies 
•  Here  tbe  imperibct  sheet  ends. 


this,  would  have  been  presented  before,  had  I  not 
been  apprehensive  that  Miss  Falkner's  indisposition 
might  render  such  trifles  unwelcome.  There  are 
some  errors  of  the  printer  which  I  have  not  had  time 
to  correct  in  the  collection :  you  have  it  thus,  with 
'  all  its  imperfecticms  on  its  head,'  a  heavy  weight, 
when  joined  with  the  faults  of  its  author.  Such 
*  Juvenilia,'  as  they  can  claim  no  great  degree  of 
approbation,  I  may  venture  to  hope,  wiU  also  escape 
the  severity  of  uncalled  for,  though  perhaps  no<  un- 
deserved, criticiBm. 

^  They  were  written  on  many  and  various  occa- 
sions, and  are  now  pubUshed  merely  for  the  perusal 
of  a  friendly  circle.  Believe  me,  sir,  if  they  afibrd 
the  slightest  amusement  to  yourself  and  the  rest  of 
my  Joda/*readers,  1  shaD  have  gathered  all  the  bays 
I  ever  wish  to  adora  the  head  of  yours,  very  truly, 

**  Byron. 

**  P.  S.— I  h<^  Miss  F.  is  m  a  state  of  recovery.'' 

Notwithstanding  this  unambitious  declaration  of 
the  young  author,  he  had  that  within  which  wouM 
not  suffer  him  to  rest  so  easily ;  and  the  fame  he  had 
now  reaped  withm  a  limited  oirde  made  him  but 
more  eager  to  try  his  chance  on  a  wider  fieU.  The 
hundi-ed  copies  oif  which  this  editiontoonsisted  were 
hardly  out  of  his  hands,  when  with  fresh  activity  he 
went  to  press  again,— and  his  first  published  volume, 
**  The  Hours  of  Idleness,''  made  its  appearance. 
Some  new  pieces  which  he  had  written  in  the  interim 
were  added,  and  no  less  than  twenty  of  those  con- 
tained in  the  former  volume  omitted; — ^fbr  what 
reason  does  not  veiy  clearly  appear,  as  they  are, 
most  of  them,  equal,  if  not  superior,  to  those  re- 
tained. 

In  one  of  the  pieces,  reprinted  in  the  ^  Hours  of 
Idleness,"  there  are  some  alterations  and  additions, 
which,  as  fiar  as  they  may  be  supposed  to  spring  from 
the  known  feelings  of  the  poet  respecting  birth,  arc 
curious.  This  poem,  which  is  entitled  **  Epitaph  on 
a  Friend,"  appears,  from  the  lines  I  am  about  to 
give,  to  have  been,  in  its  original  state,  intended  to 
commemorate  the  death  of  the  same  k>w1y-bom 
youth,  to  whom  some  affectionate  verses,  cited  in  a 
preceding  page,  were  addressed : — 

ThoQKb  low  thy  lot*  ■ince  in  a  cottage  bom, 

No  titles  did  thy  hnmble  name  adorn; 

To  me.  flu-  dearer  was  thy  artless  love 

Than  all  tbe  Joys  wealth,  fluue,  and  friends  eould  prove. 

But,  in  the  altered  form  of  the  epitaph,  not  only 
this  passage,  but  every  other  containing  an  allusion 
to  the  low  rank  of  his  young  companion,  is  omitted ; 
while,  in  the  added  parts,  the  introduction  of  such 
language  as 

What,  though  thy  sire  lament  his  fkiUng  Une, 

seems  calculated  to  give  an  idea  of  the  youth's 
station  in  life,  wholly  different  from  that  whicA  the 
whole  tenor  of  the  original  epitaph  warrants.  The 
other  poem,  too,  which  I  have  mentioned,  addressed 
evidently  to  the  same  boy,  and  speaking  in  similar 
terras,  of  the  "  lowness"  of  his  "  lot,"  is,  in  the 
"  Hours  of  Idleness,"  altogether  omitted.  Tliat  he 
grew  more  conscious  of  his  high  station,  as  he  ap- 
proached to  manhood,  is  not  improbable,  and  this 
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wish  to  tink  his  earfy  firiendthip  with  the  yomig 
oottafer  may  have  been  a  result  of  that  feeUng. 

As  his  risits  to  Southwdl  were,  after  this  period, 
but  few  and  transieiit,  I  shall  take  the  present  oppor- 
tunity of  mentioning  such  miscellaneous  particulars 
respecting  his  habits  and  mode  of  life,  while  there, 
asl  hare  been  able  to  collect 

Though  so  remarkably  shy,  wben  he  first  went  io 
SouthweO,  this  reserve,  as  he  grew  more  acquainted 
with  the  young  people  of  the  place,  wore  off;  tiD,  at 
length,  he  became  a  frequenter  of  their  assemblies 
and  dinner-parties,  and  even  felt  mortified  if  he  heard 
of  a  rout  to  which  he  was  not  invited.  His  horror, 
however,  at  new  foces  still  continued;  and  if,  while 
at  Mrs  Pigot's,  he  saw  strangers  approaching  the 
house,  he  would  instantly  jump  out  of  the  window 
to  avoid  them.  This  natural  shyness  concurred  with 
no  small  degree  of  pride  to  keep  him  aloof  from  the 
acquaintance  of  the  gentlemen  in  the  neighbourhood, 
whose  visits,  in  more  than  one  instance,  he  left  un- 
retumed; — some,  under  the  plea  that  their  ladies 
had  not  visited  his  mother,  others,  because  they  had 
neglected  to  pay  him  this  compliment  sooner.  The 
true  reason,  however,  of  the  haughty  distance,  at 
which,  both  now  and  afterwards,  he  stood  apart  from 
his  more  opulent  neighbours,  is  to  be  found  in  his 
mortifying  conMiousness  of  the  inadequacy  of  his 
own  means  to  his  rank,  and  the  proud  dread  of  being 
made  to  feel  this  inferiority  by  persons  to  whom,  in 
every  other  respect,  he  knew  himself  superior.  His 
friend  Mr  Becher  frequently  expostulated  with  him 
on  this  unsociableness ;  and  to  his  remonstrances,  on 
one  occasi(»,  LcMtl  Byron  returned  a  poetical  answer, 
so  remarkably  prefiguring  the  splendid  bunt,  with 
which  hii  own  volcanic  genius  opened  upon  the 
world,  that,  as  the  volume  containing  the  verses  is 
in  very  few  hands,  I  cannot  resist  the  t^nptation  of 
giving  a  few  extracts  here : 


Desr  B«cher,  you  (ell  me  to  mix  witb  ii 

I  cannot  deny  such  a  precept  is  wite ; 
Bat  retirement  accords  with  the  tone  of  my  mind. 

And  I  will  not  descend  to  a  world  I  despise. 

Did  the  Senate  or  Camp  my  exertions  reqnire. 
Ambition  might  prompt  me  at  once  to  go  forth ; 

And.  when  inftincy's  years  of  probation  expire. 
Perchance,  I  nuy  strive  to  distinguish  my  birth. 

Thejhre,  in  tk«  cavern  qf^tna  eoneeal'd, 
StiUmanties  unseen  in  U$  secret  recess  ;— 

At  length,  in  a  volume  terrific  reveatd. 
No  torrent  can  quench  it,  no  bounds  can  repreu. 

Oh  thus,  the  desire  in  mff  bosom  for  fame 
Bids  me  live  but  to  hope  for  Posterity's  pretise; 

Could  I  soar,  vith  the  Phoenix,  on  pinions  of  fUxm», 
With  him  I  would  wish  to  expire  in  the  blaze. 

For  the  life  of  a  Fox,  of  a  Chatham  the  death, 
What  censure,  what  danger,  what  woe  would  I  brave  1 

Their  lires  did  not  end  when  they  yielded  their  breath,— 
Their  glory  iUnmioes  the  gloom  of  the  grare  ! 

In  his  hours  of  rising  and  retiring  to  rest  he  was, 
like  his  mother,  always  very  late;  and  this  habit  he 
never  altered  during  the  remainder  of  his  life.  The 
night,  too,  was  at  this  period,  as  it  continued  after- 
wards, his  fevourite  time  for  composition ;  and  his 
first  visit  in  the  morning  was  generally  paid  to  the 
fair  friend  who  acted  as  his  amanuensis,  and  to  whom 
he  than  gave  whatever  new  prochicts  of  his  brain  the 
precediig  night  might  have  inspired.    His  next  visit 


wa»  usuaDy  to  his  friend  Mr  Becker's,  and  Iron 
thence  to  one  or  two  other  houses  oa  the  Green, 
after  which  the  rest  of  the  day  was  devoted  to  his 
Cftvourite  exercises.  The  evenings  he  usually  passed 
with  the  same  fenuty  among  whom  he  beg^  his 
morning,  either  m  conversation,  or  in  hearing  Miss 
Pigot  play  upon  the  piano-forte,  and  singing  over 
with  her  a  certain  set  of  songs  which  he  admired,* 
among  which  the  **  Maid  of  Lodi"  (with  the  words, 
^My  heart  with  k>ve  is  beating^),  and  **  When  Time, 
vrho  steals  our  years  away,**  were,  it  seems,  his  par- 
ticular favourites.  He  appears,  indeed,  to  have, 
even  thus  eariy,  shown  a  decided  taste  for  that  sort 
of  regular  routine  of  life, — ^bringing  round  the  same 
occupations  at  the  same  stated  periods,— which  fbimed 
so  much  the  system  of  his  existence  during  the  greater 
part  of  his  residence  abroad. 

Tliose  exercises,  to  which  he  flew  for  distraction 
in  less  happy  days,  formed  his  enjoyment  now ;  and 
between  swimming,  sparring,  firing  at  a  nttjk,  and 
riding,t  the  greater  part  of  his  time  was  passed.  In 
the  last  of  these  accomplishments  he  was  1^  no  means 
very  expert.  As  an  instance  of  his  little  knowledge 
of  horses,  it  is  told,  that,  seeing  a  pair  one  day  pass 
his  window,  he  exclaimed,  ^  What  beautiful  horses ! 
I  should  like  to  buy  them.'' — **  Why,  they  are  your 
own,  my  lord,''  said  his  servant.  Those  who  knew 
him,  indeed,  at  that  period,  were  rather  surprised, 
m  after-life^  to  hear  so  much  of  his  riding ; — and  the 
truth  is,  I  am  inclined  to  think,  that  he  was  at  no 
time  a  veiy  adroit  horseman. 

In  swimming  and  diving,  we  have  already  seen  by 
his  own  accounts,  he  excelled  ;  and  a  lady  in 
Southwell,  among  other  precious  relics  of  him, 
possesses  a  thimble  which  he  borrowed  of  her  one 
morning,  when  on  his  way  to  bathe  in  the  Greet,  and 
which,  as  was  testified  by  her  brother  who  accom- 
panied him,  he  brought  up  three  times  successive^ 
from  the  bottom  oi  the  river.  His  practice  of  firing 
at  a  mark  was  the  occasion,  once,  of  some  alarm  to  a 
veiy  beautiful  young  person.  Miss  H.,— one  of  that 
numerous  list  of  fiadr  oaen,  by  whom  his  imagination 
was  dazzled  while  at  SouthweD.  A  poem  relating 
to  this  occurrence,  which  may  be  found  in  his  un- 
published volume,  is  thus  introduced  :— ^'As  the 
author  was  discharging  his  pistc^  in  a  garden,  two 
kidies,  passing  near  the  spot,  were  alarmed  by  the 
sound  of  a  bullet  hissing  near  them,  to  one  of  whom 
the  following  stanzas  were  addressed  the  next 
morning.'' 

Such  a  passion,  indeed,  had  he  for  arms  of  every 
description,  that  there  generally  lay  a  small  sword  by 
the  side  of  his  bed,  with  which  he  used  to  amuse 
himself,  as  he  lay  awake  in  the  morning,  by  thrusting 
it  through  his  bed-hangings.    The  person  who  pur- 


*  Though  always  fond  of  music,  he  had  very  little  skill 
in  the  performance  of  it.  *It  is  rery  odd,*  he  said,  one 
day,  to  this  lady  r—*  I  sing  much  better  to  yoor  ptayiug 
than  to  any  one  else's.*—*  That  is,"  she  answered,  *  because 
I  play  to  your  singing.*— In  which  few  words,  by  the  way. 
the  whole  secret  of  a  skilftal  accorapanier  lies. 

i  Cricketing,  too,  was  one  of  bis  most  iavourite  sports. 
and  it  was  wonderAil,  considering  his  lameness,  with  what 

speed  he  could  run.   "Lord  Byron  (says  Miss .  in  a 

letter  to  her.  brother,  fktMD  Southwell)  is  just  gone  past  tbe 
window  with  his  bat  on  his  shoulder  to  cricket,  whSch  be 
is  as  fond  of  as  ever.* 
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thk  bed  At  tlie  nle  of  Mis  Qyroii's  furmtOK, 
mhariemonl  to  NewsteBd,  gave  out— with  a  view 
tf  itterfcing  a  ■trooger  interest  to  the  holes  in  the 
iMlsias  thill  they  were  pierced  by  the  aame  sword 
mA  which  the  old  h>rd  had  kiBed  Mr  Chaworth,  and 
sMcb  his  dpsrrndant  always  kept  as  a  memorial  by 
hm  tiwlsiiie  Soch  b  the  ready  process  by  which 
ietioH  is  ofiteii  engrafted  upon  &ot ;— the,  sword  m 
tlTfltion  being  a  most  innocent  and  bloodlen  weapon, 
yAiA  Lord  Qyron,  during  his  Tiaits  at  Southwell, 
wed  to  borrow  of  one  of  his  neighboura. 

fbrdogs  another fimcy  which  aocom- 
him  through  life — may  be  judged  from  the 
already  giren,  in  the  account  of  his  expedi- 
doB  to  UaiTowgate.  Of  his  &TOurite  dog.  Boatswain, 
vhom  he  has  immortalized  in  Terse,  and  by  whose 
■de  it  was  once  his  solemn  purpose  to  be  buried, 
MBW  traiiB  are  told  indicatire,  not  only  of  intelligence, 
bat  of  a  generosity  of  spirit,  which  might  well  win 
far  him  tbe  affections  of  such  a  master  as  Byron. 
Oae  of  these  I  shall  endeavour  to  relate  as  neariy  as 
it  was  UM  to  me.  Mrs  Qyron  had  a  fox- 
Gi^f  with  whom  her  son's  dog, 
was  perpetually  at  war,*  taking  erery 
of  attacking  and  wonying  him  so  viokotly , 
Teiy  much  apprehended  he  would  kiD  the 
Mrs  Blyroii,  therefore,  sent  off  her  terrier  to 
stcsaat  at  Newstead,  and  on  the  departure  of  Lord 
Brraa  far  Cambridge,  his  "  friend**  Boatswain,  with 
two  ether  dogs,  was  intrusted  to  the  care  of  a 
senaat  tiD  his  return.  One  morning  the  servant  was 
■adi  alansed  by  the  dasappearaace  of  Boatswain^ 
asd  throttgbo>iit  the  whole  of  the  day  he  could  hear 
as  lidmgs  of  bim.  At  bst,  towards  evening,  the 
rtny  dog  arrived,  aocompanied  by  Gilpin,  whom  he 
fed  iaiBaediatelj  to  the  kitchen  fire,  licking  him  and 
kfiihing  upon  him  every  possible  demonstration  of 
jsy.  The  £sct  was,  he  had  been  all  the  way  to 
Nfwslcad  to  letch  him,  and  having  now  established 
his  fnnser  fioe  mder  the  roof  once  more,  agreed  so 
perfectly  wdL  with  him  ever  after,  that  he  even 
protected  him  against  the  msults  of  oUier  dogs  (a  task 
which theqaatrdsomenessof  the  little  terrier  rendered 
BO  SBseeme),  aod,  if  he  but  heard  Gilpin's  voice  in 
ilisliisa,  w«dd  (ly  instantly  to  his  rescue. 

la  adrfifaow  Id  the  natural  tendency  to  supentitioo, 
which  ii  moaOy  found  connected  with  the  poetical 
Lord  Qyron  had  also  the  example  and 
of  his  mother,  acting  upon  him  frum  infiuK^, 
to  give  his  mind  this  tinge.  Her  implicit  belief  in  the 
waaden  of  seeond  sight,  and  the  strange  tales  she 
told  of  this  mysterious  fikculty*  used  to  astonish  aota 
Bide  her  sober  En^idi  friends ;  and  it  wiD  be  seen, 
Ihst,  at  so  kite  a  period  as  the  death  of  his  friend 
Shcfley ,  the  idea  of  fetdies  and  forewaniings,  im- 
pwssid  open  him  by  his  mother,  had  not  wholly  lost 
poasessioB  of  the  poet's  mind.  As  an  instance  of  a 
■OR  playful  sort  of  superstition,  I  may  be  allowed 
to  BMiifian  a  dight  drcumstaace  told  me  of  him  by 
aae  of  hiaSoolhwell  friends.    This  kdy  had  a  hurge 

•  la  mm  of  Was *fl  letters,  the  tMawing  notiee  of 

Ikmt  tmmam  ieods  occnrs:— "Boatswain  has  had  motber 
h^ile  vitli  Tippoo  at  the  Hooae  of  Correction,  and  came 
Beror.  I^ordB.iiroagfatBo'Ben  to  our  window  this 
;,  when  Oilpia,  who  is  alanott  always  here,  got  into 
AuywithhhB.* 


agate  bead,  with  a  wire  through  it,  which  had  been 
taken  out  of  a  banrow,  and  lay  always  in  her  work- 
box.  Lord  BjToa  aaking,  one  di^,  what  it  was,  she 
told  him  diat  it  had  beoi  given  her  as  an  amulet, 
and  the  charm  was,  that,  as  long  as  ^e  had'  this 
bead  in  her  possession,  she  should  never  be  in  lore. 
**  Then  give  it  to  me,"  he  cried  eagerly,  **  for  that^s 
just  the  thing  I  want."  The  young  lady  refused  ;— 
but  it  ifas  not  kmg  before  the  bead  disappeared.  She 
taxed  him  with  the  theft,  and  he  owned  it;  but  said 
she  never  should  see  her  amulet  again. 

Of  his  charity  and  kind-heartedness  he  left  behind 
him  at  Southwell— as,  indeed,  at  eveiy  place  through- 
out life,  where  he  resided  any  time— the  most  cordial 
recoDeotkais.     '*  He  never,"  says  a  person,  who 
knew  him  intimately  at  this  period,  '*  met  with  ob- 
jects of  diitreas,  without  affording  them  succour." 
Among  many  little  traits  of  this  nature  which  his 
friends  ddight  to  tdl,  I  select  the  foDowing,— less  as 
a  proof  of  his  generosity,  than  from  the  mterest  which 
the  simple  mddent  itodf,  as  connected  with  the  name 
of  Byron,  presents.    Whfle  yet  a  schoolboy  he  hap- 
pened to  be  in  a  booksdler's  shop  at  Southwell,  when 
a  poor  woman  came  m  to  purchase  a  Bible.    The 
price,  she  was  told,  by  the  shopman,  was  eight  shil- 
lings.   '*  Ah,  deer  Sir,**  she  exclaimed,  **  I  cannot 
pay  such  a  price;— I  «lid  not  think  it  would  cost  half 
the  UMHiey."    The  woman  was  then,  with  a  fook  of 
disappomtment,  going  away, — ^when  young  Byron 
called  her  back,  and  made  her  a  present  of.the  Bible. 
In  lus  attention  to  his  person  and  dress,  to  the  be- 
coming arrangement  of  his  hair,  and  to  whatever 
might  beat  show  off  the  beauty  with  which  nature 
had  gifted  him,  he  manifested,  even  thus  eariy,  his 
anxiety  to  make  himself  pleasing  to  that  sex,  who 
were,  from  first  to  hut,  the  ruling  stars  of  his  destiny. 
The  fear  of  becoming,  what  he  was  naturaUy  inclined 
to  be,  enormously  &t,  had  induced  him,  from  his  first 
entrance  at  Cambridge,  to  adopt,  for  the  purpose  of 
reducing  himself,  a  system  of  riolent  exercise  and 
abstinence,  together  vrith  the  frequent  use  of  warm* 
baths.     But  the  embittering  circumstance  of  his  life, 
— that  which  haunted  him,  like  a  curse,  amidst  the 
buoyancy  of  youth,  and  the  anticipations  of  &me  and 
pleasure,  was,  strange  to  say,  the  trifling  deformity 
of  his  foot.    By  that  one  alight  Uemish  (as  in  his 
mmnents  of  melancholy  he  persuaded  himself)  all  the 
blessings  that  nature  had  showered  upon  hiai  were 
oounterbaknced.    His  reverend  friend,  Mr  Becher, 
finding  him  one  day  unusually  dqected,  endeavoured 
to  cheer  and  rouse  him ,  by  representing,  in  their 
brightest  ookmrs,  all  the  various  advantages  vridi 
which  Protidenoe  had  endowed  him,— and,  among 
die  greatest,  that  of  **  a  mind  which  pUced  him  above 
the  rest  of  mankind."    **  Ah,  my  dear  friend,"  said 
Qyron,  moumfdlly,- '*  if  thu  (kying  hb  hand  on  his 
forehead)  places  me  above  the  rest  of  mankuid,  thai 
(pointing  to  his  foot)  ^kces  me  fu,  far  below  them." 
It  sometimes,  indeed,  seemed  as  if  his  sensitiveness 
on  this  pomt  led  him  to  frmcy  that  he  was  the  only 
person  in  the  worid  afflicted  with  such  an  infirmity. 
When  that  accomplished  scholar  and  traveller,  MrD. 
BaOey,  who  was  at  the  same  school  with  him  at 
Aberdeen,  met  him  afterwards  at  Cambridge,  the 
young  peer  had  then  grown  so  fat  that,  though  ac- 
costed by  him  familiariy  as  his  schoolfellow,  it  was 
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not  till  he  mctiUoiied  his  name  that  Mr  Bailey  oould 
recognize  him.  "  It  is  odd  enough,  too,  that  you 
shoiild'ot  know  me,"  said  Byron—"  I  thought  nature 
had  set  such  a  mark  upon  me,  that  I  could  never  be 
foiigot." 

But,  while  this  defect  was  such  a  source  of  mortiii- 
cation  to  his  spirit,  it  was  also,  in  an  equal  degree, 
per)u4>s,  a  stimulus : — and  more  espedaUy  in  what- 
ever depended  upon  personal  prowess  or  attractiTe- 
ness,  he  seemed  to  feel  himself  piqued  by  this  stigma, 
which  nature,  as  he  thought,  had  set  upon  him,  to 
distiniiuish  himself  aboTe  those  whom  she  had  en- 
dowed with  her  more  ''fiur  proportion."  In  pursuits 
of  gallantly  he  was,  I  have  no  doubt,  a  good  deal  ac- 
tuated by  this  incentive ;  and  the  hope  of  astonishing 
the  world,  at  some  future  period,  as  a  chieftain  and 
hero,  mingled  little  less  with  his  young  dreasM  than 
the  prospe<^  of  a  poet's  glory.  "  I  will,  some  day  or 
other,**  he  used  to  say,  when  a  boy,  **raise  a  troop, 
—the  men  of  which  AaH  be  dressed  in  black,  and 
ride  on  black  horses.  They  shal  be  caOed  *  Qyron's 
Bkicks/  and  you  will  hear  of  their  performing  prodi- 
gies of  valour.*' 

I  have  ahready  adverted  to  the  exceeding  eager- 
ness with  which,  while  at  Harrow,  he  devoured  all 
sort*  of  learning,— excepting  only  that  which,  by  the 
regimen  of  the  school,  was  prescribed  for  him.  The 
same  rapid  and  multifarious  course  of  study  he  pur- 
sued during  the  holidays ;  and,  in  order  to  deduct  as 
little  as  possible  from  his  hours  of  exercise,  he  had 
given  himself  the  habit,  while  at  home,  of  readmg  all 
dinner-time.*  In  a  mind  so  versatile  as  his,  eveiy 
novehy,  whether  serious  or  light,  whether  lofty  or 
ludicrous,  found  a  welcome  and  an  echo ;  and  I  can 
easily  cunceive  the  glee — as  a  friend  of  his  once  de- 
scribed it  to  me-  with  which  he  brought  to  her,  one 
evening,  a  copy  of  Mother  Goose's  l^les,  which  he 
had  bought  from  a  hawker  that  morning,  and  read, 
for  the  first  time,  while  he  dined. 

I  shall  now  give,  from  a  memorandum-book  begun 
by  him  this  year,  the  account,  as  I  find  it  hastily  and 
promiscuously  scribbled  out,  of  all  the  books  in  va- 
rious departments  of  knowledge,  which  he  had  already 
perused,  at  a  period  of  life  when  few  of  his  sdiool- 
feUows  had  yet  travelled  beyond  their  longt  and 
thorU.  The  Est  is,  unquestionably,  a  remarkable 
one;— and  when  we  recollect  that  the  reader  of  all 
these  volumes  vras,  at  the  same  time,  the  possessor 
of  a  most  retentive  memory,  it  may  be  doubted 
whether,  ammig  what  are  called  the  r^^lariy  edu- 
cated, the  contmders  for  scholastic  honours  and 
prizes,  there  could  be  found  a  single  one  who,  at  the 
same  age,  has  possessed  any  thing  like  the  same  stock 
of  useful  knowledge. 

"  LIST  OP  mSTOSIOAL  WRrfKRS  WH08B  WORKS  I 
HATE  PBRU8BD  IN  DIFFERENT  LANOUAOB8. 

**  History  of  EnghntL-^Hume,  Rapm,  Henry, 
SmoUet,  Tindal,  Belsham,  Bisset,  Adolphus.  Holiu- 
shed,  Froissarfs  Chronicles  (belonging  proper^  to 
France). 

"  ^//ani.— Buchanan,  Hector  Boethius,  both  in 
the  Latin. 

•  •  It  was  the  custom  of  Bnrns,*  njt  Mr  LocUiart,  in 
Us  Lift  0/  that  poet, « to  read  at  Uble.» 


"^  ^rimif.-Gofdon. 

^  iloiM.— Hooke,  Decline  and  Fall  by  Gibbon, 
Ancient  History  by  RoUin  (including  an  account  of 
the  Okithaginians,  &c.),  besides  Livy,  Taoitas,  Eu- 
tropius,  Cornelius  N^kw,  Jufius  Caesar,  Arrian, 
Sallust. 

"  Oreece^ — Mitibrd's  Greece,  Lelaad's  Philip, 
Plutarch,  Potter's  Antiquities,  XenoirfMii,  Thocy- 
dkies,  Herodotus. 

^  France. — ^Meaeray,  Voltaire. 

^  Spain, — ^I  chiefly  derived  my  knowksdge  of  old 
Spanish  History  from  a  book,  called  the  Atlas,  now 
obsolete.  The  modem  history,  from  die  intrigoet  of 
Alberoni  down  to  the  Prince  of  Peace,  I  learned  from 
its  connexion  with  European  politics. 

**  PorUtgnL — From  Vertot;  as  also  his  aoommt  of 
the  Siege  of  Rhodes, — though  the  kst  is  his  own  in- 
vention, the  real  fiicts  being  totally  difierent. — So 
much  for  his  Knights  of  Malta. 

"*  Turkey.^l  have  read  KnoUes,  Sir  Paul  Rycaul, 
and  Prince  Cantemir^  besides  a  more  modern  history, 
anonymous.  Of  the  Ottoman  History  I  know  every 
event,  from  Tangrak)pi,  and  aftenrards  Othnaa  I. 
to  the  peace  of  Passarowitz,  in  1718,— the  battle  of 
Cutzka,  in  1739,  and  the  treaty  betvreen  Russia  and 
Turkey  in  1790. 

"*  AuMia.— Tooke's  life  of  Catherine  IL,  Vol- 
taire's  Czar  Peter. 

"*  Sweden.— 'yoludn'u  Charles  XH.,  also  Nor- 
berg's  Charles  XU.— in  my  opinion  the  best  of  the 
two.— A  trandation  of  Schiller's  Thirty  Years'  War, 
which  contains  the  exploits  of  Gustavus  Adolphus, 
besides  Harte's  Life  of  the  same  Prince.  I  have 
somewhere,  too,  read  an  account  of  Gustavus  Vaaa, 
the  deliverer  of  Sweden^  but  do  not  remember  the 
author's  name. 

**  iVuMio.— I  have  teen,  at  least,  tweoty  Loves  of 
Frederick  IL,  the  only  prince  vrorth  recording  in 
Prussian  annals.  Gillies,  His  own  Works,  and  Tfaie- 
bault,— none  very  amusing.  The  last  is  paltiy,  but 
circumstantial. 

**  DmmaHt  I  know  little  of.  Of  Norway  I  under- 
stand the  natural  history,  but  not  the  chrowriogioal. 

**  Germany.— I  have  read  kmg  histories  of  die 
house  of  Suabia,  Wenceslaus,  and,  at  length,  Ro- 
dolph  of  Hapsburgh  and  his  Ikkk-Upped  Austrian 


"  Sm(9erhnd.^Ah  I  Wflhun  Tell,  and  die  battle 
of  Morgarten,  vrhere  Burgundy  vras  slain. 

'*  //o^f.—Davila,  Guicciardini,  the  Goelphs  and 
Ghibellines,  the  battle  of  Pavia,  MassanieSo,  tlw  re- 
volutions of  Naples,  &c.  &c. 

'*  Hindoetan. — Orme  and  Cambridge. 

"America. — Robertson,  Andrews' American  War. 

"  ./4/nca.— Merely  from  Travels,  as  Mungo  Park, 
Bruce. 

**  BIOGRAPHY. 

**  Robertson's  Charles  V.— Oesar,  Sallust  (Catfline 
and  Jugurtba),  lives  of  Marlborough  and  Eugene, 
Tekeli,  Bonnard,  Buonaparte,  all  the  British  Poets, 
both  by  Johnson  and  Anderson,  Rousseau's  Confes- 
sions, Life  of  CromweU,  British  Plutarch,  British  Ne- 
pos,  Campbcll*s  Lives  of  the  Admirals,  Charies  XU. , 
Czar  Peter,  Catherine  U.,  Henry  Lord  Kaimes, 
Marmontel,  Teignmouth*s  Sir  William  Jones,  Lifo 
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cf  NewtoD,  Bdmke^  wilh   thousaiids  nol  to  be 


"L4W. 

Montesquieu. 


'P^kj,  Locke,  Bnoon,  Hume,  Berkeley,  Dmm- 
■d,  BoOtie,  and  Bofingbroke.    Hobbe  I  detest. 


*8limbo,  CdkiioB,  Adans,  Pinkerton,  and  Gutb- 


■  Al  the  British  Cfawsics,  as  before  detailed,  with 
aoat  of  the  firiiig  poets,  Scott,  Southey,  &c.— Some 
PkiBEh  Bi  die  origiBal,  of  wbich  the  Cid  is  my 
fcTovite. — Little  Itafiaa— Greek  and  Latin  without 
■smbcr; — these  last  I  shall  gire  up  in  future.— I 
kB««  tnnaiated  a  good  deal  from  both  languages, 
me  as  weB  as  prose. 

''ELOQUBITCB. 

**  Demoathenes,    Cicero,    Quintilian,    Sheridan, 
^■itiB's  Chinjoomia,  and  Parliamentary  Debates, 
SB  the  Rerolotioa  to  the  year  1743. 


"Bbir,  Pwleus,  TOlotson,  Hooker,— all  Tery 
tiicBoaK.  I  abhor  books  of  religion,  though  I  reve- 
i»ee  aad  lore  my  God,  without  the  blasphemous 
of  sectaries,  or  belief  in  their  absurd  and 
mysteries,  and  Tbidy-mne  Ar- 
tkfaa. 

*<  mSCELLAMIBS. 

■^SpedAtor,  Rambler,  World,  &c.  &o.— Novels 
by  Ihe  thousaad. 

"Al  the  books  here  enumerated  I  have  taken 
down  fitoai  meoiory.  I  recollect  reading  them,  and 
CSS  qaoCe  passages  from  any  mentioned.  I  have,  of 
essne,  ooaitted  sereral  ia  my  catalogue;  but  the 
gnaierpart  of  the  above  I  perused  before  the  age  of 
I  left  Harrow  I  have  become  idle  and 
icnbbltng  rhyme  and  making  love  to 
•*B.— Not.  SO,  1807. 

*1  ham  slso  read  (to  my  regret  at  present)  above 
iBor  thoossad  novels,  induding  the  works  of  Cer- 
vaales,  FkUo^,  SmoDet,  Richardson,  Mackenzie, 
Sterne,  Sabekis,  and  Rousseau,  &c.  &c.  The 
book,  in  my  cvpinion,  most  usefiil  to  a  man  who 
niihes  to  acquire  the  reputation  of  benig  well  read, 
with  the  least  trouble,  is  'Burton's  Anatomy  of  Me- 
hatholy,*  the  roost  amusing  and  instructive  medley 
of  qaotations  and  classical  anecdotes  I  ever  perused. 
Bii  a  soperficial  reader  must  take  care,  or  his 
iBirieaeies  wiU  bewflder  him.  If,  however,  he  has 
pstinrr  to  go  through  his  vdumes,  he  will  be  more 
iapiwmd  for  literary  conversation  than  by  the  peru- 
■I  of  any  twenty  other  works  with  which  I  am  ac- 
qoaioted, — at  least  in  ihe  English  language." 

To  this  early  and  extensive  study  of  English  writers 
saay  be  attributed  that  masteiy  over  the  resources  of 
his  own  language,  with  which  Lord  Byron  came  fbr- 
uhcd  into  the  field  of  fiterature,  and  which  enabled 
hsB,  as  fiMt  as  his  youthful  fancies  sprung  up,  to 
dothe  them  writh  a  diction  worthy  of  their  beauty. 
in  general,  the  difficulty  of  young  writers,  at  their 
lies  far  less  in  any  faick  of  thoughts 


or  images,  than  in  that  want  of  a  fitting  organ  to 
give  these  conceptions  vent,  to  which  their  unao- 
qnaintanoe  with  the  great  faistrument  of  the  man  of 
genius,  his  native  language,  dooms  them.  It  wfll  be 
found,  indeed,  that  the  three  roost  remarkable  ex- 
amples of  early  authorship,  which,  in  their  respective 
lines,  the  history  of  literature  aflbrds— Pope,  Con- 
greve,  and  Chatterton — were  all  of  them  persons  self- 
eduesited,^  according  to  their  own  inteOeotoal  wants 
and  tastes,  and  left,  undistracted  by  Ae  vrorse  than 
useless  pedantries  of  the  schools,  to  seek,  in  the  pure 
*'  weO  of  Engfish  undefiled,*  those  treasures  of  which 
they  according^  so  very  eariy  and  intimatebr  pos- 
sessed themselves,  f  To  these  three  instances  may 
now  be  added,  virtually,  that  of  Lord  Byron,  who, 
though  a  disciple  of  the  schools,  was,  iateUectually 
speaking,  in  them,  not  o/them,  and  who,  while  his 
oonumdes  were  prying  ourions^  into  the  graves  of 
dead  hmguages,  betook  himself  to  the  fresh,  livbig 
sources  of  his  own,^  and  from  thence  drew  those 
rich,  varied  stores  of  diction,  vrhich  have  placed  his 
works,  from  the  age  of  two-and-twenty  upwards, 
among  the  most  precious  depositories  of  the  strength 
and  sweetness  of  the  English  language  that  our  whole 
literature  supplies. 

In  the  same  book  that  contains  the  above  record  of 
his  studies,  he  has  written  out,  also  from  memoiy,  a 
*^  List  of  the  different  poets,  dramatio  or  otherwise, 
who  have  distinguished  their  respective  languages  by 
their  productions."  After  enumerating  the  various 
poets,  both  ancient  aad  modem,  of  Europe,  he  thus 
proceeds  with  his  catalogue  through  other  quarters  of 
the  worki  :— 

"  Arabia.— Mahomet,  whose  Koran  contains  most 
sublime  poetical  passages,  far  surpassing  European 
poetiy. 

**  P«ritti.— Perdousi,  author  of  the  Shah  Nameh, 
the  Persian  Iliad,— Sadi,  and  Hafiz,  the  immortal 
Hafiz,  the  oriental  Anacreon.  The  last  is  reverenced 
beyond  any  bard  of  ancient  or  modern  times  by  the 
Persians,  who  resort  to  his  tomb  near  Shiraz,  to  cele- 
brate his  memory.  A  splendid  copy  of  his  works  is 
chained  to  his  mraument. 

**  Americ4L^An  epic  poet  has  already  appeared 
in  that  hemisphere,  Bark>w,  author  of  the  Columbiad, 
— not  to  be  compared  with  the  works  of  more  po- 
lished nations. 

*'  IccUmd,  Denmark,  Norway,  were  fiunous  for 

*  «I  took  to  reading  by  myself."  sayi  Pope,  'for  which  I 
had  a  very  great  eagemew  and  enthusiasm; I  fol- 
lowed erery  where,  as  my  flracy  led  me,  and  was  like  a  boy 
gathering  flowers  in  the  fields  and  woods,  jost  as  they  fell 
in  his  way.  Thrse  Are  or  six  years  I  still  look  upon  as  the 
happiest  part  of  my  life  »  It  appears,  too,  that  he  was  him- 
self aware  of  the  adTsntatres  which  this  free  course  of  stniy 
bnmght  with  H :— *llr  Pope, »  says  Spence, « thought  him- 
self tlie  better,  In  some  respects,  for  not  haTing  had  a 
regular  edacation.  He  (as  he  observed  in  particular)  read 
originally  fbr  the  s^tnse,  whereas  we  are  taught,  for  so 
many  years,  to  read  only  for  words.* 

t  Before  Chatterton  was  twelve  years  old,  he  wrote  a 
catalogue,  in  the  sasM  SMUiner  as  Lord  Byron,  of  the 
books  he  had  already  read,  to  the  number  of  seventy.  Of 
these  the  chleftubjects  were  history  and  divinity. 

X  The  perfect  purity  with  which  the  Greeks  wrote  their 
own  language  was,  with  justice  perhaps,  attributed  by 
themselves  to  their  entire  abatinenee  from  the  study  of  any 
other.  'If  they  became  learned,'  says  Ferguson.  «  it  was 
only  by  stadying  what  they  themselves  had  produced." 
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their  Skakb.  Among  tfaeie  Lodburg  wis  one  «f  tke 
most  diiidngwwhad.  Hii  Death-Song  breathes  fero- 
dous  sentiments,  but  a  gloiious  and  impassioned 
strain  of  poetiy. 

"  HmdotUm  is  undistinguished  bj  any  great  bard, 
—at  least,  the  Sanscrit  is  so  imperfectly  known  to 
Europeans,  we  know  not  what  poetical  relics  may 
exist. 

**  The  Bhmum  Empire.Sett  the  natives  are  pas- 
sionately fond  of  poetiy,  but  their  bards  are  Uft* 
known. 

**  ChinM. — ^I  nerer  heard  of  any  Chinese  poet,  but 
the  Emperor  Kim  Long,  and  his  ode  to  TeM,  What 
a  pity  their  philosopher  GWudus  did  not  write  poetiy, 
with  his  precepts  of  roonJity ! 

**  i4/rictf.— In  Africa  some  of  the  natire  mdodies 
are  pkintiTe^  and  the  words  simple  and  aflfecting ; 
but  whether  their  rude  strains  of  nature  can  be 
classed  with  poetiy,  as  the  songs  of  the  bards,  the 
Skalds  of  Europe,  &c.  &c.  I  know  not. 

^  This  brief  list  of  poets  I  have  written  down  from 
memory,  without  any  book  of  refierence;  conse- 
quently some  errors  may  occur,  but  I  think,  if  any, 
Teiy  trim].  Hie  woiks  of  the  European,  aiid  some 
of  the  Asiatic,  I  haTe  perused,  either  in  the  original 
or  translations.  In  my  listof  En^ish,  I  haTe  merely 
mentioned  the  greatest;— to  enumerate  the  minor 
poets  wouM  be  useless,  as  weO  as  tedious.  Perhaps 
Gray,  Goldsmith,  and  Collins,  migfat  hate  been 
added,  as  worthy  of  mention,  in  a  ootmopoUU  ac- 
count. But  as  for  the  others,  from  Chaucer  down 
to  Churchill,  they  are  '  Tooes  et  prsterea  nihO  ;'— 
sometimes  spoken  of,  rarely  read,  and  never  with 
adTantage.  Chaucer,  notwithstanding  the  praises 
bestowed  on  him,  I  thkk  obscene  and  contemptible ; 
-—he  owes  his  celebrity  merely  to  his  antiqui^, 
which  he  does  not  desenre  so  weO  as  Pierce  Pk)w- 
man,  or  Hiomas  of  Ercildoune.  English  liring  poets 
I  haTe  aToided  mentioning; — ^we  haTe  none  who 
wiU  not  suTTiTe  their  productions.  Taste  is  over 
with  us ;  and  another  centuiy  wiH  sweep  our  empire, 
our  literature,  and  our  name,  frtxn  all  but  a  place  in 
the  annals  of  mankind.  ^  Btron  . 

«'NoTember30,1807.'>  " 

Among  the  papers  of  his  in  my  possession  are 
serend  detached  Poems  (in  all  nearly  six  hundred 
lines),  which  he  wrote  about  this  period,  but  ncTer 
printed — hanng  produced  most  of  them  after  the 
publication  of  his  **  Hours  of  Idleness."  The  greater 
number  of  these  haTe  little,  besides  his  name,  to 
recommend  them :  but  there  are  a  few  that,  from  the 
feelings  and  circumstances  that  gaTO  rise  to  them, 
win,  I  haTe  no  doubt,  be  interesting  to  the  reader. 

When  he  fint  went  to  Newstead,  on  his  arriTal 
from  Aberdeen,  he  pfented,  it  seems,  a  young  oak  in 
some  part  of  the  grounds,  and  had  an  idea  that  as  U 
flouridied  so  should  he.  Some  six  or  seTen  years 
after,  on  reTisiting  the  spot,  he  found  his  oak  choked 
up  by  weeds,  and  afanost  destroyed.  In  this  circum- 
stance, whidi  happened  soon  after  Lord  Grey  de 
Ruthen  left  Newstead,  originated  oog  of  these 
poems,  which  consists  of  Ato  stanzas,  but  of  which 
the  few  opening  lines  will  be  a  sufficient  specimen: — 

Yoenf  Osk,  when  I  ptanted  thee  deep  in  the  gnnnid, 
1  hoped  that  thy  days  would  be  lonier  than  mine ; 


nwt  thy  daifc-wsTtag  hiaaehes  weaM  floorlik  aroand* 
And  ivy  thy  tnmk  wiOi  tts  aantle  eatwiae. 

Booh,  floeh  waa  ny  hope,  when,  la  iafhacy*!  yesrv, 
Ob  the  lead  of  ay  Athen  I  reer^  thee  with  pride ; 

Tlwy  are  peat,  and  I  water  thy  aten  with  mj  teanr-— 
Thy  decay  not  the  weeda  that  somnmd  thee  can  Ude. 

I  left  thee,  my  Oak,  and,  ainee  tiiat  Mai  hoar, 
A  atraager  haa  dwelt  in  the  Hall  of  ny  Stae,»  ate.  ftc. 

The  subject  of  the  Terses  that  foDow  is  sufficiently 
explained  by  the  notice  which  he  has  prefixed  to 
them ;  and,  as  illustratiTe  of  the  romantic  and  al- 
most loTe-lika  feeling  which  he  threw  into  hk  school 
friendships,  they  appeared  to  me,  though  rather 
quamt  and  ekborate,  to  be  worth  preserring. 

**  Some  years  ago,  when  at  it—,  a  friend  of 
the  author  engniTed  on  a  particubur  q>ot  the  names 
of  both,  with  a  few  additional  woids  as  a  memoriaL 
Afterwards,  on  reoeiTing  same  real  or  imagined 
injury,  the  author  destroyed  the  frail  record,  before 

he  left  H .    On  reTisiting  the  place  in  1807,  he 

wrote  under  it  the  following  stanxas : — 

1. 
Here  onoe  encag ed  the  atranffer*a  view 

Yoong  Friendahip'a  record,  aimply  (laoed; 
Few  were  her  worda,— bat  yet  thoogh  tew. 

Resentment's  hand  the  11 


Deeply  aha  cat-4>at,  not  eraaed. 

The  characten  were  atill  ao  plain. 
That  Friendihip  oaoe  retamVl.  and  gaxed,^ 

TiU  Memory  haU*d  the  worda  ssaia. 
3. 
Repentance  jilaced  them  as  before ; 

Forgiveneaa  joined  her  gentle  name ; 
8o  flUr  the  inacriptlon  aeem'd  once  more. 

That  Friendihip  thoofht  it  atill  the  aoaw. 
4. 
Thos  miffht  the  Record  now  hsTe  been; 

Bat,  ah,  in  aplte  of  Hope's  endeaToar, 
Or  Friendahip'a  teara.  Pride  nidi'd  between. 

And  blotted  oat  the  line  Ibr  erer  I 

The  same  romantic  feeling  of  friendship  breathes 
throughout  another  of  these  poems,  in  which  he  has 
taken  for  his  subject  the  ingenious  thought  ^  TAmiti^ 
est  I'Amour  sans  ailes,*'  and  concludes  CTeiy  stanza 
with  the  words  **  Friendship  is  Lotc  without  his 
wings."  Of  the  nine  stanxas  of  which  this  poem 
consists,  the  three  foOowing  appear  the  most  worthy 
of  selection: — 

Why  ahonld  my  anzioas  breast  repine, 

Becanae  my  youth  la  fled  ? 
Daya  of  delight  may  atiU  be  mine, 

Alfoction  if  not  dead. 
In  tracing  back  (he  yean  of  yoath. 
One  firm  record,  one  laating  trath 

Celestial  conaoiation  brings ; 
Bear  it,  ye  breexea,  to  the  seat. 
Where  first  my  heart  responsire  beat,— 

'  Friendahlp  la  Lore  withoot  Ua  wingal  * 
•  **#•• 

Seat  of  my  yoath  t  thy  distant  spire 

Recalls  each  soeae  of  Joy ; 
1^  boaom  glowa  with  fonner  ire,— 

In  mind  again  a  boy. 
Thy  grore  of  elma,  thy  Tordant  faUI, 
Thy  OTory  path  delights  me  stiU, 

Each  flower  a  doable  fragnmee  flings ; 
Again,  as  once,  in  conrerse  iniy. 
Each  dear  associate  seems  to  say 

'  Friendship  la  Lore  withoot  his  wings  I' 

My  Lycast  wlierefore  dost  then  weep  7 
Thy  fclUng  tears  restrain; 
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AActkn  for  A  tisM  B«7  dMp, 

Bat,  oh,  *twill  wake  agafn. 
lUak.  think,  my  friend,  wheniMXi  we  meet. 
Oar  loDs-wiah'd  intercoane,  how  fweet  I 

FroM  this  ny  hope  of  rapture  ipriiigf. 
While  joathfol  hearts  thus  fondly  sweU, 
AhaeBee,  any  friend,  ean  only  tell, 

'  FriemUhip  is  Lore  withoat  his  wings  I' 

Wbctber  the  Tefses  I  am  now  about  to  giTe  are,  in 
!,lbiinded  on  hct,  I  hare  no  accurate  means 
Fond  as  he  was  of  recording  ereiy  par- 
of  his  youth,  such  an  erent,  or  rather  era,  as  is 
hoe  ooBflieiDOfated,  would  have  been,  of  aU  others, 
fhc  kaat  likely  to  poas  unmentkmed  by  him ;--  and 
jet  neither  in  conTefsation  nor  in  any  of  his  writings 
ds  I  lanember  even  an  alhision  to  it.*  On  the  other 
^■d,  m  entirely  was  aH  that  he  wrote,-Hnalung 
dvwnwse  for  the  embeOisfamentB  of  fiyx?,— the  tran- 
iCDpC  of  hii  actual  life  and  feelings,  that  it  is  not  eaqr 
to  wiT^Ti'  a  poem,  so  full  of  natural  tenderness,  to 
hare  been  indebted  for  its  origin  to  imagination  alone. 

TOMTSONi 

1. 
Tbose  Hazen  locks,  thoM  eyes  of  blue, 
Bright  as  thy  mother's  in  their  hue; 
Tkoae  rosy  lips,  whose  dimples  play 
Aad  aaOe  to  steal  the  heart  away, 
Recall  a  scene  of  fonner  joy. 
And  tooch  thy  Cithei's  heart,  my  Boy  t 

2. 
And  thon  canst  lisp  a  Aither^s  name— 
Ah,  William*  were  thine  own  the  same, 
Ko  self-reproadi-bat,  let  me  cease— 
My  care  for  thee  shall  purchase  peaee ; 
1^  iMther^  skade  shall  smUe  in  joy. 
And  pardon  aU  the  past,  my  Boy  I 

3. 
Her  lowly  grare  the  torf  has  prest> 
And  thou  bast  known  a  Strang  ex's  breast. 
Derision  sneers  apon  thy  Urth, 
Andyiekls  thee  scarce  a  name  on  earth : 
Tet  sbaU  not  these  one  hope  destroy,— 
A  FUhcr^  heart  is  thine,  my  Boy  i 

4. 

Why,  let  the  world  unfeeling  frown. 
Most  I  fond  Nature's  claim  disown? 
Ah,  DO-4hoagh  moralists  reprore, 
1  hsil  thee,  dearest  cblM  of  lore, 
fUr  cherob.  pledge  of  y  oath  and  joy— 
AFMher  guards  thy  birth,  my  Boy  f 

Oh,  twin  be  sweet  in  thee  to  trace, 
be  age  has  wrinkled  o'er  my  foce, 

*  The  snly  circamstanoe  I  know,  that  bears  eren  re- 
■stely  on  the  siU^ect  of  this  poem,  is  the  following.  About 
a  TCver  two  before  the  date  aflxed  to  U.  he  wrote  to  his 
■slber.  from  Harrow  (as  I  hare  been  told  by  a  person,  to 
vlwa  Mrs  Byron  herself  communicated  tbe  drcumsUnce), 
ts  wy,  ttat  be  bad  lately  had  a  good  deal  of  uneasiness  on 
«*Tt--*  of  a  yoong  woman,  whom  he  knew  to  have  been  a 
hnmtitm  of  hia  late  friend,  Cunon,  and  who,  finding  her- 
self ^ler  bk  death  in  a  state  of  progress  towards  maternity, 
bai  Aednred  Lord  Byron  was  the  fiither  of  her  child.  This, 
be  wisiiiirlj  aaaored  his  mother,  was  not  the  case;  but, 
Vlhilau.  as  be  did  firmly,  that  tbe  child  belonged  to  Cur- 
aan,  it  wm  bis  wish  ttet  it  should  be  brought  up  with  all 
y..— aA.  cere,  and  he  therefore  entreated  that  his  mother 
waald  tere  tbe  kindness  to  take  charge  of  it.  Though  such 
areoMst  migbt  well  (as  my  informant  expresses  it)  hare 
fciWBtiiiw^id  a  temper  more  mild  than  Mrs  Brron's,  she 
Mtwbtetanding  answered  her  son  in  the  kindest  terms, 
saying  that  she  would  willingly  recejre  tbe  child  as  soon  as 
it  WW  bom,  and  bring  it  up  in  wbaterer  manner  he  desired. 
Happily, howerer,  the  infont  died  almost  immediately. and 
I  «M  thna  spared  the  being  a  tax  on  the  good-nature  of  any 


Ere  half  my  glass  of  lift  is  ran. 
At  once  a  brother  and  a  son ; 
And  all  my  wane  of  years  employ 
Injustice  done  to  thee,  my  Boy ! 

6. 
Although  so  young  thj  heedless  sire. 
Youth  will  not  damp  parental  fire ; 
And,  wert  thou  stUl  less  dear  to  me. 
While  Helen's  form  rerires  in  thee. 
The  breast,  which  beat  to  former  joy, 
Wm  ne'er  desert  its  pledge,  my  Boy  I 

B"  ■  -t  18w.* 

But  the  most  remaritable  of  these  poems  is  one  of 
a  date  prior  to  any  I,  hare  given,  being  written  in 
December,  1806,  when  he  was  not  yet  nineteen  years 
old.  It  contains,  as  will  be  seen,  his  religious  creed 
at  that  period,  and  shows  how  early  the  struggle 
between  natural  piety  and  doubt  began  in  his  mind. 

THE  PRAYER  OF  NATURE. 

Fhther  of  Light !  great  Ood  of  Heaven  i 

Hear'st  thou  the  accento  of  despair  7 
Can  guilt  like  man's  be  e'er  forgiven  ? 

Can  yice  atone  for  crimes  by  prayer  ? 
Father  of  Light,  on  thee  I  call! 

Thousee'st  my  soul  is  dark  within: 
Thou  who  canst  mark  the  sparrow's  foU, 

Arert  tnm  me  the  death  of  sin. 
No  shrine  I  seek,  to  sects  unknown; 

Oh  point  to  me  the  path  of  truth  1 
Thy  dread  onmipotence  I  own ; 

Spare,  yet  amend,  the  foulta  of  youth. 
Let  bigots  rear  a  gloomy  Ane, 

Let  superstition  hail  the  pile. 
Let  priests,  to  spread  their  sable  reign, 

With  tales  of  mystic  rites  beguile. 
Shall  man  confine  his  Maker's  sway 

To  Gothic  domes  of  mouldering  stone  7 
Thy  temple  is  the  foce  of  day ; 

Earth,  ocean,  heaven,  thy  boundless  throne. 
Shall  man  condemn  his  race  to  hell 

Unless  they  bend  in  pompous  form ; 
Tell  us  that  all,  for  one  who  fell,  , 

Must  perish  in  the  mingling  storm  7 
Shall  each  pretend  to  reach  the  skies. 

Yet  doom  his  brother  to  expire. 
Whose  soul  a  dilTerent  hope  supplies, 

Or  doctrines  less  severe  inspire  7 
Shall  these,  by  creeds  they  can't  expound. 

Prepare  a  foncied  bliss  or  woe  7 
Shall  reputes,  groveling  on  the  ground. 

Their  great  Creator's  purpose  know  7 
Shall  those,  who  live  for  self  alone. 

Whose  years  float  on  In  daily  crime- 
Shall  they  by  Faith  for  guilt  atone. 

And  live  beyond  the  bounds  of  Time  7 
Fhther  I  no  prophet's  laws  I  seek,— 

T*y  laws  in  Nature's  woriu  appear  ;— 
I  own  myself  corrupt  and  weak. 

Yet  will  I  pray,  for  thou  wilt  hear  I 
Hiou,  who  canst  guide  the  wandering  star 

Through  trackless  realms  of  other's  space ; 

•  In  this  practice  of  datfaig  his  juvenile  poems  he  followed 
the  example  of  Milton,  who  (says  Johnson;,  '•v  MjMnK 
tbe  dates  to  bis  first  compositions,  a  boast  of  which  the 
learned  PoUtian  had  given  him  an  example,  seems  to  com- 
mend the  earlincss  of  his  own  compositions  to  the  notice  of 

''rS'^foll'owing  trifle,  written  also  by  him  in  IW,  has 
never,  as  flur  as  I  know,  appeared  in  print  :— 

BpU^9h  m  J0km  Admmt,  •/  StuikwM,  a  aaritr,  wkt  died 
tf  drwUunmess. 
John  Adsms  lies  bete,  of  the  parirti  of  SorthweU, 
A  Csrrin^,  who  c«fH*d  Ws  can  to  hto  mooth  weU ; 
He  «ni«d  to  mach,  and  he  c«tWm  fcrt, 
HecoMemnywittMn-M'mt»earritd^l»»if 
For,  tbe  hqoor  he  drwik,  being  too  mu^tor  ooe, 
ntcoM  not earnfonr^te'tMmemrri^, 

B  iScpu,  »W7 
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Who  calmest  the  elemental  war, 

Whoae  hand  flrom  pole  to  pole  I  trace  :— 
Thou,  who  in  wiadom  placed  me  here; 

Who,  when  thoa  wilt,  can  take  me  hence, 
Ab  I  whilat  1  tread  this  earthly  iphere, 

Extend  to  me  thj  wide  defence. 
To  Thee,  my  God,  to  Thee  I  call  I 

Whatever  weal  or  woe  betide, 
By  thy  command  I  rite  or  fUl, 

In  thy  protection  I  confide. 
If.  when  this  dust  to  dust  reatored. 

My  lonl  shall  float  on.airy  wing. 
How  shall  thy  glorious  name  adored 

Inspire  her  feeble  yoice  to  sing ! 
But.  if  this  fleeting  spirit  share 

With  clay  the  grare's  eternal  bed, 
Wbile  life  yet  throbs  I  niiae  my  prayer. 

Though  doom'd  no  more  to  quit  the  dead. 
To  Thee  I  breathe  my  humble  strain, 

Orateftil  for  all  thy  mercies  past. 
And  hope,  my  God,  to  thee  again 

This  erring  life  may  fly  at  last. 
29th  Dec.,  1M6.  BTRON. 

In  anolher  of  these  poems,  which  extends  to  about 
a  hundred  lines,  and  vrhich  he  wrote  under  the 
melancholj  inpfession  that  he  should  soon  die,  we 
iind  him  concluding  with  a  prayer  in  somewhat  the 
same  spirit.  After  bidding  adieu  to  all  the  fieLvourite 
scenes  of  his  jouth,*  he  thus  continues : — 

Forget  this  world,  my  restleas  sprite. 

Turn,  turn  thy  thoughts  to  Heav'n  : 
There  must  thoa  soon  direct  thy  flight. 

If  errors  are  IbrglTcn. 
To  bigots  and  te  sects  unknown. 
Bow  down  beneath  th'  Almighty's  Throne, 

To  him  address  thy  trembling  prayer ; 
He,  who  is  merciftil  and  just, 
Will  not  reject  a  child  of  dust, 

Although  his  meanest  care. 
Father  of  Light !  to  thee  I  call. 

My  soul  is  dariL  within ; 
Thou,  who  canst  mark  the  spamw  fhll. 

Avert  the  death  of  sin: 
Thou,  who  canst  guide  the  waadertog  star. 
Who  calm'st  the  eleowntal  war. 

Whose  mantle  is  yon  boundless  sky, 
Hy  thoughts,  my  words,  my  crimes  forgive ; 
And,  since  I  soon  must  cease  to  Uve, 

Instruct  me  bow  to  die.  1807. 

We  hare  seen,  by  a  former  letter,  that  the  law 
proceedings  for  the  reooveiy  of  hk  Rochdale  pro- 
perty had  been  attended  with  success  in  some  trial 
of  the  case  at  Lancaster.  Hie  following  noto  to  one 
of  his  Southwell  finends,  announcing  a  second  triumph 
of  the  cause,  shows  how  sanguinely  and,  as  it  turned 
out,  erroneousty,  he  calculated  on  the  results. 

«  Feb.  »th,  1807. 

"dbar ., 

*'  I  have  the  pleaimre  to  inform  you  we  have  gained 
the  Rochdale  cause  a  3d  time,  by  which  I  am 
/60,000p&tf. 

"  Vours  erer, 

**Bthom.« 

In  the  month  of  Aprfl  we  ind  him  still  at  Southwell, 
and  addressing  to  his  friend  Dr  Pigot^  who  was  at 
Bdinbuigh,  the  following  noto :  f— 

*  Anaeslcy  b,  of  conne,  not  forgotten  tmoag  the  nmn- 


Rocks  rl«e  and  riven  roll  bAtwem 

The  rami  qmc  wUch  pasilon  btost ! 
Ytt,  Mary,  aU  tky  beutin  teem 
FrMk  as  In  Love's  b«witcUnf  drsaa,  &c.  jcc. 
t  It  appears  firom  a  passage  in  one  of  Miss  — 


"  SonthweU,  April,  1807. 
•*  MY  DKAB  PI<;OT, 

**  Allow  me  to  congratulate  you  on  the  success  of 
your  first  examination—*  Courage,  mon  ami.'  Tlie 
title  of  Dr  will  do  wonders  vrith  the  damsels.  I  shall 
most  probab?y  be  in  Essex  or  London  when  you 
arrive  at  this  d— d  place,  where  I  am  detamed  by 
the  publicatioa  of  nqr  rhffmet.  Adieu.-*Believe  me 
yours  reiy  tn^y,  **Bybon. 

"  P.  S.— Since  we  met,  I  have  reduced  myself  by 
violent  exercise,  much  physic,  and  hoi  bathmg,  fiom 
14  stone  61b.,  to  13  stone  71b.  In  aO  I  have  lost  37 
pounds,    Bravol— what  say  you?'.'    . 

His  morements  and  occupations  for  the  ranaiBder 
of  thii  year  wfll  be  best  coUeoted  from  a  series  of  his 
own  letters,  whidi  I  am  enabled,  by  the  kindnen  of 
the  lady  to  whom  they  were  addressed,  to  gire. 
Though  these  letten  are  boyishly*  written,  and  a 
good  deal  of  tbeir  pleasantly  is  of  that  cooTentional 
kind  which  depends  more  upon  phrase  than  thought, 
they  will  yet,  I  think,  be  found  curious  and  interest^ 
ing,  not  only  as  enabling  us  to  track  him  through  this 
pcariod  of  his  life,  but  as  throwing  light  upon  various 
little  traits  of  character,  and  laying  open  to  us  the 
first  woriung  of  his  hopes  and  fears  while  waiting,  m 
suspense,  the  opinions  that  were  to  decide,  as  he 
thought,  his  future  fome.  The  first  of  the  series, 
which  is  vrithout  date,  appears  to  hayc  been  written 
before  he  had  left  Southwell.  The  other  letters,  it 
vrill  be  seen,  are  dated  torn  Cambridge  and  fit>ni 
liondon. 

LETTER  Xn. 

TO  MISS 

«^ane  Uth,  1867. 
**  DBAR  QUEEN  BESS, 

'*  Savage  ought  to  be  »iimor<a/.'^— though  not  a 
thorough-bred  buU-dog,  he  is  the  finest  puppy  I  eTer 
Mw,  and  will  answer  much  better ;  in  his  great  and 
manifold  kindness  he  has  already  bitten  my  fingers, 
and  disturbed  the  graoify  of  old  Boatswain,  who  is 
grievousfy  ditcompoied,  I  wish  to  be  informed  what 
he  costs,  his  expenses.  Sec.  &c.,  that  I  may  indem- 
nify Mr.  G .    My  thanks  are  a//  I  can  gire  for 

the  trouble  he  has  taken,  make  a  long  speech,  and 
conclude  it  with  1  3  3  4  5  6  Z.f  I  am  out  of  prac- 
tice, so  deputize  you  as  Legate,— iuttftoMttfor  would 

letters  to  her  brother,  that  Lord  Bjron  sent,  throng  thin 
gentleman,  a  oopj  of  bis  Poems  to  Mr  Mackensie.  (he 
author  of  the  Man  of  Feeling  :—f  I  am  glad  yon  mentioned 
Mr  Mackenzie's  having  got  a  copy  of  Lord  B.*s  Poems,  and 
what  he  thought  of  them— Lord  B.  was  so  muck  pleaae4 1  ** 

In  another  letter,  the  fldr  writer  says :— "  Lord  Byron 
desired  me  to  toll  yon  that  the  reason  yon  did  not  bear  trom 
him  was  because  his  publication  was  not  so  forward  as  be 
had  flattered  himself  it  would  have  been.  I  told  him. '  be 
was  no  more  to  be  depended  on  than  a  woman,*  which 
instantly  brought  the  softness  of  that  sex  into  his 
countenance,  for  he  blushed  exceedingly.* 

*  He  was,  indeed,  a  thorough  boy.  at  this  periods  in  OTcry 

respect  :—*'  Next  Monday*  (says  Miss ) « is  oar  great 

fiir.  Lord  Byron  talks  of  it  with  as  much  pleasure  as  little 
Henry,  and  declares  he  will  ride  in  the  Roundabout,— bat 
I  think  he  will  change  his  mind* 

t  He  here  alludes  to  an  odd  tkacj  or  trick  of  his  own  ^— 
whenever  he  was  at  a  loss  for  something  to  say,  be  used 
always  to  gabble  over  «1  2  3  4  5  6  7.* 
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BBC  4>  IB  A  Batter  ooiicenMug  the  Pf>pe>  whidi  1 
pRSBHK  tbim  mac,  m  the  whak  tamt  upoo  a  BuU. 
"Yoors, 

"Bybon. 
"P.  a— I  write  in  bed." 

LETTER   XIIL 

TO  lass . 

«  Cambridge.  J«ae  SOtb,  1807. 
**  *  Better  late  than  iieTer«  Pal,'  is  a  saying  of  which 
fM  know  the  origiii,  and  as  it  is  applicable  on  the 
j  ppeseoc  occasion,  you  will  excuse  its  conspicuous 
I  pfaee  in  the  front  of  my  epistle.    I  am  ahnost  super- 
mmmnied  here.     My  old  friends  (with  the  exception 
{  of  a  very  tew)  all  departed,  and  I  am  preparing  to 
felow  tbem,  but  remain  till  Monday  to  be  present  at 
;  3  Otaterios,  3  CkneerU,  a  Fair,  and  a  Ball.    I  find 
>  1  am  not  only  thhmer  but  taUer  by  an  inch  since  my 
:  hst  Tint.     I  was  obliged  to  tell  every  body  my  name, 
I  aobedy  haxing  the  least  recollection  of  my  visage,  or 
£  ven  the  hero  of  my  Comelum  (who  is  now 
vis-d-vis,  reading  a  Tolume  of  my  Poetics) 
ps— -d  me  in  Trinity  walks  without  recognising  me 
m  the  least,  and  was  thunderstruck  at  the  alteration 
whidi  had  taken  place  in  my  countenance,  &c.  &c. 
SoBM  say  I  look  better,  others  loorse,  but  aJl  agree  I 
asi  ikamrr — more  I  do  not  require.    I  have  bst  21b. 
is  mj  weight  since  I  left  your  cursed,  detestable,  and 
alkwred  abode  o(scamdal,*  where,  excepting  your- 
self and  John  Becher,  I  care  not  if  the  whole  race 
were  cons^ned  to  the  Pit  of  Acheron,  which  I 
would  T»it  in  person  rather  than  contaminate  my 
trndnfr  with  the  polluted  dust  of  Southwell    Seri- 
!  «0^,  sileas  obliged  by  the  emptiness  of  my  purse  to 

rcvidt  Mrs  B.,  you  will  see  me  no  more. 

j     **  On  Monday  I  depart  for  London.    I  quit  Cam- 

fan^e  wkh  little  regret,  because  our  set  are  vanished, 

I  and  Bsy  mtincal  protdgi  before  mentioned  has  left 

,  the  choir,  and  is  stationed  in  a  mercantile  house  of 

<  ooBsiderable  eminence  m  the  metropolis.    You  may 

;  hare  heard  me  obserre  he  is  exactly,  to  an  hour,  two 

yean  younger  than  myself.     I  found  him  grown 

ooosideiaUy,  aad,  as  you  will  suppose,  very  glad  to 

•ee  his  fiocmer  Patron,    He  is  nearly  my  height,  very 

tikm,  Tcry  bk  eomplexion,  dark  eyes,  and  light  locks. 

My  opiaioa  of  His  mind  you  already  know ; — I  hope 

I  abaO  oerer  have  occasion  to  change  it.    Every 

hodf  bete  ooaoeiTes  me  to  be  an  invalid.      The 

Hmewtitj  at  present  is  very  gay,  from  the  fdtes  of 

divers  kiada.    I  supped  out  last  night,  but  cat  (or 

ate)  aothing;,  sii^>ed  a  bottle  of  claret,  went  to  bed 

St  Sand  rone  at  8.    I  have  commenced  early  rising, 

\  aad  fiad  it  agrees  with  me.    The  Masters  and  the 

PeSffwa  all  ^erj  polite,  but  look  a  little  askance — 

I  •  KotvillwtaBdinf  tke  abate  which,  evldenUy  more  In 
ipott  ih^in  aarkramoMfhe  lavidies,  in  (he  coarse  of  these 

;  iMttn,  «poa  Soathwcll,  he  was,  in  after  days,  taught  to 
ied  tlMt  ike  hoars  which  he  bad  passed  in  this  place  were 
6r  BCTv  ItapFjr  than  any  he  liad  Icnown  afterwards.  In  a 
letter  writtea  not  lonr  alnce  to  his  servant,  Fletcher,  by  a 
Mr  vho  ted  heea  iotinate  with  him,  in  Ids  younx  days,  at 

y  Soufcwell.  there  are  the  following  words  :—<' Your  poor, 
fwd  akMier  always  called  me '  Old  Piety,*  when  I  preached 
to  Ini,  When  be  paid  me  his  last  visit,  he  said.  *  Well, 
CBod  frtend,  1  shaH  nerer  be  so  happy  agaia  as  I  was  in  old 
Stftffcvctl.*  *    His  real  opiaioa  of  the  advantages  of  this 

\  t««m,aB  a  plaee  of  residence,  will  be  seen  in  a  ■nbaequent 
letter,  where  he  wMWt  strennooaly  reconawnds  U,  la  that 
pvA  of  Tirw.  to  Mr  Dallaf. 


L 


don't   much  admire  iunpooiu— truth  alvrays  dis- 
agreeable. 

^  Write,  and  tell  me  how  the  inhabitants  of  your 
Menagerie  go  on,  and  if  my  publication  goes  qff 
well :  do  the  quadrupeds  growl?  Apropos,  my  bull- 
dog is  deceased— *  Flesh  both  of  cur  and  man  is 
grass.'  Address  your  answer  to  Cambridge,  if  I 
am  gone,  it  will  be  forwarded.  Sad  news  just  ar- 
rived—Russians beat'-a  bad  set,  eat  nothing  but  oil, 
consequently  must  melt  before  a  hardjire.  I  get 
awkward  in  n^  academic  habiliments  for  want  of 
practice.  Got  up  in  a  window  to  hear  the  oratorio 
at  St  Mary's,  popped  down  in  the  middle  of  the 
Messiah,  tore  a  woejul  rent  in  the  back  of  my  best 
bhick  silk  gown,  and  damaged  an  egregious  pair  of 
breeches.  Mem. — never  tumble  from  a  church  win- 
dow during  service.  Adieu,  dear*  *  ♦  * !  do  not  re- 
member me  to  any  bo^jr  x—io  forget  and  be  forgotten 
by  die  people  of  Southwell  is  all  I  aspire  to." 

LETTER   XIV. 

TO  MISS . 

«  Trin.  Coll.  Camb.,  July  5th,  1807. 

^  Since  my  last  letter  I  have  determined  to  reside 
mtother  year  at  Granta,  as  my  rooms,  &c.  &c.,  are 
finished  in  great  style,  several  old  friends  come  up 
again,  and  many  new  acquaintances  made ;  conse- 
quendy  my  inclination  leads  me  forward,  and  I  shall 
return  to  college  in  October,  if  still  alive.  My  life 
here  has  been  one  contmued  routine  of  dissipation — 
out  at  different  places  every  day,  engaged  to  more 
dinners,  &c.  &c.,  than  my  stay  would  permit  me  to 
fulfil.  At  this  moment  I  write  vrith  a  bottle  of  claret 
in  my  head  and  tears  in  my  eyes;  for  I  have  just 
parted  vrith  my  '  Cornelian,*  who  spent  the  evening 
with  me.  As  it  was  our  last  interview,  I  postponed 
my  engagement  to  devote  the  hours  of  the  Sabbath 
to  firiendahip: — ^Edleston  and  I  have  separated  for 
the  present,  and  my  mind  is  a  chaos  of  hope  and 
sorrow.  To-morrow  I  set  out  for  London :  you  vrill 
address  your  answer  to  *■  Gordon's  Hotel,  Albemarie- 
street,'  where  I  sojourn  during  my  visit  to  the  me- 
tropolis. 

^  I  rejoice  to  hear  you  are  interested  in  my  pro- 
tigt :  he  has  been  my  almost  constant  associate  since 
October,  1805,  when  I  entered  Trinity  Ck>llege.  His 
ootbe  firrt  attracted  my  attention,  his  countenance 
fixed  it,  and  his  manners  attached  me  to  him  for 
ever.  He  departs  for  a  mercantile  house  in  toum  in 
October,  and  we  shall  probably  not  meet  (ill  the  ex- 
piration of  my  minority,  when  I  shall  leave  to  his 
decision  either  entering  as  a  partner  through  my  in- 
terest, or  residing  with  me  altogether.  Of  course  he 
would  in  his  present  frame  of  mind  prefer  the  latter, 
but  he  may  alter  his  opinion  previous  to  that  period ; 
— however,  he  shall  have  his  choice.  I  certainly  k>ve 
him  more  than  any  human  being,  and  neither  time  or 
distance  have  had  the  least  efi\«t  on  my  (in  general) 
changeable  disposition.  In  short,  we  shall  put  Lady 
E.  Butler  and  Miss  Ponsonby  to  the  bhish,  Pylades 
and  Orestes  out  of  countenance,  and  want  nothing 
but  a  catastrophe  like  Nisus  and  Euryaba,  to  give 
Jonathan  and  David  the  *  go  by.'  He  oertamly  is 
perhaps  more  attached  to  me  than  even  I  am  in  re* 
turn.    During  the  whole  of  my  residence  at  Cam- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


40 


NOTICES  OF  THE 


bridge  we  met  erery  day,  nimnier  and  winter,  without 
paning  one  tiieflome  moment,  and  separated  each 
time  with  increasing  reluctance.  I  hope  you  will  one 
day  see  us  together ;  he  is  the  only  being  I  esteem, 
though  I  hke  many.* 

*'  The  Marquis  of  Tavistock  was  down  the  other 
day ;  I  supped  with  him  at  his  tutor's— entirety  a 
whig  party.  The  opposition  muster  strong  here  now, 
aud  Lord  Huntingdon,  the  Duke  of  Leinster,  &c.  &c, 
are  to  join  us  in  October,  so  ereiy  thing  wiB  be 
tpltndid.  The  mum  S»  all  over  at  present.  Met 
with  another  *  occufency'— upset  a  butter-boat  in 
the  lap  of  a  lady— look'd  reiy  bhu—apecUUon 
grinned—*  curse  'em  I'  Apropos,  sorry  to  say,  been 
drmtk  CTeiy  day,  and  not  quite  toher  yet— however, 
touch  no  meat,  nothing  but  fish,  soup,  and  vegetables, 
consequently  it  does  me  no  harm — sad  dogs  all  the 
Omtabi.  Mem.— io«  fnum  to  reform  next  January. 
This  place  is  a  monotony  ofendlets  variety— ^e  it 
—hate  SouthweD.  Has  Ridge  sold  well?  or  do  the 
ancients  demur  ?    What  kdies  have  bought  ? 

♦  ♦♦•♦• 

"  Saw  a  girl  at  St  Mary's  the  image  of  Anne  *  *, 
thought  it  was  her— all  in  the  wrong— the  lady  stared, 
so  did  I— I  bbuhed,  so  did  not  the  lady— sad  thing- 
wish  women  had  more  modesty.  Talking  of  women 
puts  me  in  mind  of  my  terrier  Fanny— how  is  she  ? 
Got  a  headache,  must  go  to  bed,  up  early  in  the 
morning  to  travel.  BIy  prot^  breakfasto  with  me; 
parting  spoils  my  appetite— excepting  from  South- 
well.   Mp*"   1  hate  Southweli.    Yours,  Ice." 

LETTER  XV. 

TO  MISS  

"  Gordon's  Hotel,  July  13th,  1807. 
'*  You  write  most  excellent  epistles-^  fig  for  other 

•  It  may  be  as  well  to  mention  here  the  seqoel  of  this 
enthnsisstic  attachment.  In  the  year  181 1  yoong  Edleston 
died  of  a  consomption,  and  the  foilowinx  letter,  addressed 
by  Lord  Byron  to  the  mother  of  his  fair  Southwell  corres- 
pondent, will  show  with  what  melancholy  fiiithAilness, 
among  the  many  his  heart  had  then  to  moam  for,  he  stfU 
dwelt  on  the  memory  of  his  yooac  college  friend. 

"Cambrtdge,  Oct.  38th,  1811. 
**DBAB  MADAM, 

«I  am  about  to  write  to  yon  on  a  sUly  sahject,  and  yet  I 
cannot  well  do  otherwise.  Ton  may  remember  a  eomeHan^ 
which  some  years  ago  I  consigned  to  Miss  «  « *  *,  Indeed 
govt  to  her,  and  now  I  am  going  to  make  the  most  selUsh 
and  rude  of  reqnests.  The  person  who  gave  it  to  me,  when 
I  was  very  yoong,  la  dead,  and  though  a  long  time  haa 
elapsed  since  we  met,  as  it  was  the  only  memorial  I  pos- 
sessed of  that  person  (in  whom  I  was  very  much  interested), 
it  has  acqoired  a  valoe  by  this  event  1  oonld  have  wished 
it  nerer  to  have  borne  in  my  eyes.  If,  therefore,  Miss  *  *  «  « 
should  have  preserred  it,  I  must,  under  these  circum- 
stances, bf  g  her  to  excuse  my  requesting  It  to  be  trans- 
mitted to  me  at  No.S.  St  James's  street,  London,  and  I 
will  replace  it  by  something  die  may  remember  ma  by 
equally  welL  As  she  was  always  so  kind  as  to  feel  interested 
in  the  Aite  of  him  that  formed  the  subject  of  our  conver- 
sation, yon  may  tell  her  that  the  giver  of  that  comeliaa 
died  in  May  last  of  a  consumption,  at  the  age  of  twenty- 
one,  making  the  sixth,  within  four  months,  of  friends  and 
relatives  that  I  havo  lost  between  May  and  the  end  ftf 
August. 

*  BeUeve  me,  dear  madam,  yours  very  sincerely, 

«BYRON. 
'P.  8.— I  go  to  London  to-morrow.** 

The  eomelian  heart  was,  of  course,  returned,  and  Lord 
Byron,  at  the  same  time,  reminded  that  he  had  left  it  with 
Miss««««  as  adeposit,  not  a  gift. 


oorrespondoilB,  with  dwir  nonaeasical  apologies  for 
'  IpMoiDm^MOMffik^aftoKftl,'— yousendmeaddigfatftil 
budget.  I  am  here  in  a  perpetual  vortex  of  dissipa- 
tioQ  (very  pleasant  for  all  that),  and,  strange  to  teD, 
I  get  thinner,  being  now  below  11  stone  considerably. 
Stay  in  town  a  moii^,  perhaps  6  wedis,  trip  into 
Essex,  and  then,  as  a  fovour,  irradiate  SouthweO  for 
3  days  with  the  light  of  my  countenance ;  but  nothing 
shall  ever  make  me  reside  there  again.  I  positively 
return  to  Cambridge  in  October ;  we  are  to  be  un- 
commonly gay,  or  in  truth  I  should  cut  the  Univer- 
sity. An  extraordinary  circumstance  occurred  to  me 
at  Cambridge,  a  giri  so  very  like  *  *  made  her 
appearance,  that  nothing  but  the  most  mimUe  ^ 
tpection  could  have  imdeceived  me.  I  wish  I  had 
asked  if  she  had  ever  been  at  H  *  ♦  ♦. 

*'  What  the  devil  would  Ridge  have!  is  not  50  in 
a  fortnight,  before  the  advertisements,  a  suflicient 
sale  ?  1  hear  many  of  the  London  booksellers  have 
them,  and  Crosby  has  sent  copies  to  the  principal 
watering-places.  Are  they  liked  or  not  in  Southwell? 
******  I  wish  Boatswain  had  twaUotoed 
Damon !    How  is  Bran?  by  the  immortal  gods.  Bran 

ought  to  be  a  Count  of  the  Holy  Roman  Enqnre. 

*    *    * 

**  The  intelligence  of  London  cannot  be  interesting 
to  you,  who  have  rusticated  all  your  Ufe — the  annals 
of  routs,  riots,  balls,  and  boxing-matches,  cards  and 
crim.  cons,  pariiamentaiy  discussion,  political  details, 
masquerades,  mechanics,  Argyle-i^reet  Institution, 
and  aquatic  races,  love  and  lotteries,  Brooks's  and 
Buonaparte,  opera-sii^pers  and  oratorios,  wine,  wo- 
men, wax-work,  and  weather  cocks,  can't  accord 
with  your  intulated  ideas  of  decorum  and  o^er  siOy 
exprettiom  not  inserted  in  our  vocahulary. 

**0h !  Southwell,  SouthweD,  how  I  rejoice  to  have 
left  thee,  and  how  1  curse  the  heavy  hours  I  dragged 
along,  for  so  many  months,  amongst  the  Mohawks 
who  inhabit  your  kraals ! — ^However,  one  thing  I  do 
not  regret,  which  is  having  pared  off  a  suflident 
quantity  of  flesh  to  enable  me  to  slip  into  *an  eel 
skin,'  and  vie  with  the  tUm  beaux  of  modem  times; 
though,  I  am  sony  to  say,  it  seems  to  be  the  mode 
amongst  gentlemen  to  grow  fat,  and  I  am  told  1  an 
at  least  141b.  below  the  fashion.  However,  I  de- 
crease instead  of  enlarging,  which  is  extraordinaiy, 
as  violent  exercise  in  London  is  impracticable;  bnt 
I  attribute  the  phenomenon  to  our  evening  squeezes 
at  public  and  private  parties.  I  heard  from  Ridge 
this  morning  (the  14th,  my  letter  was  begun  yester- 
day) :  he  says  the  Poems  go  on  as  well  as  can  be 
wished,  the  sevens-five  sent  to  town  are  circulated, 
and  a  demand  for  fifty  more  complied  with,  the  day 
he  dated  his  epistle,  though  the  advertisemeiits  are 
not  yet  half  pid>lished. — Adieu. 

^  P^  S.— Lord  Carlisle,  on  receiving  my  Poems, 
sent,  ^fore  he  opened  the  book,  a  tolerably  hand- 
some letter :— I  have  not  heard  firom  him  since.  His 
opinions  I  neither  know  nor  care  about ;  if  be  is  the 
least  insolent,  I  shall  enroll  him  with  Buf^*and  the 
other  worthies.    He  is  in  Yorkshire,  poor  man !  and 

«  In  the  Collection  of  his  Poems  printed  for  private 
circulation,  he  bad  inserted  some  severe  yerses  on 
Doctor  BuUer,  which  he  omitted  in  the  subsequent  puhli- 
caUeor-at  the  same  time  explaining  why  he  did  so  in  a 
note  little  less  severe  than  the  verses. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


41 


loyfll!  He  said  lie  had  not  had  tone  to  read  the 
riwti'iiii,  bat  tiioiight  it  necesBary  to  acknowledge 
Ae  receipt  of  die  r^ume  immediateljr.  Perhaps  the 
ari  *  &Mr«  mo  brother  war  the  throne,*— ifiOf  I  will 
■ake  kia  seepire  totter  m  his  Aoiub.— Adiea !  ** 

LETTER  XVI. 

TOJOM . 

«Aiifut9d.l807. 
begins  to  disgorge  its  conteuts — town  is 
I  can  scribble  at  leisure,  as 
aie  ]em  numeroos.  In  a  fortnight  I  shall 
dcpajTt  to  futtl  A  eonntxy  engagement;  but  expect  3 
cpisllee  fron  you  previous  to  that  period.  Ridge  does 
Bst  proceed  rapuOjr  in  Notts.— Teiy  possible.  In 
Mai  thiags  wear  a  more  promising  aspect,  and  a 
warn  wbose  works  are  praised  by  reviewers,  admired 
bf  Jmchexees,  and  sold  by  every  bookseller  of  the 
tirepulia,  does  not  dedicate  much  consideration  to 
noCJie  readere,  I  have  now  a  review  before  me, 
estided  '  Literaiy  Recreations,*  where  my  bardthip 
is  appkadedfiar  beyond  my  deserts.  Iknownothmg 
rffhc  critic,  bat  think  him  a  veiy  discerning  gentle- 
^B»  and  Mqfse(/'a  devilish  cIsoCT*  feDow.  His  critique 
yleaiea  ne  particoMy,  because  it  is  of  great  length, 
sad  a  proper  quantum  of  censure  is  administered, 
jHi  to  gire  an  agreeable  relUh  to  the  praise.  You 
kavw  I  hate  insipid,  unqualified,  common-place  com- 
linifiit  If  you  would  wish  to  see  it,  order  the  13th 
NiMber  of  *  Literaiy  Recreations'  for  the  last  month. 
I  ^111 1  yoa  1  hare  not  the  most  distant  idea  of  the 
WBtor  of  the  article — it  is  printed  in  a  periodical 
pab&atioii— «iid  though  I  have  written  a  paper  (a 
review  of  Wordsworth^),  which  appears  in  the  same 
wofk,  I  am  ignorant  of  every  other  person  concerned 
Bi  it— even  the  editor,  whose  name  I  have  not  heard. 
Mf  eoanay  Lord  Alexander  Gordon,  who  resided  in 
Ifae  MBK  botel,  told  me  his  mother,  her  Grace  of 
GofdoB,  requested  he  would  introduce  my  Poetical 
Lordship  to  ber  Highnett,  as  she  had  bou^t  my 
voloBie,  adnired  it  excee^ngly  in  common  with  the 
rest  of  t!be  biduonable  world,  and  wished  to  claim 
bcr  idai&Mihip  with  the  author.  I  was  unluckily 
^m^m^A  on  an  excursion  for  some  days  afterwards, 
aad  OM  the  dochcas  was  on  the  eTe  of  departing  for 
Soodsad,  I  hare  postponed  my  introduction  till  the 
water,  when  I  shall  fitvour  the  lady,  tohose  taste  I 
Jkmli  mat  sKspuie,  with  my  most  sublime  and  edifying 
hl  She  is  now  in  the  Highlands,  and 
took  his  departure  a  few  days  ago,  for  the 

of '  dark  rolling  winds.' 


Tkta  ^^  attempt  of  Lord  Byron  si  reviewfaiff  (for  it 
_jteaeen  that  be,  once  or  twice  afterwards,  tried  Ushand 
M  fte  le«rt  poetical  oremplosrmenU)  toreoMricsbleonly  as 
Aoviv  Iww  pteotibly  he  conld  esnune  the  eetabUshed  toae 
mi  f^mtology  ofthese  ninor  jodgment-Mats  of  criticism, 
hrivtancc  z—'The  voloraes  before  ns  are  by  the  Anthor 
tf  Lfrical  Ballads,  a  collection  which  has  not  andeservedly 
met  wMh  a  conslderahle  share  of  pnUie  applause.  The 
4Baeteri«tics  of  Mr  Wordsworth's  mose  are  simple  and 
ievfss.  though  occasiomlly  inhamonioas,  verse.— «tsoof 
m4  toaetinies  irresistible  appeab  to  the  feelings,  with 
uooepCioBable  sentiments.  Though  the  present  work 
msf  Bot  eqiml  his  former  efforts,  many  of  the  poems  possess 
•  aatlve  ekgance.'  &c.  &c  If  Mr  Wordsworth  ever 
cteaced  to  cast  hiseye  over  this  article,  how  little  could 
he  hare  suspected  that  under  that  dull  prosaic  mask  lurked 
aaewho.  in  fire  short  years  fhun  thence,  would  rival  eren 
Umim  poetry. 


*<  Crosby,  my  London  publisher,  haa  disposed  of 
Us  second  importation,  and  has  sent  to  Ridge  for  a 
third— at  least  so  he  says.  In  eveiy  bookseDer's 
vrindow  I  see  my  own  name  and  say  nothing,  but 
enjoy  my  fame  in  secret.  My  last  reviewer  kindly 
requests  me  to  alter  my  determmation  of  writing  no 
more,  and  '  a  FViend  to  the  Cause  of  Literative*  begs 
I  vriU^roftyy  the  pubBc  with  some  new  work  '  at  no 
Tery  distant  period.'  Who  would  not  be  a  bard  J— 
that  is  to  say,  if  all  critics  would  be  so  polite.  How^ 
ever,  the  oUiers  will  pay  me  off,  I  doubt  not,  for  this 
gentle  encouragement.  If  so,  have  at  'em !  By  the 
by,  I  have  written  at  my  intervals  of  leisure,  after  3 
in  the  morning,  380  lines  m  bbnk  verse,  of  Bosworth 
Field.  I  have  luckily  got  Hutton's  account.  I  shall 
extend  the  Poem  to  8  or  10  books,  and  shall  have 
finished  it  in  a  year.  Whether  it  wiH  be  published  or 
not  must  depend  on  circumstances.  So  much  for 
egotism !  My  laurels  have  tuned  my  brain,  but  the 
cooling  acids  of  (brthooming  critioisms  will  probably 
restore  me  to  modesty, 

**  Southwell  is  a  (bnmed  place— I  have  done  with 
it — at  least  in  aO  probability :  excepting  your^lf,  1 
esteem  no  one  within  its  precincts.  You  were  my 
only  rational  companion ;  and  in  plain  truth,  I  had 
more  respect  for  yon  than  the  whole  bevy,  with 
whose  foibles  I  amused  myself  in  compliaime  with 
their  prevailing  propensities.  You  gave  yourself 
more  trouble  with  me  and  my  manuscripts  than  a 
thousand  dolls  would  have  done.  Believe  me,  I  have 
not  forgotten  your  good-nature  in  this  circle  of  sin, 
and  one  day  I  trust  I  shaQ  be  able  to  evince  my  gra- 
gratitude.    Adieu.— Yours,  &c. 

**P.S.  Remember  me  to  DrP." 

LETTER  XVU. 

TO  MISS  

«  London,  Angmt  lltb,  1887. 

**  On  Sunday  next  I  set  off  for  the  Highlands.*  A 
firiend  of  mine  accompanies  me  in  my  carriage  to 
Edinburgh.  There  we  shall  leave  it,  and  proceed  in 
a  tasulem  (a  species  of  open  carriage)  through  the 
western  passes  to  Inveraiy,  where  we  shall  purchase 
shelUes,  to  enable  us  to  view  places  inaccessible  to 
vehicular  conveyances.  On  the  coast  we  shall  hire 
a  vessel  and  visit  the  most  remarkable  of  the 
Hebrides,  and,  if  we  have  time  and  fiivourable 
weather,  mean  to  sail  as  fiur  as  Iceland,  only  300 
miles  from  the  northern  extremi^  of  Caledonia,  to 
peep  at  Heela.  This  last  mtention  you  will  keep  a 
secret,  as  my  nioe  mamma  would  imagine  I  was  on 
a  Voyage  of  Discovery,  and  caise  the  accustomed 
wuUernal  warwhoop. 

^Last  week  I  swam  in  thelliames  from  Lambeth 
through  the  3  bridges,  Westminster  aad  Blackfriars, 
a  distance,  includhig  the  different  turns  and  tacks 
made  on  the  way,  of  3  miles  I  You  see  I  am  m  ex- 
cellent training  in  case  of  a  sqtuiU  at  sea.    I  mean  to 

«  This  plan  (which  he  never  pot  in  practice)  had  been 
talked  of  by  him  before  he  left  Southwell,  and  is  thus 
noticed  In  a  letter  of  his  fair  correspondent  to  her  brothen— 
'How  oan  yoG  ask  if  Lord  B.  isgolng  to  visit  the  Hlghlanda 
in  the  sommer  ?  Why,  don't  you  know  that  he  noTer  knows 
his  own  mind  for  ten  minnles  tofether?  I  tell  him  he  is 
as  fickle  as  the  winds,  and  as  uncertain  as  the  waves.* 
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collect  all  the  Ene  tnditiont,  poems,  &o.  &c.,  and 
translate,  or  expand  the  subject  to  fill  a  Tolume, 
which  may  appear  next  spring  under  the  denomi- 
nation of  *  The  Highltmd  Harp^*  or  some  tide 
equally  ptc^e«gt(tf.  Of  Bosworth  Field,  one  book 
is  finished,  another  just  began.  It  will  be  a  work  of 
3  or  4  years,  and  most  probably  never  conclude. 
What  would  you  say  to  some  stanzas  on  Mount 
Hedaf  they  would  be  written  at  least  with /re. 
How  is  the  immortal  Bran  I  and  the  Phcenix  of 
canine  quadrupeds.  Boatswain?  1  have  late^  pur- 
chased a  thorough-bred  bull-dog,  worthy  to  be  the 
coadjutor  of  the  aforesaid  celestials — ^his  name  is 
Smut  !—*  bear  it,  ye  breezes,  on  your  balmif  wings.' 
"  Write  to  me  before  I  set  off,  I  conjure  you  by 
the  5th  rib  of  your  grand&ther.  Ridge  goes  on  well 
with  the  books—I  thought  that  worthy  had  not  done 
much  in  the  country.  In  town  they  have  been  very 
suocessful ;  Carpenter  (Moore's  publisher)  told  me  a 
few  days  ago  they  sold  all  theirs  immediately,  and 
had  several  inquiries  made  since,  which,  from  the 
books  being  gone,  they  could  not  supply.  The  Duke 
of  York,  the  Marchioness  of  Headfort,  the  Duchess 
of  Gordon,  &c.  &c.  were  among  the  purchasen,  and 
Crosby  says  the  circulation  will  be  still  more  exten- 
sive in  the  winter ;  the  summer  season  being  veiy 
bad  for  a  sale,  as  most  people  are  absent  from 
London.  However,  they  have  gone  off  extremely 
weD  altogether.  I  shall  pass  very  near  you  on  my 
journey  through  Newark,  but  cannot  approach. 
Don't  teD  this  to  Mrs  B.,  who  supposes  I  travel  a 
difierent  road.  If  you  have  a  letter,  order  it  to  be 
left  at  Ridge's  shop,  where  I  shall  call,  or  the  post- 
office,  Newark,  about  6  or  8  in  the  evening.  If  your 
brother  would  ride  ovetf  I  should  be  devilish  glad  to 
see  him— he  can  return  the  same  night,  or  sup  vrith 
us  and  go  home  the  next  morning— the  Kingston 
Arms  is  my  inn. 

**  Adieu.  Yours  ever, 

"Bybon." 

LETTER  XVin. 

TO  Mua  . 

«  Trinity  Colleffe.  Cambridge,  October  SOtb,  1807. 

^MT  DEAR  ELIZABBTHj 

**  Fatigued  with  sitting  up  till  four  in  the  morning 
for  the  last  two  days  at  hazard,*  I  take  up  my  pen 
to  inquire  how  your  highness  and  the  rest  of  my 
female  acquamtance  at  the  seat  of  archiepiscopal 
grandeur  go  on.  I  know  I  deserve  a  scolding  for 
my  negligence  in  not  writing  more  frequently ;  but 
racing  up  and  down  the  country  for  these  last  three 
months,  how  vras  it  possible  to  fulfil  the  duties  of  a 
correspondent  ?  Fixed  at  last  for  six  weeks,  I  vrrite, 
as  ikm  as  ever  (not  having  gaine<l  an  ounce  since 
my  reduction),  and  rather  in  better  humour;— but, 

*  We  obserre  here,  as  in  other  paru  of  hi«  early  letlen, 
that  lort  of  display  and  boast  ofrakiRhness  which  is  bat  too 
common  a  folly  at  this  period  of  Ufe,  when  the  yonnff 
aspirant  to  manlwod  persaades  himself  that  to  be  pro- 
fligate is  to  be  manly.  Unlackily,  this  boyish  desire  of  being 
thought  worse  than  he  really  was  remained  with  Lord 
Byron,  as  did  some  other  feelings  and  foibles  of  his  boyhood, 
long  afler  the  period  when,  with  otliers.  they  are  past  and 
fuiTotten ;  and  his  mind,  indeed,  was  bat  beginning  to  oot< 
grow  tliem,  when  he  was  snatched  away. 


after  all,  Southwell  was  a 
Thank  St  Dominica,  I  have  done  vrith  it :  I  have 
been  twice  vrithin  eight  miles  of  it,  but  could  not 
prevafl  on  myself  to  tuffooaie  in  its  heavy  atmosphere. 
This  place  is  vrretched  enough — a  viDanoos  chaos  of 
din  and  drtmkenness,  nolLing  but  hazard  and 
burgundy,  hunting,  mathematics  and  Newmarket, 
riot  and  racing.  Yet  it  is  a  paradise  compared  with 
the  eternal  duflness  of  Southwell.  Oh !  the  misery 
of  doing  nothing  but  make  hve^  enemiet^  and  vertea. 

**  Next  January  (but  this  is  entre  mont  onfy,  and 
pray  let  it  be  so,  or  my  maternal  persecutor  wfll  be 
throwing  her  tomahawk  at  any  of  my  ciuious  projects) 
I  am  going  to  tea,  for  four  or  five  months,  with  my 
cousin  Capt.  Bettesworth,  vrho  commands  the  Tartar, 
the  finest  fiigate  in  the  navy.  I  have  seen  most 
scenes,  and  vrish  to  look  at  a  naval  life.  We  are 
going  probab^  to  the  Mediterranean,  or  to  the  West 
Indies,  or— to  the  d 1 ;  and  if  there  is  a  possi- 
bility of  taking  me  to  the  latter,  Bettesworth  will  do 
it ;  for  he  has  received  four  and  twenty  wounds  in 
different  places,  and  at  this  moment  possesses  a 
letter  from  the  late  Lord  Nelson,  stating  Bettesworth 
as  the  only  officer  in  the  navy  who  had  more  wounds 
than  himself. 

"  I  have  got  a  new  friend,  the  finest  in  the  world, 
a  tame  bear.  When  I  brought  him  here,  they  asked 
me  what  I  meant  to  do  vrith  him,  and  my  reply  was, 
*  he  should  sit  for  a  fettotoihip/  Sherard  vrill  ex- 
plain the  meaning  of  the  sentence,  if  it  is  ambignous. 
This  answer  delighted  them  not.  We  have  seven] 
parties  here,  and  this  evening  a  large  assortment  of 
jockies,  gamblers,  boxers,  authors,  parsons,  and 
poets,  sup  with  me,— a  precious  mixture,  but  tbey 
go  on  well  together;  and  for  me,  I  am  a  tpiee  of 
every  thing,  except  a  jockey ;  by  the  by,  I  waa  dis- 
mounted agam  the  other  day. 

**  Thank  your  brother  in  my  name  for  his  treatise. 
I  have  written  314  pages  of  a  novel,— one  poem  of 
380  lines,*  to  be  published  (without  my  name)  in  a 
few  weeks,  vrith  notes,— 660  lines  of  Bosworth  Field, 
and  250  lines  of  another  poem  in  rhyme,  besides  half 
a  dozen  smaller  pieces.  The  poem  to  be  published 
is  a  Satire.  Apropos,  I  have  been  praised  to  the 
skies  in  the  Critical  Review,!  and  abused  greatly  in 
another  publication,  t  So  much  the  better,  they  tell 
me,  for  the  sale  of  the  book ;  it  keeps  up  controversy, 
and  prevents  it  being  forgotten.  Besides,  the  first 
men  of  all  ages  have  had  their  share,  nor  do  the 
hiunblest  escape; — so  I  bear  it  like  a  philosopher. 
It  is  odd  two  opposite  critiques  came  out  on  the  same 
day,  and  out  of  five  pages  of  abuse  my  eensor  only 

*  The  poem  afterwards  enlarged  and  published  under  the 
title  of  «&iglish  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers."  It  ap- 
pears Ihm  tiiis  that  tlie  ground  work  of  that  satire  had 
been  laid  some  time  l>efore  the  appearance  of  the  article 
in  tlie  Edinburgh  Review. 

f  Sept.  1807.  This  Review,  in  pronoondng  upon  the 
young  author's  Atture  career,  showed  itself  somewhat  more 
'prophet- like"  than  the  great  oracle  of  the  north.  In 
noticug  the  Elegy  on  Newsiead  Abbey,  the  writer  says, 
*  We  could  not  but  hail  with  something  of  prophetic  rap 
ture,  the  hope  conveyed  in  the  closing  stanxa : 

Haply  thy  suo,  emerghig,  yet  may  aUoe, 
Tbee  to  Irradiate  with  aMridUo  ray,  4tc  te. 

t  The  flnt  number  of  a  monthly  publication  called  «  The 
Satirist,"  in  which  there  aiH[>eared  afterwards  some  low 
and  personal  attacks  upon  him. 
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tee  kmn  from  dHIWrent  poems,  in  rapport  of 

Now  the  proper  way  to  eid  up  is  to 

Bg  pttnages,  and  make  them  appear  absurd, 

flimple  aOegatioa  is  no  proof.    Oo  the  other 

had*  there  are  seren  pages  of  praise,  and  more  than 

mf  mmdtsip  wiH  allow  said  oo  the  rabject.    Adieu. 

-  P.S^Write,  write,  write  I!  I" 

It  WW  at  die  beginning  of  the  feUowmg  year  that 
oommowed  between  Lord  Byron 
rdated  to  his  fiunily  by  marriage, 
Mr  DbIIbs,— the  author  of  some  novels,  popular,  1 
bfSere,  in  their  day,  and  also  of  a  sort  of  Memoir  of 
ihe  Bobfe  Poet  publisfaed  soon  after  his  death,  which, 
final  being  founded  chiefly  on  original  oorrespon- 
deaee,  is  the  most  authentic  and  trust-worthy  of  any 
dat  have  yet  appeared.  Is  the  letters  addressed  1^ 
Lsrd  Qyron  to  this  gendemaa,  among  many  details, 
evisw  in  a  Eterary  point  of  Tiew,  we  find,  wliat  m 
wmA  man  inportaBt  for  our  present  purpose,  soi 
ptfticoian  fflostratiTe  of  the  opinions  which  he  had 
fl«med*  at  this  tine  of  his  life,  on  the  two  subjects 
with  the  enily  fonDBtioB  of  cbancter 

and  religion. 

It  ■  bot  nrdy  that  infiddity  or  scepticism  finds  an 
i^w*.*  into  youthful  minds.  Hat  readiness  to  take 
ifce  fotare  upon  trust,  which  is  the  charm  of  this 
pcfind  of  life,  woidd  naturally,  indeed,  make  it  the 
nassn  of  bdief  as  wdt  as  of  hope.  There  are  also 
ibm,  iiill  fiedi  in  the  mind,  the  impressions  of  early 
leigiDns  euhnre,  which,  even  in  those  who  begm 
wntmat  to  question  their  foith,  gif  e  way Init  slowly  to 
the  cncniodunents  of  doubt,  and,  m  die  mean  time, 
exlad  the  benefit  of  their  morel  restramt  orer  a  por- 
liea  of  life  when  it  is  acknowledged  such  restraints 
Ml —t  ncfrswiiy  If  exemption  from  the  checks  of 
nTi|,si  he,  as  infidds  themsehes  alloWj*  a  state  of 
firccdan  from  reqMnsibility  dangerous  at  all  times,  it 
■Ml  be  peculiarly  so  in  that  season  of  temptation, 
yiMih,  when  the  passions  are  sufficiently  disposed  to 
iMurp  a  ktitude  for  themseWes,  without  taking  a 
Twnrmr  ako  from  infidelity  to  enkurge  their  rsnge.  It 
B,  thoefore,  fortunate  that,  for  the  causes  just 
staled,  the  inroads  of  scepticism  and  disbelief  shoidd 
be  seldom  Mt  in  the  mind  till  a  period  of  life,  when 
the  chancier,  sfaeady  formed,  is  out  of  the  reach  of 
theo'  Jmmibiug  influence, — ^when,  being  the  reeuk, 
howerer  erroneous^  of  thought  and  reasoning,  they 
are  fike^  to  partake  of  the  sobriety  of  the  procen  by 
whkh  they  were  acquired,  and,  bdng  considered  but 
m  mlten  of  pure  q>ecuh[tion,  to  hare  as  little  share 
is  ^Mffffwimig  the  mind  towards  evil  as,  too  often, 
the  most  orthodox  creed  has,  at  the  same  age,  in  in- 
gapi.iiijr  it  towards  good. 

While,  in  this  manner,  the  moral  qualities  of  the 
sabeierer  himself  are  guarded  from  some  of  the 
■hchiefo,  that  might,  at  an  earlier  age,  attend  rach 
dsetiiaes,  Ihe  ^angft  abo  of  his  communicating 
dtt  mfection  to  others  is,  for  reasons  of  a  similar 

*«l4Mk  oat  Ibr  a  peopit  entirely  destitute  of  religion: 
if  ym  fad  them  at  all,  be  aanired  that  tliey  are  bal  few 
degraea  leaiOfcd  flrom  bmtea."— flinaa. 

The  fcftder  will  find  thii  arowal  of  Home  turned  elo- 
faaotly  to  tbe  adraaUf e  of  religton  in  a  collection  of  Ser- 
Msa.  eatitled,  «Tbe  Connexion  of  Christianity  with  Hu- 
fineaa,"  written  by  one  of  Lord  Byron's  earUest 
Ttfaed  firends,  the  Rer.  William  Harness. 


nature,  considerably  diminished.  The  same  vanity 
or  daring,  which  may  hare  prompted  the  youthfiil 
sceptic's  (pinions,  will  lead  him  likewise,  it  is  pro- 
bable, rashly  and  irreverently  to  avow  them,  vrithout 
regard  either  to  the  eflfect  of  his  example  on  those 
around  him,  or  to  the  odium  which,  by  such  an 
avowal,  he  entaik  irreparably  on  himself.  But,  at  a 
riper  age  these  oonsequenoes  are,  in  general,  more 
cautiously  weighed.  The  infidel,  if  at  all  considerate 
of  the  happiness  of  others,  wiD  naturally  pause 
before  he  chases  from  their  heart  a  hope  of  which 
his  own  feeh  the  irant  so  desolately.  If  regardful 
only  of  himself,  he  will  no  less  naturally  shrink  from 
the  promulgation  of  opinions  which,  in  no  age,  have 
men  uttered  with  impunity.  In  either  case  there  is 
a  tolerably  good  security  for  his  sflence ;— for,  should 
benevolence  not  restrain  him  from  making  converto 
of  others,  pmdence  may,  at  least,  prevent  him  from 
making  a  martyr  of  himself. 

Unfortunately,  Lord  Byron  was  an  exception  to 
the  usual  course  of  such  lapses.  With  him,  the 
cankershowed  itself^  in  the  mora  and  dew  of  youth," 
vrhen  the  efiect  of  such  **  blastments**  is,  for  eveiy 
reason,  most  fetal,— «nd,  in  addition  to  the  real  mb- 
fortune  of  being  an  unbeliever  at  any  age,  he  ex- 
hibited the  rare  and  mdancholy  spectade  of  an  un- 
believing schoolboy.  The  same  prematurity  of  de- 
velopment which  brought  his  passions  and  genius 
so  eariy  into  action,  enabled  him  abo  to  anticipate 
this  vrorst,  dreariest  result  of  reason ;  and  at  the 
very  time  of  life  when  a  spirit  and  temperament  like 
his  uKwt  reqinred  control,  those  checks,  which  re- 
ligious prepossessions  best  supply »  were  almost 
wholly  wanting. 

We  have  seen,  in  those  two  Adresses  to  the 
Deity  vrhich  I  have  selected  from  among  hii  un- 
published Poems,  and  still  more  strongly  in  apassage 
of  the  Gatabgue  of  his  studies,  at  what  a  boyish  age 
the  authority  of  all  systems  and  sects  was  avowedly 
shaken  off  by  his  inquiring  spirit.  Yet,  even  in 
these,  there  is  a  fervour  of  adoration  mingled  vrith 
hii  defiance  of  creeds,  through  vrhich  the  piety  im- 
phmted  in  his  nature  (as  it  is  deeply  in  aU  poetic 
natures)  unequivocally  shows  itself;  and  had  he 
then  JsUen  vrithin  the  reach  of  such  guidance  and 
example  as  would  have  seconded  and  fostered  these 
natural  dispositions,  the  licence  of  opinion,  into 
which  he  afterwards  broke  k)ose,  might  have  been 
averted.  His  scepticism,  if  not  wholly  removed, 
might  have  been  softened  down  into  that  humble 
doubt,  which,  so  far  from  beii^  inoonsiitent  with  a 
religious  spirit,  is,  perhaps,  its  best  guard  against 
presumption  and  uncharitableness ;  and,  at  aH 
events,  even  if  his  own  views  of  religion  had  not 
been  brightened  or  elevated,  he  would  have  learned 
not  wantonly  to  cloud  or  disturb  those  of  others. 
But  there  was  no  such  monitor  near  him.  After  his 
departure  from  Southwell,  he  had  not  a  single  friend 
or  relative  to  whom  he  could  look  up  vrith  respect ; 
but  was  thrown  alone  on  the  worid,  with  his  passions 
and  his  pride,  to  revel  in  the  fatal  discovery  which 
he  imagined  himself  to  have  made  of  the  nothingness 
of  the  future,  and  the  all-paramount  claims  of  the 
present.  By  smgular  iO-fortune,  too,  the  individual 
vrho,  among  all  his  college  friends,  had  taken 
the  strongest  hold  on  his  admiration  and  afiection 
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and  ivhoM  kw  he  afterwards  lamented  with  brothciiy 
tenderness,  wis  to  the  same  extent  as  himself,  d 
not  more  strongly,  a  soeptio.  Of  this  remarkable 
young  man,  Matthews,  who  was  so  early  snatched 
away,  and  whose  career  in  after-life,  had  it  been  at 
all  answerable  to  the  extraordinary  promise  of  his 
youth,  must  have  placed  him  npon  a  lerel  with  the 
first  men  of  his  day,  a  Memoir  was,  at  one  time,  in- 
tended to  be  published  by  his  relatives ;  and  to  Lord 
Byron,  among  others  of  his  college  friends,  aj^Uca- 
tion  lor  assistance  in  the  task  was  addressed.  The 
letter  which  this  ciroumstance  drew  forth  from  the 
noble  poet,  besides  containing  many  amusing  traits 
of  his  firiend,  affords  such  an  insight  into  bis  own 
habits  of  life  at  this  period,  that,  though  infringing 
upon  the  chronological  order  of  his  correspondence,  I 
shalt  insert  it  here. 


LETTER  XIX. 

TO  UR  BIURBAY. 

«]Uveans,gbreU,I8». 
**  What  you  said  of  the  late  Charles  Skinner  Mat- 
thews has  set  me  to  nqr  recollections;  but  I  haTe not 
been  able  to  turn  np  any  thing  which  would  do  for 
the  purposed  Memoir  of  his  brother,— eren  if  he  had 
preriously  done  enough  during  hui  life  to  sanction  the 
introduction  of  anecdotes  so  merely  personal.  He 
was,  howerer,  a  Tery  extraordmaiy  man,  and  would 
haTe  been  a  great  one.  No  one  erer  succeeded  in  a 
more  surpassing  degree  than  be  did,  as  &r  as  he 
went  He  was  indolent  too;  but  whenerer  he  stripped 
he  orerthrew  all  antagonists.  His  conquests  will  be 
found  registered  at  Cambridge,  particulariy  his 
Downing  one,  which  was  hotly  and  highly  contested, 
and  yet  easily  toon.  Hobhouse  was  his  most  mtimate 
friend,  and  can  tell  you  more  of  him  than  any  man. 
Wffliam  Bankes  also  a  great  deal.  I  myself  reoolleet 
more  of  his  oddities  than  of  his  academical  qualities, 
for  we  bred  most  together  at  a  very  idle  period  of  my 
life.  When  I  went  up  to  Trinity  in  1806,  at  the  age 
of  seventeen  and  a  half,  I  was  miserable  and  un- 
toward to  a  degree.  I  was  wretched  at  leaving  Hai^ 
row,  to  which  I  had  become  attached  during  the  two 
last  years  of  my  stay  there ;  wretched  at  going  to 
Cambridge  instead  of  Oxford  (there  were  no  rooms 
vacant  at  CSuist-chureh),  wretohed  from  some  private 
domestic  circumstances  of  difierent  kinds,  and  conse- 
quently About  as  unsocial  as  a  wolf  taken  from  the 
troop.  So  that,  although  I  knew  Matthews,  and 
met  him  of^  then  at  Bankes's  (who  was  my  colle- 
giate pastor,  and  master,  and  patron),  and  at  Rhode's, 
Mibes^s,  Price*s,  Dick's,  Macnamara's,  FarreD's, 
Galley  Knight's,  and  others  of  that  set  of  cotempo- 
raries,  yet  I  was  neither  intimate  with  him  nor  with 
any  one  else,  except  my  old  schoolfellow  Edward 
Long  (with  whom  I  used  to  pass  the  day  in  riding 
and  swimming,)  and  William  Bankes,  who  was  good- 
naturedly  tolerant  of  my  ferocities. 

**  It  was  not  tin  1807,  after  I  had  been  upwards  of 
a  year  away  from  Cambridge,  to  which  I  had  returned 
again  to  reside  for  my  degree,  that  I  became  one  of 
Matthews's  familiars,  by  means  of  H  *  *,  who,  after 
hating  me  for  two  yean  because  * Ifwore  a  white 
hni  and  a  grnif  coat  and  rode  a  groff  hone'  (as  he 
says  himsetf),  took  me  into  his  good  graces,  because  I 


had  written  some  poetiy.  I  had  always  lived  a  good 
deal,  and  got  drunk  occasionally,, in  their  company — 
but  now  we  became  really  friends  in  a  morning. 
Matthews,  however,  was  not  at  this  period  resident 
in  College.  I  met  Atm  chiefly  in  London,  and  at  un- 
certain periods  at  Cambridge.  H  *  *,  in  the  mean 
time,  did  great  things  :  he  founded  the  Cambridge 
'  Whig  Club'  (which  he  seems  to  have  foigotten), 
and  the  *  Amicable  Society,'  which  was  dissolved  in 
consequence  of  the  members  constantly  quairdling, 
and  made  himself  veiy  popular  with  *  us  youth,' and 
no  less  formidable  to  all  tutors,  professors,  and  heads 
of  colleges.  William  B  *  *  was  gone ;  while  he 
staid,  he  ruled  the  roast — or  rather  the  roatUng^^ 
and  was  father  of  all  mischiefik 

^  Matthews  and  I,  meeting  in  London,  and  dse- 
where,  became  great  cronies.  He  was  not  good- 
tempered— nor  am  I— but  with  a  little  toct  his 
temper  was  manageable,  and  I  thought  him  so  su- 
perior a  man,  that  I  was  willing  to  sacrifice  some- 
thing to  his  humours,  which  were  often,  at  the  same 
time,  amusing  and  provoking.  What  became  of  his 
paper*  (and  he  certainly  had  many),  at  the  time  of 
his  death,  was  never  known.  I  mention  this  by  the 
way,  fearing  to  skip  it  over,  and  at  he  wrote  remark- 
ably well,  both  in  Latin  and  English.  We  went 
down  to  Newstead  together,  where  I  had  got  a  fit- 
mous  cellar,  and  Monke'  dresses  from  a  masquerade 
warehouse.  We  were  a  company  of  some  seven  or 
eigbt,  with  an  occasional  neighbour  or  so  for  visitors, 
and  used  to  sit  up  late  in  our  Frian*  dresses,  drinking 
burgundy,  claret,  champagne,  and  what  not,  out  of 
the  tkuU-cnp,  and  all  sorts  of  glasses,  and  bufiboning 
all  round  the  house,  in  our  conventual  garments. 
Bfatthews  always  denominated  me  '  the  Abbot,'  and 
never  called  me  by  any  other  name  in  his  good  hu- 
mours, to  the  day  of  his  death.  The  harmony  of 
these  our  symposia  was  somewhat  interrupted,  a  few 
days  after  our  assembling,  by  Matthews's  threatening 
to  threw  '  bold  W^'  (as  he  was  called,  from  winning 
a  foot>match,  and  a  horse-mateh,  the  first  from 
Ipswich  to  London,  and  the  second  from  Brjghthelm- 
stone),  by  threatening  to  throw  *■  bold  W*^  out  of  a 
window,  in  consequence  of  I  know  not  what  com- 
merce of  jokes  cmling  in  this  epigram.  W^*  came 
to  me  and  said,  that  *  his  respect  and  regard  for  me 
as  host  vrould  not  permit  him  to  call  out  aqy  of  my 
guests,  and  that  he  should  go  to  town  next  moiiiing.' 
He  did.  It  was  m  vain  that  I  represented  to  bim 
that  the  window  vras  not  high,  and  that  the  turf 
under  it  vras  particularly  soft.    Away  he  went. 

^  Matthews  and  myself  had  travelled  down  from 
London  together,  talking  all  the  way  incessantly  upon 
one  single  topic.  When  we  got  to  Loughborough, 
I  know  wH  what  chasm  had  made  us  diverge  for  a 
moment  to  some  other  subject,  at  which  he  was  in- 
dignant. *Come,'  said  he,  *  don't  let  us  break 
through— let  us  go  on  as  we  began,  to  our  jottniey*ii 
end ;'  and  so  he  continued,  and  vrasas  entertaining  as 
ever  to  the  veiy  end.  He  had  previously  occupied, 
during  my  year's  absence  from  Cinnbridge,  my  rooms 
in  Trinity,  vrith  the  furniture;  and  Jones  the  tutor, 
in  his  odd  way,  had  said  on  putting  him  in,  *Mr 
Matthews,  I  recommend  to  your  attention  not  to 
damage  any  of  the  moveables,  for  Lord  Byron,  sir,  is 
a  young  man  of  tumuUtums  paetumt.'    BfatthewB 
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«M  del^glited  with  this;  and  wbenerer  aoy  hody 
amt  to  Tish  hmi,  b^ged  them  to  handle  the  rery 
4tor  with  cautioa ;  and  used  to  repeat  Jones's  admo- 
■tioBv  is  his  tone  and  manner.  There  was  a  huge 
mnor  m  the  room,  on  which  he  remarked, '  that  he 
^mt^bit  his  friends  were  grown  uncommonly  aan- 
AwB  IB  oooung  to  tee  him,  but  he  soon  disa>Tered 
Ihst  dw7  on^  came  to  tee  themtelvet.'  Jones's 
pkve  of  *  ttantUuoutpattiontf'  and  the  whole  scene, 
kad  pot  bim  into  such  good  humour,  that  I  rerily 
h&re,  that  I  owed  to  it  a  portion  of  his  good  graces. 
*WheB  at  Newstead,  somebody  by  accident 
rafabcd  againat  one  of  his  white  silk  stockings,  one 
di9  before  dinner;  of  course  the  gentleman  apolo- 
^ed.  *■  Sir,'  answered  Matthews,  *  it  may  be  all 
foy  Wttfl  for  you,  who  have  a  great  many  silk  stock- 
isfs,  to  Srtf  othtf  people's ;  but  to  me,  who  have 
0^  this  erne  pair,  which  I  have  put  on  in  honour  of 
ihe  Abbot  here,  no  apology  can  compensate  for  such 
caiiliiianw ;  besides  the  expense  of  washing."  He 
lad  the  same  sort  of  droU  sardonic  way  about 
cfcfy  thing.  A  wild  Irishman,  named  F  *  *,  one 
aiag  beginning  to  say  something  at  a  large  supper 
at  Cambridge,  Matthews  roared  out,  *  Silence !'  and 
then,  pointing  to  F  *  *,  cried  out,  in  the  words  of 
ihe  onde, '  Ort<m  it  endoioed  with  reaton*  You 
■ay  tmnif  suppose  that  Orson  lost  what  reason  he 
had  aeqiured,  on  hearing  this  compliment.  When 
H*  *  poblished  his  volume  of  Poems,  the  Miscellany 
[wUch  Matthews  would  call  the  '  Mitt-tell  any*), 
si  that  could  be  drawn  from  him  was,  that  the 
jKfoce  ipas  *  extremely  like  fVabh.'  H  *  *  thought 
Am  at  fawt  a  compliment ;  but  we  never  could  make 
eat  what  it  was,  for  all  we  know  of  PTalsh  is  his 
Ode  to  Ring  William,  and  Pope's  epithet  of  *  knoxoing 
fTabk.'  When  the  Newstead  party  broke  up  for 
Loadon,  H  *  *  and  Afatthews,  who  were  the  greatest 
fncnds  possible,  agreed,  for  a  whim,  to  waOc  together 
to  town.  Tbey  quarrelled  by  the  way,  and  actually 
wa&ed  tbe  latter  half  of  their  journey,  occasionally 
passing  and  repassing,  without  speaking.  When 
Mattbefws  had  got  to  Highgate,  he  had  spent  all  his 
Bsoaej  bat  threepence  hdf penny,  and  determined  to 
spend  tbat  aba  in  a  pint  of  beer,  which  I  believe  he 
was  drinking  before  a  public-house,  as  H  *  *  passed 
hm»  (tUS  without  speaking)  for  the  kst  time  on  their 
jDOte.     Hiey  were  reconciled  in  London  agab. 

"  One  of  Matthews's  passions  was  *  the  Fancy  ;*  and 
he  fcparred  onoommonly  weD.  But  he  always  got 
beaten  in  rows.  Or  combats  with  the  bare  fist.  In 
inimnung  too,  he  swam  weQ;  but  with  effort  and 
JsloT,  and  too  high  out  of  the  water ;  so  that  Scrope 
Davies  and  myself,  of  whom  he  was  therein  some- 
what emnlous,  always  told  him  that  he  would  be 
drowned  if  ever  he  came  to  a  difficult  pass  in  the 
wato'.  He  was  so;  but  surely  Scrope  and  myself 
woald  have  been  most  heartily  ghid  that 

the  Dean  bad  lived, 
Aad  oar  piedictioB  prored  a  lie. 

**  His  bead  was  uncommonly  handsome,  very  like 
what  Pop^M  was  in  his  youth. 

**  His  Toiee,  aad  laugh,  and  features,  are  strongly 
lesunbkd  by  his  brother  Heniy's,  if  Henry  be  Atf  of 
Km§'s  CoUege,  His  passion  for  boxing  was  so  grcat^ 
Chat  be  actnaOy  wanted  me  to  match  him  with 


Dogherty  (whom  I  had  backed  and  made  the  match 
for  agamst  Tom  Belcherji  and  I  saw  them  spar  toge- 
ther at  my  own  lodgings  with  the  gloves  on.  As  he 
was  bent  upon  it,  I  would  have  backed  Dogherty  to 
please  him,  but  the  match  went  off.  It  was  of  course 
to  have  been  a  private  fight  in  a  private  room. 

*'  On  one  occasion,  being  too  late  to  go  home  and 
dress,  he  was  equipped  by  a  friend  (Mr  Bafley,  I 
believe),  in  a  magnificently  fashionable  and  somewhat 
exaggerated  shirt  and  neckcloth.  He  proceeded  to 
the  Opera,  and  took  his  station  in  Fop's  Alley. 
During  the  interval  between  the  opera  and  the  ballet, 
an  acquaintance  took  his  station  by  him,  and  saluted 
him  :  *  Come  roimd,'  said  Matthews,  *  come  round.' 

*  Why  should  I  come  round  T  said  the  other ;  *  you 
have  only  to  turn  your  head— I  am  dose  by  you.* 

*  That  is  exactly  what  I  cannot  do,'  answered  Mat- 
thews: '  don't  you  see  the  state  I  am  m?'  polming  to 
his  buckram  shirt  collar,  and  inflexible  cravat, — and 
there  he  stood  with  his  head  always  m  the  same 
perpendicuhu-  position  during  the  whole  spectacle. 

**  One  evening,  after  dinbg  together,  as  we  were 
going  to  the  Opera,  I  happened  to  have  a  spare 
Opera  ticket  (as  subscriber  to  a  box),  and  presented 
it  to  Matthews.  *  Now,  sir,'  said  he  to  Hobhouse 
afterwards,  *  this  I  call  courtsout  in  the  Abbot— 
another  man  would  never  have  thought  that  I  might 
do  better  with  half  a  guinea  than  throw  it  to  a  door- 
keeper;— ^but  here  is  a  man  not  only  asks  me  to 
dinner,  but  gives  me  a  ticket  for  the  theatre.'  These 
were  only  his  oddities,  for  no  man  was  more  liberal, 
or  more  honourable  in  all  his  doings  and  dealings  than 
Matthews.  He  gave  Hobhouse  and  me,  before  we  set 
out  for  Constantinople,  a  most  splendid  entertajn- 
ment,  to  which  we  did  ample  justice.  One  of  his 
fancies  was  dining  at  all  sorts  of  out  of  the  way 
pUces.  Somebody  popped  upon  him,  in  I  know  not 
what  oofiee-house  in  the  Strand— and  what  do  you 
think  was  the  attraction?  Why,  that  he  paid  a 
shilling  (1  think)  to  tUne  mth  hit  hat  on.  This  he 
called  his  'hat  house,'  and  used  to  boast  of  the  com- 
fort of  being  covered  at  meal-times. 

*'  When  Sir  Heniy  Smith  was  expelled  from  Cam- 
bridge for  a  row  with  a  tradesman  named  *  Hiron,' 
Matthews  solaced  himself  with  shouting  under 
Hiron's  windows  eveiy  evening, 

Ab  me  I  what  perils  do  enriron 

The  man  who  meddles  with  hot  Blron, 

**  He  was  also  of  that  band  of  profane  scoffers, 
who,  under  the  auspices  of  *  *  *  *,  used  to  rouse 
Lort  Mansel  (late  Bishop  of  Bristol)  from  his  slum- 
ben  in  the  lodge  of  Trinity,  and  when  he  appeared 
at  the  window  foaming  with  wrath,  and  crying  out 

*  I  know  you,  gentlemen,  I  know  you  1 '  were  wont  to 
reply,  *  We  beseech  thee  to  hear  us,  good  Lor/— Good 
Lortt  deliver  us ! '  (Lort  was  his  christian  name.)  As 
he  was  very  free  in  his  speculations  upon  all  kinds  of 
subjects,  although  by  no  means  either  dissolute  or 
intemperate  in  his  conduct,  and  as  I  was  no  less 
independent,  our  conversation  and  correspondence 
used  to  alarm  our  friend  Hobhouse  to  a  considerable 
degree 

»  ♦  ♦  ♦  ¥ 

**  You  must  be  almost  tired  of  my  packets,  which 
win  have  cost  a  mint  of  postage. 
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**  Salute  Gillbrd  and  an  my  fHends. 

**  Yourn,  fco." 

As  alitiadj,  befiwe  hit  aoqnaintanoe  with  Mr  Mat- 
thews commenced.  Lord  Bttozi  had  begun  to  bewilder 
himself  in  the  mazes  of  scepticism,  it  would  be  uiqust 
to  impute  to  this  gentleman  any  further  share  in  the 
formation  of  his  noble  friend's  opinions  than  what 
arose  from  the  natural  influence  of  example  and 
sympathy;— an  influence  which,  as  it  was  felt  per- 
haps equally  on  both  sides,  rendered  the  contagion 
of  their  doctrines,  in  a  great  measure,  reciprocal.  In 
addition,  too,  to  this  community  of  sentiment  on  sudi 
subjects,  they  were  both,  in  no  ordinaiy  degree,  pos- 
sessed by  that  dangerous  spirit  of  ridicule,  whose 
impulses  eren  the  pious  cannot  always  restrain,  and 
which  draws  the  mmd  on,  by  a  sort  of  irresistible 
fascination,  to  disport  ftsdf  most  wantonly  on  die 
brink  of  an  that  is  most  solemn  and  awfiil.  It  w  not 
wonderful,  therefore,  that,  in  such  society,  the  opi- 
nions of  the  noble  poet  should  have  been,  at  least, 
accelerated  in  that  direction  to  which  their  bias  al- 
ready leaned;  and  though  he  cannot  be  said  to  hare 
become  thus  confirmed  in  these  doctrines— as  neither 
now,  nor  at  any  time  of  his  life,  was  he  a  confirmed 
unbelierer,— he  had  undoubte<Uy  leaned  to  feel  less 
unea^  under  his  scepticism,  and  even  to  mingle 
somewhat  of  boast  and  of  levity  with  his  expression 
of  it.  At  the  Tery  fint  onset  of  his  correspondence 
with  Mr  Dallas,  we  find  him  proclaiming  his  senti- 
ments on  an  such  subjects  with  a  flippancy  and  con- 
fidence, hr  different  from  the  tone  in  which  he  had 
first  ventured  on  his  doubts,— from  that  fervid  sad- 
ness, as  of  a  heart  loth  to  part  with  its  aUusions, 
which  breathes  through  ereiy  line  of  those  prayen, 
that,  but  a  year  before,  his  pen  had  traced. 

Here,  again,  however,  we  should  recoDeot,  there 
must  be  a  considerable  share  of  afiowance  for  his 
usual  tendency  to  make  the  most  and  the  worst  of 
his  own  obliquities.  There  occurs,  indeed,  in  his  first 
letter  to  Mr  DaUas,  an  instance  of  this  strange  ambi- 
tion,—the  yeiy  rererse,  it  must  be  allowed,  of  hypo- 
crisy,— which  led  him  to  court,  rather  than  avoid, 
the  reputation  of  profligacy,  and  to  put  at  aU  times 
the  worst  feoe  on  his  own  ohareoter  and  conduct.  His 
new  correspondent  having,  in  introducing  himself  to 
his  acquaintance,  passed  some  compliments  on  the 
tone  of  moral  and  charitable  feeling  which  breathed 
through  one  of  his  poems,  had  added,  that "  it  brought 
to  his  mind  another  noble  author,  who  was  not  only  a 
fine  poet,  orator,  and  historian,  but  one  of  the  closest 
reasoners  we  have  on  the  truth  of  that  religion  of 
which  foipreness  is  a  prominent  principle, — the 
great  and  the  good  Lord  Lyttleton,  whose  fame  wiU 
aeverdie.  His  son,"  adds  Mr  DaUas, '*  to  whom  he 
had  transmitted  genius,  but  not  virtue,  spariiled  for 
a  moment  and  went  out  like  a  star,— and  vrith  him 
Ae  title  became  extinct"  To  this  Lord  Byron  an- 
swers in  the  folbwing  letter. 

LETTER  XX. 

TO  MR  DALLAS. 

•Dorant's  Hotel,  Albemarle^treet,  Jan.  SOtk.  1806 
"  Your  letter  was  not  received  tiU  this  morning. 


I  presume  from  being  addressed  to  me  in  Notts., 
where  I  have  not  resided  smoe  last  June,  and  as 
the  date  is  the  6th,  you  wiQ  excuse  the  defaiy  of  my 


"  If  the  little  volume  you  mention  has  given  plea- 
sure to  the  author  of  Percival  and  Aubrey y  I  am  suf- 
ficiently repaid  by  his  praise.  Though  our  poiodical 
censors  have  been  uncommonly  lenient,  I  confess  a 
tribute  finom  a  man  of  acknowledged  genius  is  still 
more  flattering.  But  I  am  afraid  I  should  forfeit  afl 
daiffl  to  candour,  if  I  did  not  decline  such  praise  as  I 
do  not  deserve;  and  this  is,  I  am  sony  to  say,  the 
case  in  the  present  instance. 

**  My  compositions  speak  for  themselves,  and  must 
stand  or  fiiD  by  their  own  worth  or  demerit:  thus  fir 
1  fed  highly  gratified  by  your  fevour&ble  opinion. 
But  my  pretensions  to  virtue  are  unluckily  so  few, 
that  though  I  should  be  happy  to  merit,  I  cannot 
accept,  your  applause  in  that  respect  One  passage 
in  your  letter  struck  me  fisrcibly :  you  mention  the 
two  Lords  Lyttleton  in  a  manner  they  respectively 
deserve,  and  wHl  be  surprised  to  hear  the  person 
who  is  now  addressing  you  has  been  frequently  com- 
pared to  the  latter.  I  Imow  I  am  injuring  myself  in 
your  esteem  by  this  avowal,  but  the  circumstance 
was  so  remarkable  &om  your  observation,  that  I  can- 
not help  relating  the  feet.  The  events  of  my  short 
life  have  been  of  so  singular  a  nature,  that,  though 
the  pride  commonly  caUed  honour  has,  and  I  trust 
ever  wiH,  prevent  me  from  di^racing  my  name  by  a 
mean  or  cowardly  action,  I  have  been  already  hdd 
up  as  the  votary  of  licentiousness,  and  the  tUsciple  of 
infidelity.  How  far  justice  may  have  dictated  this 
accusation  I  cannot  pretend  to  say,  but,  like  the  gen- 
tlemoH  to  whom  my  religious  friends,  in  the  warmth 
of  their  charity,  have  already  devoted  me,  I  am  made 
worse  than  I  really  sni.  However,  to  quit  mjsdf 
(the  wont  theme  I  could  pitch  upon)  and  return  to 
my  Poems,  I  cannot  sufficiently  express  my  thanks, 
and  I  hope  I  shaU  some  day  Iisvb  an  opportunity 
of  rendering  them  in  person.  A  second  edition  is 
now  m  the  press,  with  some  additions  and  considera- 
ble omissions ;  you  will  aUow  me  to  present  you  with 
a  copy.  Hie  Critical,  Monthly,  and  Anti-Jacobin 
Reviews  have  been  very  indulgent;  but  the  Eclectic 
has  pronounced  a  furious  Philippic,  not  against  the 
book  but  the  author,  where  you  wOl  find  aU  I  have 
mentioned  asserted  by  a  reverend  divine  who  wrote 
the  critique. 

'*  Your  name  and  connexion  with  our  family  hare 
been  king  known  to  me,  and  I  hope  your  person  will 
be  not  less  so;  you  wiU  find  me  an  exceUent  com- 
pound of  a  *  Erainless'  and  a  *  Stanhope.'*  I  am 
afraid  you  wiU  hardly  be  able  to  read  this,  for  my 
hand  is  almost  as  bad  as  my  character,  but  you  will 
find  me,  as  legibly  as  possible, 

**  Your  obliged  and  obedient  Servant, 

"  Bybon." 

There  Is  here,  evidently,  a  degree  of  pride  in  bein^ 
thought  to  resemble  the  wicked  Lord  Lyttleton ;  and, 
lest  his  known  irregularities  should  not  bear  hhn  out 
in  the  pretension,  he  refers  mysteriously,  as  was  his 
habit,  to  certain  untold  events  of  his  life,  to  wairant 

*  Chsrscten  in  tlw  novel  eslled  Ptrclval 
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ifepuaDeL*  Bfr  Ddtt,  who  Memt  to  haTe  been 
I  kit  filde  pffqpued  fiir  toch  a  reception  of  his  oompli- 
■ota,  esopes  oat  of  the  diflloiilty  by  tmniferriiig  to 
*e  yooiv  h>rd's  '^candour"  the  preiae  he  had  so 
ifciailiiiiU  beatofwed  oa  his  aiorals  in  general;  ad- 
da^,  that  from  the  design  Lord  Qyron  had  expressed 
ia  has  pfre&ee  of  resigdng  the  senriee  of  the  Muses 
far  a  difcrent  vocation,  he  had  *'  conceiTed  him  bent 
«B  parsoHs  which  lead  to  the  character  of  a  legislator 
;— had  imagined  him  at  one  of  the 
tiaining  himself  to  habits  of  reasonmg 
sad  doqncBoe,  and  storing  up  a  large  iund  of  history 
asd  taw."  It  is  m  reply  to  this  letter  that  the  expo- 
■tioa  of  the  noble  poet's  opinioiis  to  which  I  hare 
ilhiitfit  is  contained* 

LETTER  XXI. 

TOMBDALLifl. 

«Doran(**,  Jaanary  31ic.f  1808. 

sore  and  inclinatioD  permit  me  the 
of  A  Tint,  I  shall  feel  truly  gratified  m  a 
arqnamtnnc  with  one  whoee  aundhas  been 
to  me  in  his  writings. 
**  You  ate  so  lar  correct  in  your  conjecture^  that  I 
IB  a  ■aaubcr  of  the  Unirersi^  of  Cambridge,  where 
I  shall  take  aij  degree  of  A.  M.  this  term ;  but  were 
ifsaaiiagy  eloquenoe,  or  Tirtae,  the  objects  of  my 
wsrd^  Gianta  is  not  their  metropolis,  nor  is  the 
pboe  of  her  situation  an  '  El  Dorado/  far  less  an 
Utopia.  Tlie  tntdlects  of  her  children  are  as  stag- 
sast  as  faer  Cam,  and  their  pursuits  limited  to  the 
charch-«aot  of  Christ,  but  of  the  nearest  benefice. 

*  As  to  my  reading,  I  believe  I  may  aver,  without 
hTperbole,  it  has  been  tolerably  extensire  m  the  his- 
loriea] ;  so  that  few  nations  exist,  or  have  existed, 
ds  I  am  not  in  some  degree  ac- 
fran  Herodotus  down  to  Gibboa.  Of  the 
I  know  about  as  much  as  uKwt  schoolboys 
after  a  diaripline  of  thirteen  years;  of  the  law  of  the 
kad  as  aracfa  as  enables  me  to  keep  '  within  the 
aiatate' — to  oae  the  poacher's  vooabulaiy.  I  did 
Btady  ^he  *  Spirit  of  Laws'  and  the  Law  of  Nations; 
bat  when  I  nw  the  huter  viohUed  every  month,  1 
gave  iq>  ssy  attempts  at  so  useless  an  accomplish- 
;—<3f  geography,  I  have  seen  more  land  on  maps 
I  siboold  wkh  to  traverse  on  foot ;— of  mathe- 
enoogh  to  give  me  the  headache  without 
deariag  the  part  aiGected ; — of  philosophy,  astronomy, 
sad  metaphysics,  more  than  I  can  comprehend  rt  and 
of  ^"^■>**'  sense  so  little,  that  I  mean  to  leave  a 
Byraaian  prise  at  eadi  of  our  *  Afann  Matres'  for 
the  firat  discovery,— though  I  rather  fear  that  of  the 
LoBgitnde  will  precede  it. 

1  oaoe  thought  myself  a  phiIos(q>her,  and  talked 
cnae  with  great  decorum :  I  defied  pain,  and 
preached  up  equanimity.  For  some  time  this  did 
voy  well,  for  no  one  was  in  pota  for  me  but  my 

nfa  appeia  ta  (he  UMgiaatloB  of  Ui  correipondent 
«w  a«t  attflaetker  witboot  effect.— « I  coiuidered,*  mji 
■r  IMIaK,  « thoM  letters,  though  evidtnthf  ffrotmdMi  m 
•cvOT-mtee*  to  tht  ttUl  eoHUr  part  ^  hU  HT*.  rather 
mjmx^eaprU  than  m  a  true  portrait.* 

t  He  apfwars  to  hare  had  la  his  nemory  Voltaire** 
fiveiy  «xo«at  oT  Zadif**  leamiaff :-«  II  layait  de  la  mita- 
pfeyiiqoe  ce  fn'oa  en  a  so  dans  tons  lea  Ages,— c'est  k  dire, 
iat  pea  de  choac.*  &«. 


friends,  and  none  kat  their  patience  but  my  hearers. 
At  hst,  a  fidl  from  my  horse  convinced  me  bodily 
suiiering  was  an  evil ;  and  the  worst  of  an  argument 
overset  my  maxims  and  my  temper  at  the  same  mo- 
ment, so  I  quitted  Zeno  for  Aristippus,  and  conoerra 
that  pleasure  constitutes  the  to  KaXo? .  In  morality, 
I  prefer  Confucius  to  the  Ten  Commandments,  and 
Socrates  to  St  Paul,  though  the  two  latter  agree  in 
their  opinion  of  marriage.  In  religion,  I  favour  the 
Catholic  emancipation,  but  do  not  acknowledge  the 
Pope ;  and  I  have  refused  to  take  the  Scuaament, 
because  I  do  not  think  eating  bread  or  drinking  wine 
from  the  hand  of  an  earthly  vicar  wiH  make  me  an 
inheritor  of  heaven.  I  hold  virtue  in  general,  or  the 
virtues  severaUy,  to  be  only  in  the  disposition,  each  a 
feeUng,  not  a  prmciple.*  I  believe  truth  the  prime 
attribute  of  the  Deity ;  and  death  an  eternal  sleep, 
at  least  of  the  body.  You  have  here  a  brief  com- 
pendium of  the  sentiments  of  the  wicked  Geoige  Lord 
Byron ;  and,  till  I  get  a  new  suit,  you  will  peroeivel 
am  badly  clothed.    I  remain,'*  &c. 

Hiough  such  was,  doubtlen,  the  general  cast  of  his 
opniioos  at  this  time,  it  must  be  recollected,  before 
we  attach  any  particular  importance  to  the  details  of 
his  creed,  that,  in  addition  to  the  temptation,  never 
easily  resisted  by  him,  of  displaying  his  wit  at  the 
expense  of  his  character,  he  was  here  addressiag  a 
person  who,  though,  no  doubt,  well-meaning,  was 
eridendy  one  of  those  officious,  self-^satisfied  advisers, 
whom  it  was  the  delight  of  Lord  Byron  at  all  times 
to  astonish  and  myil\fy.  The  tricks  which,  when 
a  boy,  he  played  upon  the  Nottingham  quack. 
Lavender,  were  but  the  first  of  a  long  series  with 
which,  through  life,  he  amused  himself,  at  the  ex- 
pense of  an  the  numerous  quacks,  whom  his  celebrity 
and  sociability  drew  around  him. 

The  terms  m  which  he  speaks  of  the  umversity  in 
this  letter  agree  in  spirit  with  many  passages  both 
in  the  **  Hours  of  Idlaiess,"  and  his  early  ScUire,  and 
prove  that,  while  Harrow  was  remembeied  by  him 
with  more  aSectioo  perhaps  than  respect,  Cambridge 
had  not  been  able  to  inspire  him  with  either,  fliis 
feeling  of  distaste  to  his  ^  nursing  mother'*  he  enter- 
tained b  common  with  some  of  the  most  illustrious 
names  of  English  literature.  So  great  was  Milton's 
hatred  to  Cambridge^  that  be  had  even  conceived, 
says  Warton,  a  dislike  to  the  face  of  the  countiy, — 
to  the  fields  in  its  neighbourhood.  The  poet  Gray 
thus  speaks  of  the  same  univenuty : — ^  Surely,  it  was 
of  this  place,  now  Cambridge,  but  formerly  known 
by  the  name  of  Babykui,  that  the  prophet  spoke 
when  he  said,  *  the  wild  beasts  of  the  desert  shall 
dwell  there,  and  their  houses  shall  be  fuB  of  doleful 
creatures,  and  owls  shall  build  there,  and  satyrs 
shall  dance  there,' **&€.  &o.  The  bitter  recollections 
which  Gibbon  retained  of  Oxford,  his  own  pen  has 
recorded ;  and  the  cool  contempt  by  which  Locke 
avenged  himself  on  the  bigotiy  of  the  samftscat  of 
leammg  is  even  still  more  memoiable.f 

*  The  doctrine  of  Homo,  vrtio  resolTes  all  virtue  into 
•enllraent— 3ee  his  •Eaqoiry  coocemlaff  the  Principles  of 
MoralB." 

t  See  his  Letter  to  Aathoay  Oollina.  170-4.  where  he 
•peaks  of  « those  aharp  heads,  which  were  for  daauiinff  his 
book,  because  of  its  diaconraginc  the  staple  cosunodJtj  of 
the  place,  which  in  his  time  was  called  hog*'  thtaring." 
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Li  poets,  ludi  diitefteful  reooUeotioiiB  of  their 
coDegiate  Efe  may  well  be  thought  to  have  their 
origin  in  that  antipathj  to  the  trammels  of  discipline, 
which  is  not  unusual^  obsenrable  among  the  chareO' 
teristics  of  genius,  and  which  might  be  regarded, 
indeed,  as  a  sort  of  instinct,  implanted  in  it  for  its 
own  presenration,  if  there  be  any  truth  in  the  opinion 
that  a  course  of  learned  education  is  hurtful  to  the 
freshness  and  daslicitj  of  the  imaginatiTe  fiunhy. 
A  right  rererend  writer,^  but  little  to  be  suspected 
of  any  desire  to  depreciate  acadenucal  studies,  not 
only  puts  the  question,  ^  whether  the  usual  forms 
of  learning  be  not  rather  injurious  to  the  true  poet, 
than  really  assisting  to  him?"  but  appears  strongly 
disposed  to  answer  it  in  the  affirmatiTe,— giving,  as 
an  instance,  in  fieiTOur  of  this  conclusion,  the  classic 
Addison,  who,  ^as  appears,**  he  says,  ^fron  some 
original  efforts  in  the  sublime,  allegorical  way,  had 
no  want  of  natural  talents  for  the  greater  poetiy,— 
which  yet  were  so  restrained  and  disabled  by  his 
constant  and  superstitious  study  of  the  old  classics, 
that  he  was,  in  &ct,  but  a  Teiy  ordinary  poet.** 

It  was,  no  doubt,  under  some  such  impression  of 
the  malign  influence  of  a  collegiate  atmosphere  upon 
genius,  that  Milton,  in  speaking  of  Cambridge,  gave 
vent  to  the  exdamation,  that  it  was  **  a  place  quite 
incompatible  with  the  votaries  of  Pbcebus,"  and  that 
Lord  Byron,  versifying  a  thought  of  his  own,  in  a 
letter  to  Mr  Dallas  just  given,  declares. 

Her  Helicon  Is  doner  (ban  ber  Csm. 

The  poet  Dryden,  tOo,  who,  like  Milton,  had  in- 
curred some  mark  of  dii^nce  at  Cambridge,  seems 
to  have  cntertamed  but  little  more  veneration  for  his 
Alma  Mater;  and  the  verses  in  which  he  has  praised 
Oxford  at  the  expense  ot  his  own  university  f  were, 
it  is  probable,  dictated  mudi  less  by  adndration  of 
the  one  than  by  a  desire  to  spite  and  depreciate  the 
other. 

Nor  is  it  Genius  only  that  thus  rebels  against  the 
diKipline  of  the  schoob.  Even  the  tamer  quality  of 
Tsste,  which  it  is  the  professed  olqect  of  classical 
studies  to  cultivate,  is  sometimes  found  to  turn 
restive  under  the  pedantic  numige  to  which  it  is  sub- 
jected. It  was  not  till  released  from  the  duty  of 
reading  Virgil  as  a  task,  that  Grey  could  feel  him- 
self capable  of  enjoying  the  beauties  of  that  poet ; 
and  Lord  Byron  was,  to  the  last,  unable  to  vanquish 
a  similar  prepossession,  with  which  the  same  sort 
of  school  fiBiKMHftt'""  had  inoculated  him,  against 
Horace. 

noi^hTiae  batb  Un^ 

Uj  mind  to  neditste  what  then  it  ieiim*d, 
Tet  rach  the  flx'd  inveterscy  wronglit 
By  the  impatience  of  my  early  thoaffht. 
That,  with  the  frsshneM  wearing  oat  beton 
My  mind  coold  reliah  wtet  it  might  have  Moght, 
If  free  to  chooee,  I  cannot  now  rettore 
Its  health ;  hot  what  U  then  deteited,  still  abhor. 

Then  terewell,  Horace ;  whom  I  hated  so. 
Not  for  thy  Aittlts.  bat  mine ;  it  if  a  cone 
To  andentand.  not  feel  thy  lyric  flow. 
To  comprehend,  bat  neyer  love  thy  verse. 

CMUt  Hmntd,  Cmmio  IV. 

To  the  list  of  eminent  poets,  who  have  thus  left 

«  Hard,  'Discoanes  on  PoeUcal  ImltatioB.'* 
t  Prologne  to  the  Univerrity  of  Oxford. 


on  record  their  dislike  and  disapproval  of  the  E!nglish 
system  of  education,  are  to  be  added,  the  distin- 
guished names  of  Cowley,  Addison,  and  Cowper ; 
while,  among  the  cases  which,  like  those  of  Milton 
and  Dryden,  practically  demonstrate  the  sort  of 
inverse  ratio  that  may  exist  between  college  honours 
and  genius,  must  not  be  forgotten  those  of  Svrifk, 
Gol£mith,  and  Churchill,  to  eveiy  one  of  whom 
some  mark  of  incompetency  was  affixed  by  the 
respective  universities,  whose  annals  they  adom. 
When  in  addition,  too,  to  this  rather  ample  cata- 
logue of  poets,  whom  the  universities  have  sent  forth 
either  disloyal  or  dishonoured,  we  come  to  number 
over  such  names  as  those  of  Shakspeare  and  of  Pope, 
followed  by  Gay,  Thomson,  Burns,  Chatterton,  &c., 
all  of  whom  hsve  attained  their  respective  stations 
of  eminence,  vrithout  instruction  or  sanclion  from 
any  college  whatever,  it  forms  altogether,  it  must  be 
owned,  a  large  portion  of  the  poetical  worid,  that 
must  be  subducted  from  the  sphere  of  that  nursing 
influoioe  which  the  universities  are  supposed  to 
exercise  over  the  genius  of  the  country. 

The  following  letters,  written  at  this  time,  contain 
some  particulars  whidi  will  not  be  found  unin- 
teresting. 

LETTER  XXn. 

TO  MR  HENRY  DRURY. 

'Dorsnt's  Hotel,  /snmny  IStb,  1808w 
^Wl  DRAR  SIR, 

^  Though  the  stupidity  of  my  servants,  or  the 
porter  of  the  house,  in  not  showing  you  up  stairs 
(where  I  should  have  joined  you  directly)  prevented 
me  the  pleasure  of  seeing  you  yesterday,  I  hoped  to 
meet  you  at  some  public  place  in  the  evening.  How- 
ever, my  stars  deoeed  otherwise,  as  they  genenUy 
do,  when  I  have  any  fovour  to  request  of  them.  I 
think  you  would  have  been  surprbed  at  my  figure, 
for,  since  our  last  meeting,  I  am  reduced  four  stone 
in  weight.  I  then  weighed  fourteen  stone  seven 
pound,  and  now  only  Un  itone  and  a  ha{f.  I  have 
disposed  of  my  ntperfluiUes,  by  means  of  hard  exer- 
cise and  abstinence.  *  *  * 

M  Should  your  Harrow  engagements  aDow  you  to 
visit  town  between  this  and  February,  I  shall  be 
most  happy  to  see  you  in  Albemarie-street.  If  I  am 
not  so  fortunate,  I  shall  endeavour  to  join  yon  for 
an  afternoon  at  Harrow,  though,  I  fear,  your  cellar 
will  by  no  means  contribute  to  my  cure.  As  for  my 
worthy  preceptor,.  Dr  B.,  our  encounter  would  by 
no  means  prevent  the  muiual  cndearmaUt  he  and  1 
were  wont  to  lavish  on  each  other.  We  have  oo]j 
spoken  once  since  my  departure  from  Harrow  in 
1806,  and  then  he  politely  told  Tatersall  I  was  not  a 
proper  associate  for  his  pupils.  This  was  long  before 
my  strictures  in  verse :  but,  in  phun  prou^  had  I 
been  some  years  older,  I  should  have  hdd  my  tongue 
on  his  perfections.  But^  being  laid  on  my  back, 
when  that  schoolboy  thing  was  written— or  rather 
dictated— expecting  to  rise  no  more,  my  physician 
having  taken  his  sixteenth  fee,  and  I  his  prescrip- 
tion, I  oould  not  quit  this  earth  vrithout  leaving  a 
memento  of  my  constant  attachment  to  Bntkr  in 
gratitude  for  his  manifold  good  offices. 

^  I  meant  to  have  been  down  in  July ;  but  thinking 
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immediAtely  after  the  publieatioii, 
be  €onstnwd  mtoan  iurak,  I  directed  mj  iteps 
cfc  Bewdet,  I  heard  that  tome  of  the  boys 
W  got  bold  of  09  libelhis,  contimiy  to  mj  wishes 
eatamAff  for  I  never  truumitted  a  single  copy  till 
October,  wben  I  gave  one  to  a  boy,  since  gone,  after 
npeaicd  inpoflumties.  You  will,  I  trust,  pardon 
As  you  had  touched  on  the  subject, 
exphnatioo  necessaiy.  Defence  I 
I  attempt,  *Hic  mnrus  aheneus  esto,  nil 
mbi* — sind  'so  on'  (as  Lord  Baltimore  said 
OB  his  trial  for  a  rape) — I  have  been  so  long  at 
TMsily  an  to  forget  the  conehisioa  of  the  line ;  but, 
teagb  I  eaanot  fnish  my  quotation,  I  will  my  fetter, 
and  cBtre«t  yoa  to  belieTe  me,  gratefully  and  affec- 
tnale4y,&c. 

*P.  8-— I  wffl  HOC  lay  a  tax  on  your  time  by  re- 
^moBf  an  answer,  lest  you  say,  as  Butfer  said  to 
IklensJI  (wbcB  I  had  written  his  rererence  an 
ilinih  III  epistle  on  the  expression  before  mentioned], 
TV.—'  that  I  iraaled  to  draw  him  into  a  conrespon- 


mr 


gift 


LETTER  XXm. 

TO  MR  HAIINK88. 
«  Donate  Hotel,  Albemarie-street,  Feb.  11th,  1808. 
*'MT  DSAB  HABMBSS, 

As  I  had  no  opportunity  of  returning  mj  verbal 
I  trust  you  will  accept  my  written  acknow- 
for  tbe  oompfiment  you  were  pleased  to 
I  production  of  my  unlucky  muse  last 
r — ^I  am  induced  to  do  this  not  Ebss  from 
I  led  in  the  praise  of  an  old  school- 
from  justice  to  you,  for  I  had  heard 
slight  Tariations.  Indeed,  when 
:,  Wingfield  had  not  undeceived 
,  but  be  win  teO  you  that  I  displayed  no  resent- 
tt  in  miintinning  what  I  had  heard,  though  I  was 
Bstiy  to  disooTer  the  truth.  Perhaps  you  hardly 
ilect  some  years  ago  a  short,  though,  for  the 
e,  a  warm  friendship  between  us  ?  Why  it  was 
of  VsBfer  duration,  I  know  not.  I  haTe  still  a 
of  jemi  ia  my  possession,  that  must  always 
from  forgetting  it.  I  also  remember 
foronrcd  with  the  perusal  of  many  of  your 
sereral  other  circumstances  Teiy 
in  their  day,  which  I  will  not  force  upon 
',  bat  entreat  you  to  beUere  me,  with 
■neb  regret  at  their  short  continuance,  and  a  hc^e 
they  are  not  irrerocabfe.    Yours  Tory  sincerely,  &c 

**  BymoN." 

I  hare  already  mentioned  the  early  friendship  that 
subsisted  between  this  gentleman  and  Lord  Qyron, 
m  wd  as  the  coohieM  that  succeeded  it.  The 
foBowiag  extract  from  a  fetter  with  which  Mr  Harness 
bwnnred  me,  in  placing  at  my  disposal  those  of  his 
aoUe  oorrecpondent,  will  explam  the  circumstances 
that  fed,  at  this  time,  to  their  reooncifement ;  and 
tbe  candid  tribute,  in  the  concluding  sentences,  to 
Lsrd  Blynm,  wiD  be  found  not  less  honourabfe  to  the 
rereresd  writer  himself  than  to  his  friend. 

**■  A  coohicm  afterwards  arose  which  Byron  aQudes 
to  ia  tbe  irst  of  the  accompanying  letters,  and  we 
never  spoke  daring  the  last  year  of  his  remaining  at 
■ebool,  nor  tS  after  the  publication  of  his  '  Hours  of 


Idfenem.'  Lord  Byron  was  then  at  Cambridge;  I, 
in  one  of  the  upper  forms  at  Harrow.  In  an  English 
theme  I  happened  to  quote  from  the  Tollune,  and 
mention  it  with  pnuse.  It  was  reported  to  Qyron 
that  I  had,  on  the  contrary,  spoken  dightingly  of  his 
work  and  of  himself,  for  the  purpose  of  conciliating 
the  faTOur  of  Dr  Butler,  the  roaster^  who  had  been 
scTcrely  satirised  in  one  of  the  poems.  Wingfield, 
who  was  afiterwards  Lord  Poweisconrt,  a  mutual 
friend  of  Byroa  and  myself,  dimbused  him  of  the 
error  into  which  he  had  been  led,  and  this  was  the 
occasion  of  the  first  letter  of  the  collection.  Our 
couTersation  was  renewed  and  continued  from  that 
time  till  his  going  abroad.  Whaterer  faults  Lord 
Qyron  might  have  had  towards  others,  to  myself 
he  was  always  uniformly  affectionate.  I  hare  many 
slights  and  neglects  towards  him  to  reproach  myself 
with ;  but  I  cannot  caD  to  mind  a  single  instance  of 
caprice  or  unkindness,  in  the  whofe  course  of  our 
intimacy,  to  allege  against  him." 

In  the  spring  of  this  year  (1806)  appeared  the 
memorsbfe  critique  upon  the  **  Hours  of  Idleness"  in 
the  Edinburgh  Reriew.  That  he  had  some  notice  of 
what  was  to  be  expected  from  that  quarter  appears 
by  the  foUowing  letter  to  his  friend,  Mr  Becher. 

LETTER  XXIV. 

TO  MS  BBCHIB. 

«  Donsfs  Hotel,  Feb.  95. 1808L 
**inrDBABBBOBni, 

a»  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  NowforApoDo.  lam 
happy  that  you  still  retain  your  predflection,  and 
that  the  public  aDow  me  some  share  of  praise.  I  am 
of  so  much  importance,  that  a  most  riofent  attack  is 
preparing  for  me  in  the  next  number  of  the  Edin- 
buigh  Review.  This  I  had  from  the  authority  of  a 
friend  who  has  seen  the  proof  and  manuscript  of  the 
critique.  You  know  the  system  of  the  Edinburgh 
gentlemen  is  unirersal  attack.  They  praise  none; 
and  neither  the  public  nor  the  author  expects  praise 
from  them.  It  is,  howoTer,  something  to  be  noticed, 
as  they  profess  to  pass  judgment  only  on  works  re- 
quiring the  puUic  attention.  You  will  see  this,  when 
it  comes  out ; — it  ii,  I  understand,  of  the  most  un- 
merciful description ;  but  I  am  aware  of  it,  and  hope 
you  will  not  be  hurt  by  its  scTerify. 

**  Tell  Bfrs  Byron  not  to  be  out  of  humour  with 
them,  and  to  prepare  her  mind  for  the  greatest  hos- 
tility on  their  part.  It  will  do  no  injury  whaterer,  and 
I  trust  her  mind  will  not  be  ruffled.  They  defeat 
their  object  by  indiscriminate  abuse,  and  they  nercr 
praise  except  the  partisans  of  Lord  HoDand  and  Co. 
It  is  nothing  to  be  abused  when  Southey,  Moore, 
Lauderdafe,  Strangford,  and  Payne  Knight,  share 
the  same  fate. 

**  I  am  sorry— but  '  Childish  Recollections'  must 
be  suppressed  during  this  edition.  I  haTe  altered,  at 
your  suggestion,  the  obnoxitnu  aUutiotu  in  the  sixth 
stanza  of  my  lart  ode. 

"  And  now,  my  dear  Becher,  I  must  return  my 
best  acknowledgments  for  the  interest  you  haTe  taken 
in  me  and  my  poetical  bantlings,  and  I  shall  eTcr  be 
proud  to  show  how  much  I  esteem  the  athice  and 
the  adeiter.    BeUeTe  me  most  truly,"  &o. 
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Soon  after  this  letter  appeared  the  dreaded  ar- 
ticle,—an  article,— which,  if  not  ^  witty  in  itself," 
desenret  eminently  the  credit  of  causing  ^  wit  in 
others."  Seldom,  indeed,  has  it  fallen  to  the  lot  of 
the  justest  criticitnn  to  attain  celebrity  such  las  in- 
justice has  procured  for  this;  nor  as  long  as  the 
short,  but  glorious  race  of  Byron*s  genius  is  remem- 
bered, can  the  critic,  whoever  he  may  be,  that  so 
unintentionally  ministered  to  its  first  start,  be  for- 
gotten. 

It  is  but  justice,  howcTer,  to  remark,— without  at 
the  same  time  intending  any  excuse  for  the  con- 
temptuous tone  of  criticism  assumed  by  the  reviewer, 
— that  the  early  Terses  of  Lord  Byron,  however  dis- 
tinguished by  tenderness  and  grace,  give  but  little 
promise  of  those  dazzling  miracles  of  poeqr,  vrith 
which  he  afterwards  astonished  and  enchanted  the 
world ;  and  that,  if  his  youthful  verses  now  have  a 
peculiar  charm  in  our  eyes,  it  is  because  we  read 
them,  as  it  were,  by  the  light  of  his  subsequent 
glory. 

There  is,  indeed,  one  point  of  view,  m  vrhich  these 
productions  are  deeply  and  intrinsically  interesting. 
As  faithful  refiections  of  his  character  at  that  periwi 
of  life,  they  enable  us  to  judge  of  what  he  vras  in  his 
yet  unadulterated  state, — before  disappointment  had 
begun  to  embitter  his  ardent  spirit,  or  the  stirring  up 
of  the  energies  of  his  nature  had  brought  into  activity 
also  its  defects.  Tracing  him  thus  through  these 
natiual  effiisions  of  his  young  genius,  we  find  him 
pictured  exactly  such,  in  all  the  features  of  his  cha- 
racter, as  every  anecdote  of  his  boyish  days  proves 
him  really  to  have  been,— proud,  daring,  and  pas- 
sionate^—resentful  of  slight  or  injustice,  but  still 
more  so  in  the  cause  of  others  than  in  his  ovm ;  and 
yet,  with  all  this  vehemence,  docile  and  placable,  at 
the  least  touch  of  a  hand  authorized  by  love  to  guide 
him.  Tlie  afiectionateness,  indeed,  of  his  dispoution, 
traceable  as  it  is  through  every  page  of  this  volume, 
is  yet  but  Cuntly  done  justice  to,  even  by  liimself ; — 
his  whole  youth  being,  from  earliest  childhood,  a 
series  of  the  most  passionate  attachments,— of  those 
overflowings  of  the  soul,  both  in  friendship  and  love, 
which  are  still  more  rarely  responded  to  than  felt, 
and  which,  when  checked  or  sent  back  upon  the 
heart,  are  sure  to  turn  into  bitterness. 

We  have  seen  also,  in  some  of  his  eaiiy  unpub- 
lished poems,  how  apparent,  even  through  the 
doubts  that  already  clouded  them,  are  those  feelings 
of  piety  which  a  soul  like  his  could  not  but  possess, 
and  which,  when  afterwards  diverted  out  of  their 
legitimate  channel,  found  a  vent  in  the  poetical  wor- 
ship of  nature,  and  in  that  shadowy  substitute  for 
religion  which  supentitioa  offers.  When,  in  addi- 
tion, too,  to  these  traits  of  eariy  character,  we  find 
scattered  through  his  youthful  poems  such  anticq>a- 
tions  of  the  gk>ry  that  awaited  him— such,  alter- 
nately, proud  and  saddened  glimpses  into  the  futuie, 
as  if  he  already  felt  the  elements  of  something  great 
within  him,  but  doubted  whether  his  destiny  would 
allow  him  to  bring  it  forth,— it  is  not  wonderful  that, 
with  the  whole  of  his  career  present  to  our  imagina- 
tioQS,  we  shouU  see  a  lustre  round  these  first  puerile 
attempts,  not  really  their  own,  but  shed  back  upon 
them  from  the  bright  eminence  which  he  afterwards 
attained;  and  that,  in  our  indignation  against  the 


fiutidioos  blindness  of  the  critic,  we  should  foriget 
that  he  had  not  then  the  aid  of  this  reflected  chann, 
with  which  the  subsequent  achievements  of  the  post 
now  irradiate  all  that  bears  his  name. 

The  elect  this  criticism  produced  upon  him  can 
only  be  conceived  by  those,  who,  besides  having  an 
adequate  notion  of  what  most  poets  wouM  led  under 
such  an  attack,  can  understand  all  that  there  was  in 
the  temper  and  disposition  of  Lord  Bfioa  to  make 
him  feel  it  with  tenfold  more  acuteness  than  others. 

We  have  seen  vrith  what  feverish  anxiety  he  awaked 
the  verdicts  of  all  the  minor  Reviews,  and,  from  hts 
sensibility  to  the  praise  of  the  meanest  of  these 
censors,  may  guess  how  painfully  he  must  have 
writhed  under  the  sneers  of  the  highest.  A  friend, 
who  found  him  in  the  first  moments  of  excitement 
after  reading  the  article,  inquired  anxiously,  whether 
he  had  just  received  a  chaUenge?— not  knowing  how 
else  to  account  for  the  fierce  defiance  of  his  looks. 
It  would,  indeed,  be  difficult  for  sculptor  or  painter 
to  imagine  a  subject  of  more  fearful  beauty,  than  the 
fine  countenance  of  the  joung  poet  must  have  exhi- 
bited in  the  collected  energy  of  that  crisis.  His 
pride  had  been  wounded  to  the  quick,  and  his  ambi- 
tion humbled : — ^but  thu  feeling  of  humiliation  lasted 
but  for  a  moment.  The  veiy  reaction  of  his  spirit 
against  aggression  roused  him  to  a  full  consdousoeas 
of  his  own  powers;*  and  the  pain  and  the  shame  of 
the  injury  were  foigotten  in  the  proud  certainty  of 
revenge. 

Among  the  less  sentimental  effect*  of  this  Review 
upon  his  mind,  he  used  to  mention  that,  on  the  day 
he  read  it,  he  drank  three  bottles  of  daret,  to  his  own 
share,  after  dinner ; — that  nothing,  however,  reliered 
him,  till  he  had  given  vent  to  his  indignation  in 
rhyme,  and  that  ^  after  the  first  twenty  Hues,  he  felt 
himself  considerably  better."  His  chief  oare^ 
indeed,  af^rwards,-  was  amiably  devoted,— as  we 
have  seen  it  was,  in  like  manner,  before  t^  criti- 
cism,— to  aUaying,  as  far  as  he  could,  the  sensitiTe- 
ness  of  his  mother ;  who,  not  having  the  same  motive 
or  power  to  summon  up  a  spirit  of  resistance,  was, 
of  course,  more  helplessly  alive  to  this  attack  upon 
liis  fame,  and  felt  it  for  more  than,  after  the  first 
burst  of  indignation,  he  did  himself.  But  the  state 
of  his  mind  upon  the  subject  vrill  be  best  understood 
from  the  following  letter. 

LETTER  XXV. 

TO  m  BBOHBR. 

«  Doranff .  Msrch  9Bth,  MM. 
**  I  have  lately  received  a  copy  of  the  new  edition 
from  Ridge,  and  it  is  high  time  for  me  to  return  my 
best  thanks  to  you  for  the  trouble  you  have  taken  in 
the  superintendence.  This  I  do  most  sincerely,  and 
only  regret  that  Ridge  has  not  seconded  you  as  I 
could  wish, — at  least,  in  the  bindings,  paper,  <cc.,  of 
the  copy  he  sent  to  roe.  Perhaps  those  for  the  public 
may  be  more  respectable  in  such  articles. 

*  «  Tis  m  quality  verj  observsUe  In  hiiisii  nstnre,  tbs4 
anjr  opposition  which  doe*  not  entirely  discoaraxe  nnd  ki- 
timidate  as  has  rather  a  contrary  eflTect,  and  inspires  um 
with  a  more  than  ordinary  rrandenr  and  mafoaniniit  y.  Iq 
collecting  our  force  to  overcome  the  oppositioa,  we  In- 
Tiforate  the  soal.  and  give  it  an  elevation  with  whick 
otherwise  it  would  nftver  hare  been  acquainted. "—^5iim«. 
Treatise  of  Hummi  Sature. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


.  4.11.  1808. 


LIFE  OP  LORD  BVRON. 


61 


mi, 


M  bftve  teen  Ike  Ediabuigh  Reriew,  of  eottrae. 

that  Mn  Qttod  m  io  much  annoyed.    For 

put,  Umw  *  paper  buOett  of  the  bmm'  haTe 

metoitnid  ire;  aad,  av  I  have  been 

upoa  the  whole,  mj  repoae  and  appe- 

ffompoeed.  Piatt,  the  gleaner,  anthor, 

fcc,  addrtawd  a  long  rfayminy  epirtle  to  me 

by  ivay  of  oonwlation;  but  it  was  not 

■a  I  do  not  tend  it,  though  the  name  of 

■ugbt  make  it  go  down.    The  E.  R«.  have 

~  their  task  well;— «t  least,  the  literati 

thisy  and  I  think  /  codd  write  a  more  sar. 

cfidque  on  «q^{/'than  any  yet  published.  For 

*  of  the  remark,— fli-natured  enough, 

Boi  kewa,    about  Maqpherson,  I  (quoad  re- 

>}  eould  hare  mid,  *  Aks,  this  imitation  only 

the  af  rtion  of  Doctor  Johnson,  that  many 

and  dUUreii,  oould  write  such  poetry 


**  I  am  thm  and  in  exercise.  During  the  spring  or 
amaMT  I  trust  we  shall  meet.  I  hear  Lord  Ruthyn 
kaicB  NewKead  in  April.  *  *  *  Am  soon  as  he 
qnis  it  fior  erer,  I  wish  much  you  would  take  a  ride 
oftr,  sorrey  the  mansion,  and  giro  me  your  candid 
npnion  on  the  most  adrisable  mode  of  proceeding 
wA  regard  to  the  Aoate.  Entre  nout,  I  am  cursedly 
ifin^;  By  debts,  every  thing  indusire,  will  be  nine 
or  lea  thousand  before  I  am  twenty-one.  But  I  have 
RBsoa  to  think  my  pr(^>erty  will  turn  out  better  than 
geaefal  expectation  may  conceiTe.  Of  Newstead  I 
hate  inle  hope  or  care;  but  Hanson,  my  agent,  inti- 
mated mj  Lancashire  property  was  worth  three 
Ncwateadi.  I  bebeTe  we  hare  it  hoDow;  though 
Ae  dfipmkintii  are  proCractmg  the  surrender,  if  possi- 
ble, t3  after  my  majority,  for  the  purpose  of  forming 
tome  arrangement  with  me,  thmlting  f  thaO  probably 
fnSet  a  mm  in  hand  to  a  reTersiott.  Newstead  I 
msy  jr£f,*— perhaps  I  will  not,— though  of  that  more 
sam.  I  wfll  come  down  in  May  or  June.  *  *  « 
**  Yours  most  truly,  ficc." 

TW  mit  af  ife  which  he  led  at  this  period,  be- 
thc  dissijwfions  of  London  and  of  Cambridge, 
a  home  to  wdcome,  or  eren  the  roof  of  a 
single  rdslife  to  receire  him,  was  but  little  calculated 
to  rewfer  kirn  satisfied  either  with  himself  or  the 
Unrestricted  as  he  was  by  deference  to  any 
hk  own,*  eren  the  pleasures  to  which  he 
ost  inclined  prematurely  palled  upon 
him,  for  want  of  those  best  aests  of  aO  enjoyment, 
nrf^  aad  if  lisini  I  have  already  quoted,  from  one 
rffais  BOle4M»oks,  a  passage  descriptire  of  his  feelings 
m  int.  going  to  Cambridge,  m  which  he  mys  that 
"^  eae  of  die  deadliest  and  heaviest  feelings  of  his  Ufe 
to  Ced  that  he  was  no  kmger  a  bqy." — ^  From 
(he  adds)  I  be^  to  grow  old  in  my 
I,  and  in  my  esteem  age  is  not  estimable. 
I  taek  Bij  gradations  in  the  rices  with  great  promp- 
litBde,  bat  they  were  not  to  my  taste;  for  my  eariy 
pamssBS,  though  violent  in  the  extreme,  were  con- 
nmialid,  and  bated  division  or  spreading  abroad. 
I  eoaid  have  lefit  or  loot  the  whole  worid  with,  or  for, 
that  which  I  bved;  hot,  though  my  temperament 

*  "The  cokmr  of  oar  whole  Ufe  i«  fenenilly  nch  as  the 
Ihrec  mr  tamr  fnt  years  in  which  we  are  our  own  naators 


was  naturally  bumhig,  I  oodd  not  share  in  the  oom- 
moD-phoe  libertinism  of  the  place  and  time  vrithout 
disgust.  And  yet  this  very  disgust,  and  my  heart 
thrown  back  upon  itsdf,  threw  me  into  excesses 
perhaps  more  fiUal  than  those  from  which  I  shrunk, 
as  fixing  upon  one  (at  a  time)  the  passions  which, 
spread  amongst  many,  would  have  hurt  only  myself.** 

TluMigh,  from  the  causes  here  alleged,  the  irre- 
gularities he,  at  this  period^  gave  way  to,  were  of  a 
nature  far  less  gross  and  miscellaneous  than  those, 
perh^s,  of  any  of  his  associates,  yet,  partly  from 
the  vehemence  which  this  conoentration  caused, 
and,  still  more,  from  that  strange  pride  in  his  own 
errors,  which  led  him  always  to  bring  them  forth  in 
the  most  conspicuous  light,  it  so  happened  that  one 
single  indiscretion,  in  his  hands,  was  made  to  go 
farther,  if  I  may  so  express  it,  than  a  thousand  in 
those  of  others.  An  instance  of  this,  that  occurred 
about  the  tune  of  which  we  are  speaking,  was,  I  am 
inclined  to  think,  the  sole  foundation  of  the  myste- 
rious allusions  just  cited.  An  amour  (if  it  may  be 
dignified  with  such  a  name)  of  that  sort  of  casual 
dMcription  which  less  attachable  natures  would  have 
forgotten,  and  more  prudent  ones  at  least  concealed, 
was  by  him  converted,  at  this  period,  and  with  cir- 
cumstances of  the  most  unnecessary  di^lay,  into  a 
connexion  of  some  continuance, — the  object  of  it  not 
only  becoming  domesticated  vrith  him  in  k>dgings  at 
Brompton,  but  accompai^ying  him  afterwards,  dis- 
guised in  boy*s  clothes,  to  Brighton.  He  introduced 
this  young  person,  who  used  to  ride  about  with  him 
in  her  male  attire,  as  his  younger  brother ;  and  the 
fete  Lady  P  *  %  who  was  at  Brighton  at  the  time, 
and  had  some  suspicion  of  the  real  nature  of  the 
refauionship,  said  one  day  to  the  poet* s  companion, 
**  What  a  pretty  horse  that  is  you  are  riding  !"— 
^  Yes,"  answered  the  pretended  cavalier,  ^it  wa% 
gave  me  by  my  brother !  ^ 

Beattie  tells  us,  of  his  ideal  poet,— 

The  exploits  of  strength,  dexterity,  or  speed, 
To  him  nor  vanity  nor  Joy  eould  bring. 

But  fi&r  diflerent  were  the  tastes  of  the  real  poet, 
Byron ;— and,  among  the  least  romantic,  perhaps,  of 
the  exercises  in  which  he  took  a  delight  was  that  of 
boxing,  or  sparring.  Tliis  taste  it  was  that,  at  a  very 
early  period,  brought  him  acquainted  with  the  dis- 
tinguished professor  of  that  art,  Mr  Jackson,  for 
whom  he  continued  through  life  to  entertain  the 
sincerest  regard, — one  of  his  latest  works  containing 
a  most  cordial  tribute  not  only  to  the  professional, 
but  social  qualities  of  this  sole  prop  and  ornament  of 
pugilism.*  During  his  stay  at  Brighton  this  year, 
Jackson  was  one  of  his  most  constant  visitors, — the 
!  expense  of  the  professor's  chaise  thither  and  back 
being  always  defrayed  by  his  noble  patron.  He  also 
lionoured  with  his  notice,  at  this  time,  D'Egville,  tlie 
ballet-master,  and  Grimaldi,  to  the  latter  of  whom  he 
sent,  as  I  understand,  on  one  of  his  benefit-nights,  a 
present  of  five  gubeas. 

Having  been  favoured  by  Mr  Jackson  with  copies 

*  "l  refer  to  my  old  fHend  and  corporeal  pastor  and 
master,  John  Jackson,  Esq.,  Fntbnor  of  PaRtllsm.  who  I 
tnut  still  retains  the  strenxth  and  symmetry  of  his  model 
ofa  form,  together  with  his  good^humoar  and  athletic,  as 
well  as  mental,  accomplishments. "—iVMs  om  Dom  /mom  I 
COHtO  //.  I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


&3 


NOTICES  OP  THE 


▲.  D.  1806. 


of  the  few  noies  and  letters,  whidi  he  has  praeenred 
out  of  the  maiqr  addrewed  to  him  by  Lord  Bfran^  I 
shaO  here  by  before  the  reader  one  or  two,  which 
bear  the  date  of  the  present  year,  and  which,  though 
referring  to  matten  of  no  interest  in  themsehes,  give, 
perhaps;  a  better  notion  of  the  actual  life  and  habits 
of  the  young  poet,  at  this  time,  than  could  be  afibrded 
by  the  most  elaborate  and,  in  other  respects,  im- 
portant correspondence.  They  will  show,  at  least, 
how  Tery  little  akin  to  romance  were  the  early  pur- 
suits and  associates  of  the  author  of  Childe  Harold, 
and,  combined  with  what  we  know  of  the  still  less 
romantic  youth  of  Shakspeare,  prore  how  unhurt  the 
Tital  principle  of  genius  can  preserre  itself  eren  in 
atmospheres  apparently  the  moat  ungenial  and  noxious 
to  it. 

LETTER  XXVI. 

TO  MR  MCK80N. 
•N.A.Notts.,   September  18, 1808. 
"DBAR  JACK, 

**  I  wish  you  would  inform  me  what  has  been  done 
by  JekyD,  at  No.  40,  Sloane-square,  oonoenung  the 
pony  I  returned  as  unsound. 

^  I  hare  also  to  request  you  will  call  on  Lonch  at 
Brompton,  and  inquire  what  the  deril  he  meant  by 
sending  such  an  insolent  letter  to  me  at  Brighton ; 
and  at  the  same  time  tell  him  I  by  no  means  can 
comply  with  the  charge  be  has  made  fiur  things  pre^ 
tencfed  to  be  damaged. 

**  Ambrose  behaTcd  most  scasdaloosly  about  the 
pony.  You  may  teQ  JekyQ  if  he  does  not  refund  the 
money,  I  shall  put  the  aflbir  into  my  lawyer's  hands. 
Pire  and  twenty  guineas  is  a  sound  price  for  a  pony, 

and  by ,  if  it  costs  me  fire  hundred  pounds,  I 

win  nutke  an  example  of  Mr  Jekyll,  and  that  imme- 
diately, unless  the  cash  is  returned. 

**  Believe  me,  dear  Jack,  &c." 

LETTER  XXVn. 

TO  MR  JACKSON. 

«N.  A.  Notts.,   October  4, 1806. 

**  You  win  make  as  good  a  bargain  as  possible 
withthisBfasterJekyn,  if  he  tt  not  a  gentleman.  If 
he  is  a  gentUnumt  iatorm  me,  for  I  shaO  take  very 
difierent  steps.  If  he  is  not,  you  must  get  what  you 
can  of  the  money,  for  I  have  too  much  busmess  on 
hand  at  present  to  commence  an  action.  Besides, 
Ambrose  is  the  man  who  ought  to  refund, — but  I  haTe 
done  with  him.  You  can  settle  with  L.  out  of  the 
balance,and  dispose  of  the  bidets,  &c. ,  as  you  best  can. 

**■  1  should  be  Tery  glad  to  see  you  here;  but  the 
house  b  filled  with  workmen  and  undeigoing  a  tho- 
rough repair.  I  hqpe,  howeTer,  to  be  more  fortunate 
before  many  months  hare  ebpsed. 

**  If  you  see  Bold  Webster,  remember  me  to  hun, 
and  teU  him  I  hare  to  regret  Sydney,  who  has 
perished,  I  fear,  in  my  rabbit  warren,  for  we  hate 
seen  nothing  of  him  for  the  last  fortnight. 

^  Adieu. — BdieTe  me,  etc. 

LETTER  XXVIU. 

TO  MR  JACKSON. 

«N.  A.  Notts.   December  U.  1808. 
MY  DBAR  JACK, 

^  You  win  get  the  greyhound  from  the  owner  at 


any  prioe,  and  as  many  more  of  the  same  breed  (nuJe 
or  female)  as  you  can  coUecl. 

**  Ten  IVEgTine  hb  dress  shaU  be  returned— I  am 
obliged  to  him  for  the  pattern.  I  am  sony  you 
sho^d  hare  so  much  trouble,  but  I  was  not  aware 
of  the  diflkully  of  procuring  the  animab  in  question. 
I  shaU  haTe  finiriied  part  of  my  mansion  in  a  few 
weeks,  and,  if  you  can  pay  me  a  Tisit  at  Christmas, 
I  shaU  be  Tery  gbd  to  see  you.    Beliere  me,  ^c" 

The  dress  aUuded  to  here  was,  no  doubt,  Tranted 
for  a  priTate  pby,  which  he,  at  thb  time,  got  up  at 
Newstead,  and  oif  which  there  are  some  further 
particubrs  in  the  annexed  letter  to  Mr  Becher. 

LETTER  XXIX. 

*•  TOMBBRCBBR. 

«  Newitead  Abbey,  Notts.,  Sept.  14Ui,  1808. 
**  MT  DEAR  BECHER, 

**  I  am  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  inquiries,  and 
shan  profit  by  them  accordingly.  I  am  going  to  get 
up  a  pby  here ;  the  hall,  will  constitute  a  most  ad- 
mirable theatre.  I  have  settled  the  dram,  pers.,  and 
can  do  without  bdies,  as  I  haTe  some  young  friends 
who  win  make  tolemhb  substitutes  for  females,  and 
we  on]y  want  three  male  characters,  beside  Mr  Hob- 
house  and  myself,  for  the  pby  we  haTe  fixed  on, 
which  irin  be  the  Rerenge.  Prey  direct  Nicholson  the 
carpenter  to  come  OTcr  to  me  immediately,  and  inform 
me  what  day  you  will  dine  and  pass  the  night  here. 
**  Beliere  me,  ^c.** 

It  was  in  the  autumn  of  thb  year,  as  the  letters  I 
haTe  just  giren  indicate,  that  he,  for  the  first  time, 
took  up  his  residence  at  Newstead  Abbey.  Haring 
receiTed  the  pbce  in  a  most  ruinous  condition  firom 
the  hands  of  its  bst  occupant.  Lord  Grey  de  Ruthyn, 
he  proceeded  immediately  to  repair  and  fit  up  some 
of  the  apartments,  so  as  to  render  them— more  Trith 
a  Tiew  to  hb  mother's  accommodation  than  hboim— 
comfortably  habitable.  In  one  of  hb  letten  to  Mrs 
Byron,  published  by  Mr  Dallas,  he  thus  expbins  hb 
news  and  intentions  on  thb  subject. 

LETTER  XXX. 

TO  THE  HONOURABLE*  MRS  BTRON. 

«  Newstetti  Abbey,  Notts.,  October  7th,  1888. 
**  DEAR  MADAM, 

«*IhaTenobedsfortheH  *  *  s,  or  aoy  body  ebe 
at  present.  The  H  *  *  s  sleep  at  Afansfield.  I  do 
not  know  that  I  resemUe  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau. 
I  haTe  no  ambition  to  be  like  so  inustrious  a  mad- 
man—but thb  I  know,  that  I  shaU  Inre  in  my  own 
manner,  and  as  much  alone  as  possible.  When  my 
rooms  are  ready  I  shaU  be  gbd  to  see  you;  at  present 
it  would  be  improper,  and  uncomfortabb  to  both 
parties.  You  can  hardly  object  to  my  rendering  my 
mansion  habitable,  notwithstanding  my  departure  for 
Persb  in  March  (or  May  at  farthest),  sinee  you  TriU 
be  tenant  tiU  my  return;  and  in  case  of  any  accident 
(for  I  haTe  abeady  arranged  my  wiO  to  be  draim  up 
the  moment  I  am  twenty-one),  I  haTe  taken  care  you 
shaU  haTe  the  house  and  manor  for  tyie,  besides  a 

*  Thus  addressed  slwiys  t»y  Lord  Byron,  bat  without 
say  right  to  the  disUnctioii. 
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So  yoQ  see  my  improvements  are 
MC  CBtirelf  aeUidi.  As  I  have  a  friend  here,  we  will 
go  totbe  Infinnaij  BaU  on  the  ISth;  we  wiU  drink 
lea  with  Mrs  ^yron  at  eight  o'clock,  and  expect  to 
see  jroo  at  the  baD.  If  that  ladj  win  aUow  us  a 
eeople  of  room  to  dress  in,  we  shall  be  highly 
ofal^ed : — if  weareatthebaDbytenor  eleven  it 
w3  be  time  enough,  and  we  shall  return  to  New- 
slead  aboui  three  or  four. 

**  Adieu.    BeUere  me, 

"  Yours  Teiy  truly, 

*'BY»<Mf> 

Tbe  ideaLy  entertained  by  Bfrs  Qyron,  of  a  resem- 
hlBDce  between  her  son  and  Rousseau  was  founded 
<Aii4y  ,weBa7  soppoae,  on  those  habits  of  solitariness, 
m  which  he  had  even  already  shown  a  disposition  to 
falow  that  aelf-coQtempbtiTe  philosopher,  and  which, 
■aaifi  siiinv  tiwrnadres  thus  eari|y,  gained  strength  as 
he  advanced  in  life.  Inooe  of  his  Journals,  to  which 
I  fteqaently  have  occasion  to  refer,*  he  thus,  m  ques- 
tisang  the  jtntioe  of  this  comparison  between  him- 
sdf  and  Rouflseao,  gives,— as  usual,  vividly,— some 
Isathti  of  hk  own  disposition  and  habitudes : — 

*  Mj  Bother,  before  I  vras  twenty,  would  have  it 
that  I  vfas  like  Rousseau,  and  Bfadame  de  Stael  used 
to  saj  00  too  in  1813,  and  the  Edinburgh  Review 
las  snmpthmg  of  the  sort  in  its  critique  on  the  fourth 
Gmo  of  ChDde  HaroU.  I  can't  see  any  pomt  of 
— he  wrote  prose;  I  verse:  he  was  of 
I  of  the  aristocracy :  t  he  vras  a  phikMO- 
I  am  none:  he  published  his  first  vrork  at 
kng ;  I  Brine  at  eighteen:  his  first  essay  brought  him 
applaiiae;  mine  ^e  oootraiy:  he  married 
;  I  oouU  not  keep  house  with  my 
wXt:  bethought  an  the  worid  in  a  pk>t  against  him ; 
■y  ittle  world  seems  to  think  me  in  a  pk>t  against  it, 
if  I  Bsay  judge  by  Uieir  abuse  in  print  and  coterie : 
he  Iked  botany ;  I  like  flowers,  herbs,  and  trees,  but 
kaow  nothing  of  their  pedigrees :  he  wrote  music;  1 
imit  mf  knowledge  of  it  to  irhat  I  catch  by  ear— I 
never  eoold  learn  any  thing  by  ttudy,  not  evena  Ian- 
jiMff  it  waa  aD  by  rote,  and  ear,  and  memory :  he 
had  a  &ad memory;  I  had,  at  least,  an  excenent  one 
(a^  Hodgson,  the  poet— a  good  judge,  for  he  has  an 
astenisiiaig  one) :  he  vrrote  with  hesitation  and  care ; 
I  with  rqiidity,  and  rarely  vrith  pains;  he  could  never 
ride,  nor  swin^  nor  *  was  canning  of  fence ;'  /  am  an 
eirrUmt  swimmer,  a  decent,  though  not  at  aU  a 
isshing  rider  (having  staved  ia  a  rib  at  eighteen  in 
the  course  of  aeampering),  and  vras  suflident  of 
fenee,  particularly  of  the  Highknd  broadsword,— not 
a  bad  boxer,  when  I  could  keep  my  temper,  which 
was  diflicak,  but  which  I  strove  to  do  ever  since  I 
kaocked  down  Mr  Purling,  and  put  his  knee-pan  out 
(widb  the  gloves  on),  m  Angek>*s  and  Jackson*s  rooms, 
k  1896,  during  the  sparring,— and  I  vras  besides  a 
voy  fisir  cricketer— one  of  the  Harrow  eleven,  when 
we  played  against  Eton  in  1806.  Besides,  Rousseau's 
way  of  Gfe,  his  country,  his  manners,  his  whole  cha- 
racter, were  so  veiy  dii^rent,  that  I  am  at  a  k)ss  to 
coaaeire  how  such  a  comparison  could  have  arisen, 

•  The  yoaraal,  entiUed  by  hlnuelf, «  Detached  Thoothta.* 
t  Few  pidkwopben.  bowerer,  have  been  m  indnlgent  to 
tbe  prid*  of  birth  m  RouMeau.— «  S'il  eat  an  orfueil  par- 
<«»■— ble  (he  mjii,  mpri»  celai  qui  ae  tire  da  m^rite  person- 
eel,  c*est  celai  qui  at  tire  de  la  naiaaance.*'— Co^c^Mf. 


"1 


as  it  has  done  three  several  times,  and  all  in  rather  a 
remarkable  manner.  I  ibigot  to  say  that  Ae  was  also 
short-sighted,  and  that  hitherto  my  eyes  have  been 
the  oontraiy,  to  such  a  degree  that  in  the  krgest 
theatre  of  Bologna  I  distinguished  and  read  some 
busts  and  inscriptions  painted  near  the  stage  from  a 
box  so  distant  and  so  darkly  lighted,  that  none  of 
the  company  (composed  of  young  and  very  bright- 
eyed  people,  some  of  them  in  the  same  box)  could 
make  out  a  letter,  and  thought  it  vras  a  trick,  though 
I  had  never  been  in  that  theatre  before. 

'*  Altoffether,  I  think  myself  justified  in  think^yig 
the  com  jhrison  not  wett  founded.  I  don't  say  this 
out  of  pique,  for  Rousseau  was  a  great  man,  and  the 
thing,  if  true,  were  flattering  enough;— but  I  have 
no  idea  of  being  pleased  vrith  the  chimera.** 

In  another  letter  to  his  mother,  dated  some  weeks 
after  the  preceding  one,  he  expkuns  further  his  plans 
both  with  respect  to  Newstead  and  his  projected 
travels : — 

LETTER  XXXI. 

TO  MBS  BYRON. 

•Newftead  Abbey.  November  Sd,  1808. 
'*  DBAB  MOTHEB, 

'*  If  you  please,  we  wiU  foiget  the  thmgs  you  men- 
tion. I  have  no  desire  to  remember  them.  When 
my  rooms  are  finished,  I  shall  be  happy  to  see  you ; 
as  I  teU  but  the  truth,  you  vrifl  not  suspect  me  of 
evasion.  I  am  furnishing  the  house  more  for  you 
than  myself,  and  I  shaH  establish  you  in  it  before  I 
sail  for  India,  which  I  expect  to  do  in  March,  if 
nothing  particularly  obstructive  occurs.  I  am  now 
fitting  up  the  green  dravring-room ;  the  red  for  abed- 
room,  and  the  rooms  over  as  sleeping-rooms.  They 
will  be  soon  completed ;  at  least,  I  hope  so. 

*'  I  wish  you  wouM  inquire  of  M^jor  Watson  (who 
is  an  oM  Indian)  what  thmgs  wiU  be  necessary  to  pro- 
vide for  my  voyage.  I  have  already  procured  a  friend 
to  irrite  to  the  Arabic  Professor  at  Cambridge  for 
scMne  infrnmation  I  am  anxious  to  procure.  I  can 
easily  get  letters  from  government  to  the  ambassadors, 
consub,  &c.,  and  also  to  the  governors  at  Calcutta 
and  Madras.  I  shan  place  my  property  and  my  wiU 
in  the  hands  of  trustees  till  my  return,  and  I  mean  to 
appoint  you  one.  FYom  H  *  *  I  have  heard  nothing 
— when  I  do,  you  shaU  have  the  particulars. 

''After  an,  you  must  own  my  project  is  not  a  bad 
one.    If  I  <k>  not  travel  now,  I  never  shall,  and  aU 
men  should  one  day  or  other.     I  have  at  present  no 
connexions  to  keep  me  at  home;  no  wife,  or  un-, 
provided  sisters,  brothers,  &c.    I -shan  take  caro  of' 
you,  and  when  I  return  I  may  possibly  become  a 
politician.  A  few  years'  knowledge  of  other  countries 
than  our  ovm  wiU  not  incapacitate  me  for  that  part. 
If  we  see  no  nation  but  our  own,  we  do  not  give 
mankind  a  fiur  chance — it  is  from  experience,  not 
books,  we  ought  to  judge  of  them.    There  is  nothing 
like  inspection,  and  trusting  to  our  own  senses. 
"  Yours,  &c." 

In  the  November  of  this  year  he  kist  his  favourite 

dog,  Boatswain,  the  poor  animal  having  been  seized 

with  a  fit  of  madness,  at  the  commencement  of  which, 

\  so  little  aware  was  Lord  Byron  of  the  nature  of  the 
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malady,  that  he,  more  than  ooce,  with  his  bare 
hand,  wiped  away  the  tlaTer  from  the  doll's  Hps 
durin;  the  paroxysms.  In  a  letter  to  his  friend,  Bfr 
Hodgson,*  he  thus  announces  this  erent:  ^Boat- 
swain ti  dead!— he  expired  in  a  state  of  madness  on 
the  18th,  after  sufiering  much,  yet  retaming  all  the 
gentleness  of  his  nature  to  the  hst,  nerer  attempting 
to  do  the  least  mjury  to  any  one  near  him.  I  hare 
now  lost  erery  thing  except  old  Moiray.** 

The  monument  raised  by  him  to  this  dog,— the 
most  memorable  tribute  of  the  kind,  smoe  the  Dog's 
GraTe,  of  old,  at  Salamis,— is  still  a  oqppicuous 
ornament  of  the  gardens  of  Newstead.  The  mis- 
anthropic Terses  engraved  upon  it  may  be  found 
among  his  poems,  and  the  following  is  the  inscription 
by  which  they  are  introduced : — 

NewtUsipot 

Are  deposited  the  Reraaini  of  one 

Who  poMMsed  Besnty  without  Vanity, 

Strength  whliont  Ineolence, 

Coarage  without  Ferocity, 

And  sU  the  Virtues  of  Msn  without  hlf  Vices. 

This  Prilse,  which  would  be  unmeaning  Flattery 

If  inscribed  over  husMUi  aahea. 

Is  but  a  just  tribute  to  the  Memory  of 

BOATSWAIN,  a  Dog. 

Who  was  born  at  Newfoundland,  May,  1803, 

And  died  at  Jiewitead  Abbey,  NoTomber  18.  1808. 

The  poet.  Pope,  when  about  the  same  age  as  the 
writer  of  this  inscription,  passed  a  similar  eulogy  on 
his  dog  I  at  the  expense  of  human  nature,  adding, 
that  **  Histories  are  more  full  of  examples  of  the 
fidelity  of  dogs  than  of  friends."  In  a  still  sadder 
and  Utterer  spirit.  Lord  Byron  writes  of  his  &TOurite, 

To  snaric  a  Mend's  remains  these  stones  arise : 
I  nerer  knew  but  one,  and  kert  he  liec.| 

Mebmcholy,  indeed,  seems  to  haTe  been  gaming 
fast  upon  his  mind  at  this  period.  In  another  letter 
to  Mr  Hodgson  he  says, — **  You  know  bughing  is 
the  sign  of  a  ratioiial  animal — so  says  Dr  SmoUet.  I 
think  so  too,  but  unluckfly  mj  spirits  don*t  always 
keep  pace  with  my  opini&os." 

*  The  Rererend  Francfi  Hodgson,  author  of  a  spirited 
tranalatloa  of  JuTenal,  and  of  other  works  of  distinguished 
■MtU.  To  this  gentleman,  who  was  long  in  correspoBdenoe 
with  Lord  Byron,  I  am  Indebted  fbr  some  Interesting 
leHers  of  his  noble  friend,  which  ahall  be  giren  in  the 
course  of  the  following  pages. 

t  He  hhd  also,  at  one  time,  as  sppears  tnm  an  anecdote 
preserTed  t»y  Speaoe.  some  thou^its  of  burying  this  dog  In 
his  gsrden,  and  placing  a  monument  orer  him,  with  the 
inscription,  *  Oh  nre  Bounce  I  " 

In  speaking  of  the  members  of  Rousseau's  domestic 
estdbllihment,  Hume  says. «  She  (Tb^ese)  gorems  him  as 
absolntelj  as  a  aune  does  a  child.  In  her  abeence,  his  dog 
has  acquired  that  aseendaut.  His  affection  for  that  creature 
is  beyond  all  expression  or  conception."— Private  Corre- 
tpomtence.  See  an  initance  which  he  gires  of  this  dog's 
faillueBce  orer  the  philosopher,  p.  14S. 

In  Bums's  elegy  on  the  desth  of  his  ftiTourite  Mailie,  we 
find  the  friendship  eren  of  a  iheep  set  on  a  level  with  that 
of  man:— 

Wl'  Undly  blMt,  when  die  did  ti>7'liim, 

8be  nut  wl'  itpeed : 
A  friaad  aalr  fiithful  ne'er  cum  olgh  Um, 
Than  MaiUe  de^l. 

In  speaking  of  the  fhvourite  dogs  of  great  poets,  we  most 
not  forget Cowper's  little  gpaniel  «  Beau;"  nor  will  pos- 
terity Ihfl  to  add  to  the  list  the  name  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's 
•MaMa." 

I  lu  the  epitaph,  as  first  printed  In  his  friend's  Miscel- 
lany, this  line  runs  thus  :— 

I  knew  Inrt  one  anch«n;cd— tnd  here  lie  lie*. 


Old  Murray,  the  senrant,  whom  he  mentions  in  a  pre- 
ceding extract,  as  the  only  fiuthful  foflower  now  remain- 
ing to  him,  had  long  been  in  the  senrice  of  the  fonner 
h»d,  and  was  regarded  by  the  young  poet  with  a  fond- 
ness of  affection  which  it  has  seldom  been  the  lot  of  age 
and  dependence  to  mspire.  "I  hare  more  than  once," 
says  a  gentleman  who  was,  at  this  time,  a  constant 
visitor  at  Newstead,  **  seen  Lord  Qyroo  at  the  dinner- 
table  fin  out  a  tumbler  of  [madeira,  and  hand  it  otct 
his  shoulder  to  Joe  Murray,  who  stood  behind  hia 
chair,  saying,  with  a  cordiality  that  brightened  his 
whole  count&ance,  *  Here,  my  old  feUow.'  " 

The  imconcera  with  which  he  could  sometimes  al- 
lude to  the  defect  in  his  foot  is  manifest  from  another 
passage  in  one  of  these  letters  to  Mr  Hodgson.  That 
gentleman  having  said  jestingly  that  some  of  the 
Terses  in  the  ^  Hours  of  Idlenos^  were  calculkted  to 
make  schoolboys  rebellious.  Lord  Byroo  answers — 
^  If  my  songs  hare  produced  the  gkirious  effects  you 
mention,  I  shall  be  a  complete  TVrtSBUs; — though  I 
am  sorry  to  say  I  resemble  that  interesting  harper 
more  in  his  person  than  in  his  poesy*"  Sometimes, 
too,  eren  an  allusion  to  this  infirmity,  by  others,  when 
he  could  perceiTe  that  it  was  not  oflliensiTely  intended, 
was  borne  by  him  with  the  most  perfect  good  humour. 
^  I  was  once  present,^  says  the  friend  I  hare  just 
mentioned,  **  in  a  large  and  mixed  company,  when  a 
▼ulgar  person  asked  him  aloud—*  Pray,  my  lord, 
how  is  that  foot  of  yours?'—'  Thank  you,  sir,*  an- 
swered Lord  Byren,  with  the  utmost  mikhiess — 
'  much  the  same  as  usual.'  ** 

The  following  extract,  relating  to  a  rererend  friend 
of  his  brdship,  is  from  another  of  hb  letten  to  l^lr 
Hodgson,  this  year : — 

"  A  few  weeks  ago  I  wrote'to  *  *  *,  to  request  be 
would  receive  the  son  of  a  citizen  of  London*  wdl 
known  to  me,  as  a  pupil;  the  fiunily  having  been 
particularly  polite  during  the  short  time  I  was  irith 
them  induced  me  to  this  application.  Now,  mark 
what  follows,— as  somebody  subhmdy  saith.  On 
this  day  arrives  an  epistle  signed  **  *,  containing, 
not  the  smallest  reference  to  tuition,  or  mtuition,  but 
a  petition  for  Robert  Gregson,  of  pugilistic  notoriety » 
now  in  bondage  for  certain  paltiy  pounds  steriing, 
and  liable  to  lake  up  his  everlasting  abode  in  Banco 
Regis.  Had  the  letter  been  from  any  of  my  Jli^  ac- 
quaintance, or,  in  short,  from  any  person  but  the  gen- 
tleman whose  signature  it  bears,  I  should  have  mar- 
velled not.  If  *  *  *  is  serious,  I  congratulate  pugi- 
lism on  the  acquisition  of  such  a  patron,  and  shall  be 
most  happy  to  advance  any  sum  necessaiy  for  the  libe- 
ration of  the  captive  Gregson.  But  I  certainly  hope 
to  be  certified  from  you,  or  some  respectable  house- 
keeper, of  the  foct,  before  I  write  to  *  *  *  on  the  sub- 
r  ject.  When  I  say  the  fact,  I  mean  of  the  letter  betn^ 
written  by  *  *  *,  not  having  any  doubt  as  to  the  au- 
thenticity of  the  statement.  The  letter  b  now  before 
me,  and  I  keep  it  for  your  perusal.'' 
;  Hu  time  at  Newstead  during  thb  autunm  wa^ 
principally  occupied  in  enlarging  and  preparing  hin 
Satire  for  the  press ;  and  with  the  view,  perhaps,  of 
mellowing  hb  own  judgment  of  its  merits,  by  keeping 
it  some  time  before  hb  eyes  in  a  printed  form,*  he 


•  We  are  told  that  Wieland  used  to  have  his  works 
printed  thus  for  the  purpose  of  correction,  asd  said  that 
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I  !•!  proofc  takim  off  from  his  BMUiacript  bj  hm 

■yr,  tbnt,  exdied  u  he  was  by  the  attack  of  the 
I  Befiewcn,  mad  posseanng,  at  aO  times,  such  rapid 
pamea  of  oompositiott,  he  should  haTe  allowed  so 
I  kig  •■  interral  to  ehqioe  between  the  aggressioii  and 
tbe  wreage.  But  the  importanoe  of  his  next  roore 
it  bcrature  seems  to  hare  been  f uUy  appreciated  by 
IsBL  He  saw  that  bis  chances  of  future  eminence 
■•«  depended  upoo  the  eSort  he  was  about  to  make, 
and  tkctdbre  delibeiately  collected  all  his  energies 
far  the  9priag.  Among  the  preparatires  by  which  he 
dwripinfd  hk  talent  to  the  task  was  a  deep  study  of 
the  writings  of  Pope;  and  I  have  no  doubt  that 
frim  thas  period  may  be  dated  the  enthusiastic  admi- 
nlian  wliieh  he  erer  after  cherished  for  this  great 
pscc^ — an  admiration  which  at  last  extinguished  in 
hsB^  after  one  or  two  trials,  all  hope  of  pre-eminence 
ia  the  sasna  trade,  and  drore  him  thenceforth  to  seek 
pmown  in  Sdds  more  open  to  competition. 

He  Bsisaathropie  mood  of  mind  into  which  he  had 
fdsa  at  this  time,  from  disappointed  affections  and 
thwarted  hopes,  made  the  office  of  satirist  but  too 
rMgiaiil  and  wefeoaie  to  his  spirit.  Yet  it  is  erident 
tkai  tfaia  bitterness  existed  for  more  in  his  fancy  than 
hii  heart ;  and  that  the  sort  of  relief  he  now  found 
war  upon  the  world  arose  much  less  from 
wounds  he  dealt  around,  than  from 
ihe  new  seaae  of  power  he  became  conscious  of  in 
deafaf  them,  and  by  which  he  more  than  recoTered 
his  farvKr  station  in  his  own  esteem.  In  truth,  the 
vcnatfity  and  case  with  which,  as  shall  presently  be 
he  could,  on  the  briefest  consideration,  shift 
praise  to  censure,  and  sometimes,  ahnost  as 
rapidly,  Iran  censure  to  praise,  shows  how  fondful 
it  were  the  impressions  under  which  he, 
tances,  pronounced  his  ludgments ;  and, 
theagh  it  ssay  in  some  degree  deduct  from  the  weight 
of  his  eulogy,  absolretf  him  also  from  any  great  depth 
of  aafioe  ia  hie  satire. 

His  coasing  of  age  in  1809  was  celebrated  at 
Nrwslead  by  soch  fostifities  as  his  narrow  means 
aad  society  eooki  furmsh.  Besides  the  ritual  roasting 
of  an  ox,  there  was  a  ball,  it  seems,  giren  on  the 
ocrasino,— of  which  the  only  particular  I  could 
eoBect,  fWim  the  old  domestic  who  mentioned  it,  was 
that  Mr  Hanson,  the  agent  of  her  k>rd,  was  among 
the  daaoen.  Of  Lord  Byron's  oijm  method  of  oom- 
fianrating  the  day,  I  find  the  following  curious 
record  in  a  letter  written  from  Genoa  in  1822:— **  Did 
I  ever  tell  you  that  the  day  I  came  of  age  I  dined  on 
cfgs  aad  bacon  and  a  bottle  of  ale  ? — For  once  in  a 
way  thcf  are  my  foTonrite  dish  and  drinkable ;  but, 
as  neither  of  them  agree  with  me,  I  nerer  use  them 
hot  ea  great  jubilees, — once  in  four  or  fi?e  yoarii  or 
m."  The  pecuniaiy  supplies  necessary  towards  his 
•■iBet,  at  this  epoch,  were  procured  from  money- 
leaders at  an  enormously  usurious  interest,  the  pay- 
of  which  for  a  long  time  continued  to  be  a 
to  him. 
It  was  not  tin  the  beginning  of  this  year  that  he 
look  his  Satire, — ia  a  state  r^y,  as  he  thought,  for 
pofaicatioo, — to  London.  Before,  howerer,  he  had 
pot  the  work  to  press,  new  food  was  unluckily  fur- 

i  crest  advaatace  in  it.  The  practice  b,  it  appears, 
■^H  in  Oennaflj. 


nidied  to  his  q>leen  by  the  neglect  with  which  he  con- 
ceired  himself  to  have  been  treated  by  his  guardian. 
Lord  Carlisle.  The  rdations  between  this  nobleman 
and  his  ward  had,  at  no  time,  been  of  sudi  a  nature 
as  to  afford  opportunities  for  the  cultivation  of  much 
friendliness  on  either  side ;  and  to  the  temper  and 
influence  of  Mrs  Byron  must  mainly  be  attributed  the 
bbune  of  widening,  if  not  of  produdng,  this  estrange- 
ment between  them.  The  coldness  vrith  which  Lord 
Carlisle  had  received  the  dedication  of  the  young 
poef  s  first  vohuie  was,  as  we  have  seen  from  one  of 
the  letters  of  the  ktter,  felt  by  him  most  deeply.  He, 
however,  aDowed  himself  to  be  so  for  governed  by 
prudential  considerations  as  not  only  to  stifle  this 
displeasure,  but  even  to  mtroduce  into  his  Satire,  as 
originally  intended  for  the  prem,  the  foOowmg  com- 
pliment to  his  guardian : — 

On  one  alone  ApoUo  delgui  to  saiBe, 
And  crowas  a  BOW  RoaconmoB  ia  Carlisle. 

The  crovm,  however,  thus  generously  awarded, 
did  not  long  remain  where  it  had  been  placed.  In 
the  interval  between  the  inditing  of*  this  couplet  and 
the  delivery  of  the  manuscript  to  the  press.  Lord 
Qyron,  vrith  the  natural  hope  that  his  guardian  would, 
of  himself,  make  an  offer  to  introduce  him  to  the 
House  of  Lords  on  his  first  taking  his  seat,  wro;e  to 
remind  his  lordship  that  he  should  be  of  age  at  the 
commencement  of  the  session.  Instead,  however,  of 
the  courtesy  which  he  had  thus,  not  unreasonably, 
counted  upon,  a  mere  formal  reply,  acquainting  him 
with  the  technical  mode  of  proceeding  on  such  occa- 
sions, was  all  that,  it  appears,  in  return  to  this 
application,  he  received.  It  is  not  wonderful  there- 
fore that«  disposed  as  he  had  been,  by  preoeding 
circumstances,  to  suspect  his  noble  guardian  of  no 
very  friendly  incUnations  towards  him,  such  badc- 
wardness,  at  a  moment  when  the  countenanoe  of  so 
near  a  connexion  might  have  been  of  serrice  to  him, 
should  have  roused  in  lus  sensitive  mind  a  strong 
feeling  of  resentment. — ^The  indignation,  thus  excited, 
foimd  a  vent,  but  too  temptingly  at  hand ; — the  laud* 
atory  couplet  I  have  just  cited  vras  instantly  ex- 
punged, and  his  Satire  went  forth  charged  with  those 
vituperative  verses  against  Lord  Carlisle,  of  whiefa-, 
gratifying  as  they  must  have  been  to  his  revenge  at 
the  moment,  he,  not  long  after,  vrith  the  pkcability 
so  inherent  in  his  generous  nature,  repented.* 

During  the  progress  of  his  Poem  through  the 
press,  he  increased  its  length  by  more  than  a  hundred 
lines ;  and  made  several  alterations,  one  or  two  of 
which  may  be  mentioned,  as  illustretive  of  that 
prompt  susceptibility  of  new  impressions  and  influ- 
ences which  rendered  both  his  judgment  and  feelings 
so  variable.  In  the  Satire,  as  it  originally  stood, 
vras  the  foUowing  couplet : — 

Thoagh  printers  condescend  tlie  press  to  sdl 
With  odes  Iqr  Smjtlie  and  epk  sonfs  1^  Hojle. 

Of  the  injustice  of  these  lines  (unjust,  it  is  but  foir  to 
say,  to  both  the  writers  mentioned)  he,  on  the  brink 

*  See  hit  lines  on  Mi^or  Howard,  the  son  of  Lord  Car- 
lif  le,  who  was  killed  at  Waterloo : 

Their  praiae  k  hjmn'd  by  lofUer  hsrps  tliSD  ndne; 
Yec  one  I  would  telect  frosi  tbst  proud  thronr* 
Putlj  became  they  btcud  ma  with  bli  line, 
And  pariljf  tkai  I  did  kU  sire  $»me  vrong. 

Childe  Harold,  Canto  ///. 
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of  pubUcatkni,  repented ;  and,— as  iar,  at  least,  as 
regarded  one  of  the  intended  Tictims,  adopted  a 
tone  direct^  opposite  in  his  printed  Satire,  where  the 
name  of  Professor  Smy the  is  mentioned  honourably, 
as  it  deserved,  in  conjunction  with  that  of  5fr  Hodg- 
son, one  of  the  poet's  most  Talued  friends : — 

Oh  dsifc  sfylom  of  a  Tindal  race  I 

At  once  the  bosit  of  leandBf  sad  disfrsoe; 

So  lank  indolneM  and  lo  lost  in  ihsiiie, 

That  Smythe  and  Hodgaon  acarce  redeem  thy  fhme. 

In  another  instance  we  find  him  **  changing  his 
hand"  with  equal  fitcility  and  suddenness.  The 
original  manuscript  of  the  Satire  contained  this 
line, — 

I  leart  topography  to  coxcomb  0«H; 
but  having,  while  the  work  was  printing,  become 
acquainted  with  Sir  William  OeD,  he,  without  diffi- 
culty, by  the  change  of  a  singfo  epithet,  comrerted 
satire  into  eulogy,  and  the  line  now  descends  to  pos- 
terity thus: — 

I  lesre  topography  to  ckutic  Oell.* 

Among  the  passages  added  to  the  Poem  during  its 
progress  through  the  press  were  those  lines,  denounc- 
ing the  b'centiousness  of  the  Opera,  **  Then  let 
Ausonia,  ficc."  which  the  young  satirist  wrote  one 
night,  after  returning,  brimful  of  morality^  from  the 
Opera,  and  sent  them  early  next  morning  to  Mr 
Dallas  for  insertion.  The  just  and  animated  tribute 
to  Mr  Crabbe  was  also  among  the  after-thoughts 
with  which  his  Poem  was  adorned;  nor  can  we 
doubt  that  both  this,  and  the  equally  merited  eulogy 
on  Mr  Rogen,  were  the  disinterested  and  deliberate 
result  of  the  young  poet's  judgment,  as  he  had  never 
at  that  period  seen  either  of  these  distinguished  per- 
sons, and  the  opinion  he  then  expressed  of  their 
genius  remained  imchanged  through  life.  With  the 
author  of  the  Pleasures  of  Memory  he  afterwards 
became  intimate,  but  with  him,  whom  he  has  so  well 
designated  as  **  Nature's  sternest  pamter,  yet  the 
best,"  he  was  never  lucky  enough  to  form  eny  ac- 
quaintance;—4hough,  as  my  venerated  friend  and 
neighbour,  Mr  Crabbe  himself,  tells  me,  they  were 
once,  without  being  aware  of  it,  in  the  same  inn  toge- 
ther for  a  day  or  two,  and  must  have  frequently  met, 
as  they  went  in  and  out  of  the  house,  during  the  time. 

Almost  every  second  day,  while  the  Satire  was 
printing,  Mr  Dallas,  who  had  undertaken  to  superin- 
tend it  through  the  press,  received  fresh  matter,  for 
the  enrichment  of  its  pages,  from  its  author^  whose 

«  In  the  flAh  edition  of  the  SatlrB  (sappresaed  hfhtei  in 
1812),  he  again  changed  hit  mind  respecting  this  gentleman, 
and  altered  the  line  to 

I  leave  topography  to  r^^  OtS\, 
explaining  his  reasons  for  the  change  in  the  foUoiring  note : 
— * '  Rapid,*  indeed  ;^»e  topografdiixed  and  typographized 
King  Priam's  dmninions  in  three  days.  I  called  him 
*  classic*  before  I  saw  the  Troad.  hot  since  have  learned 
better  than  to  tack  to  his  name  what  don't  belong  to  it.* 

He  is  not,  howerer,  the  only  satirist  who  has  been  thos 
capricioos  and  changeable  in  his  jadgments.  The  Taria- 
tions  of  this  nature  In  Pope's  Dnnciad  are  well  known ; 
and  the  Abbt  Cotin,  it  is  said,  owed  (he  « painful  pre- 
eminence' '  of  his  station  in  Boileau*s  Satires  to  the  unlucky 
convenience  of  his  name  as  a  rhyme.  Of  the  generous 
change  from  censure  to  praise,  (he  poet  Dante  had  already 
aet  an  example,  having,  in  hb  *ConTito,"  lauded  same  of 
those  persons  whom  in  his  Conunedia  be  had  most  severely 


mind,  onoe  excited  on  any  subject,  knew  no  end  to  the 
outpourings  of  its  wealth.  In  one  of  his  short  notes 
to  Mr  Dallas,  he  says,  ^  Print  soon,  or  IshaDoverfiow 
with  rhyme;**  and  it  was,  in  the  same  manner,  in  aH 
his  subsequent  publications,— as  k»g,  at  least,  as  he 
remained  within  reach  of  the  printer, — ^that  he  conti- 
nued thus  to  feed  the  press,  to  the  very  last  moment, 
vrith  new  and  "  thick-coming  fimctes,"  which  the  re- 
perusal  of  what  he  had  already  written  suggested  to 
him.  It  would  almost  seem,  indeed,  from  the  ex- 
treme fiu»lity  and  rapidity  vrith  which  he  produced 
some  of  his  brightest  passages  during  the  progrem  of 
his  works  through  the  press,  that  there  was  in  the  very 
act  of  printing  an  excitement  to  his  &n<7,  and  that 
the  rush  of  his  thoughts  towards  this  outlet  gave  in- 
creased life  and  frvshness  to  their  flow. 

Among  the  passing  events  from  which  he  new  caught 
illustrations  for  his  Poem  was  the  melancholy  death 
of  Lord  Falkland,— «  gallant,  but  dissipated  naval 
officer,  vrith  whom  the  habits  of  his  tovm  life  had 
brought  him  acquainted,  and  who,  about  the  begin- 
ning of  March,  vras  killed  in  a  duel  by  Mr  Powell. 
That  this  event  afiected  Lord  Byron  very  deeply,  the 
few  touching  sentences  devoted  to  it  in  his  Satire 
prove.  **  On  Sunday  night  (he  says)  I  bdield  Lord 
Falkland  presiding  at  his  ovm  table  in  all  the  honest 
pride  of  hospitality ;  on  Wednesday  morning  at  three 
o'clock  I  saw  stretched  before  me  aB  that  reouiined 
of  courage,  feeling,  and  a  host  of  passions. "  But  it 
was  not  bywords  only  that  he  gave  proof  of  qmpathy 
on  this  occasioo.  The  family  of  the  unfbrttmate  no- 
bleman were  left  behind  in  circomstanoes,  which 
needed  something  more  than  the  mere  expression  of 
compassion  to  alleviate  them;  and  Lord  Byron,  not- 
withstanding the  pressure  of  his  ovm  difficulties  at 
the  time,  found  means,  seasonably  and  delicately,  to 
assist  the  widow  and  children  of  his  friend.  In  the 
fbUovring  letter  to  Mrs  Qyron,  he  mentions  this,  among 
other  matters  of  intere8t,-Hani(rm  a  tone  of  unosten- 
tatious sensibility,  highlyhonourable  to  him  :— 

LETTER  XXXn. 

TO  MBS  BYBON. 

•S,  St  James'Mtreet,  March  Mh,  UM. 
**  DBAR  MOIHIS, 

*'  My  Ust  letter  vras  vrritten  under  great  depres- 
sion of  spirits  from  poor  Falkland's  death,  who  has 
left  vrithout  a  shilling  four  chiklren  and  hk  wife.  I 
have  been  endeavouring  to  assist  them,  which,  God 
knows,  I  cannot  do  as  I  could  wish,  from  my  own 
embarrassments  and  the  many  claims  upon  me  from 
other  qiwrters. 

*'  What  you  say  is  aD  very  true :  come  what  may, 
Newstead  and  I  stand  or  fell  together.  I  have  now 
lived  on  the  spot,  I  have  fixed  my  heart  upon  it,  and 
no  pressure,  present  or  future,  shall  induce  roe  to 
barter  the  last  vestige  of  our  inheritanoe.  I  have 
that  pride  within  me  which  will  enable  me  to  support 
difficulties.  I  can  endure  privations;  but  could  I 
obtain  in  exchange  for  Newstead  Abbey  the  first  for- 
tune in  the  countiy,  I  would  reject  the  proposition. 
Set  your  mind  at  ease  on  that  score;  Mr  H**  talks 
like  a  man  oTbusiness  on  the  subject,  I  feel  like  a 
man  of  honour,  and  I  will  not  seB  Newstead. 
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*  lifadl  get  my  Mat \io  tbe  return  of  the  affidafitt 
fM  Oirtiaiaj  in  Cornwall,  and  will  do  something  in 
the  Hdow  soon :  I  must  dash,  or  it  is  all  orer.  My 
Ssiire  mamt  be  kept  secret  for  a  month ;  after  that 
jM  m^  aay  what  you  please  on  the  subject. 
Lsrd  C.  has  used  meinfiunous^,  and  refused  to  state 
Biy  particulars  of  my  family  to  the  Chancellor.  I 
hn«  Imked  him  in  my  rhymes,  and  perhaps  his 
hidAip  Bsaj  regret  not  being  more  conciliatory. 
IWy  teU  me  it  will  haTe  a  sale;  I  hope  so,  for  the 
'  *  "  fasw  behared  weO,  as  far  as  publishing 
**  BelieTe  me,  &o. 


*■  P.  S. — You  than  have  a  mortgage  on  one  of  the 


Tbe  affdaTits  which  he  here  mentions,  as  ex 
peeled  fron  Comwall,  were  those  required  in  proof 
ofihe  nmiriageof  Admiral  Byron  with  Miss  Trera- 
MB,  the  sdeamiaation  of  which  hariog  taken  place, 
SB  ii  appcan,  in  a  prirate  chapel  at  Carhais,  no 
regnbr  certificate  of  the  ceremony  could  be  produced. 
TW  dday  in  procuring  other  cTidence,  coupled  with 
the  father  ungracious  refusal  of  Lord  Carlisle  to  af- 
fvd  any  explanations  respecting  his  funily,  inter- 
posed those  iHfl"*"l*^^  which  he  idludes  to  in  the  way 
sf  kis  taking  Ids  seat.  At  length,  all  the  necessary 
fnt/k  baring  been  obtained,  he,  on  the  13th  of 
Msrch,  presented  himself  in  the  House  of  Lords,  in 
astalemore  lone  and  unfriended,  perhaps,  than  any 
jfloth  of  his  hi^  station  had  erer  before  been  re- 
duced to  on  such  an  occasion, — not  haying  a  single 
infiridaal  of  his  own  cbss  either  to  introduce  him 
ss  {mhI  or  receive  him  as  acquaintance.  To 
rbirrr  akme  was  he  eren  indebted  for  being  accom- 
psoied  as  fitr  as  the  bar  of  the  House  by  a  Tery  dis- 
isat  fdatire,  who  had  been,  little  more  than  a  year 
before,  an  utter  stranger  to  him.  This  relatire  w«di 
MrDaBas,  and  the  account  which  he  has  giren  of 
the  whole  scene  is  too  striking,  in  all  its  detafls,  to  be 
rekted  in  any  other  words  than  his  own : — 

**  Hke  Satire  was  published  about  the  middle  of 
IftudL,  prerious  to  which  he  took  his  seat  in  the 
Ibuse  of  Lords,  on  the  13th  of  the  same  month.  On 
that  day,  paswng  down  St  James Vstreet,  but  with 
no  intention  of  calling,  I  saw  hjs  chariot  at  his  door, 
and  went  in.  Hb  countenance,  paler  than  usual, 
sbssred  that  his  mind  was  agitated,  and  that  he  was 
'^■■L'"g  of  tbe  nobleman  to  whom  he  had  once 
laeked  lor  a  hand  and  countenance  in  his  introduction 
to  the  Hoaae.  He  said  to  me—*  I  am  gktd  yoti 
hsppeaed  to  come  in ;  I  am  going  to  take  my  seat; 
perhaps  you  will  go  with  me.'  I  expressed  my 
nsiliiiiss  to  attend  him;  while,  at  the  same  time,  I 
coucealed  the  shock  I  fdt  on  thinking  that  this  young 
■an,  wfaob  by  birth,  fortune,  and  talent,  stood  high 
k  fife,  should  hare  lired  so  unconnected  and  neg- 
ledcd  by  penous  of  his  own  rank,  that  there  was 
net  a  mngli  member  of  the  senate  to  which  he  bc- 
lo^edy  io  whom  he  could  or  woidd  apply  to  intro- 
du»  loB  in  a  manner  becoming  his  birth.  I  saw 
that  he  felt  the  situation,  and  I  fully  partook  his  in- 


"^  After  some  talk  about  the  Satire,  the  lastsheets 
of  whsdi  were  in  the  press,  T  accompanied  Lord  Bjron 
to  the  House.  He  was  recdred  in  one  of  the  ante- 
rhamhm  by  some  of  the  officers  in  attendance,  with 


whom  he  settled  respectmg  the  fees  he  had  to  pay. 
One  of  them  went  to  apprise  the  Lord  Chancellor  of 
bis  being  there,  and  soon  returned  for  him.  There 
were  Tery  few  persons  in  the  House.  Lord  Eldon  was 
going  through  some  ordinary  business.  When  Lord 
Byron  entered,  I  thought  he  looked  still  palej  than 
before;  and  he  certainly  wore  a  countenance  in 
which  mortification  was  mingled  with,  but  subdued 
by,  indignation.  He  passed  the  woolsack  without 
looking  round,  and  adranced  to  the  table  where  the 
proper  officer  was  attending  to  administer  the  oaths. 
When  he  had  gone  through  them,  the  Chancellor 
quitted  his  sea^  and  went  towards  him  with  a  smile, 
putting  out  his  hand  warrn^  to  welcome  him ;  and, 
though  I  did  not  catch  his  words,  Isaw  that  he  paid 
him  some  compliment.  Tlus  was  all  thrown  away 
upon  Lord  Byron,  who  made  a  stiff  bow,  and  put  the 
tips  of  his  fingers  into  the  Chancellor's  hand.  *  * 
*  *  The  Chanodlor  did  not  press  a  welcome  so  re- 
cetred,  but  resumed  his  seat;  while  Lord  Bjnm 
oardessly  seated  himself  for  a  few  minutes  on  one  of 
the  empty  benches  to  the  left  of  the  throne,  usually 
occupied  by  the  lords  in  opposition.  When,  on  his 
joining  me,  I  expressed  what  I  had  felt,  he  said :  *  If 
I  had  shaken  hands  heartily,  he  would  hare  set  me 
down  for  one  of  his  party---but  I  will  have  nothmg 
to  do  with  any  of  them,  on  either  side ;  I  hare  taken 
my  seat,  and  now  I  wfll  go  abroad. '  We  returned  to 
St  James's-street,  but  he  did  not  recoTer  his  spirits.** 

To  this  account  of  a  ceremonial  so  trying  to  the 
proud  spirit  engaged  in  it,  and  so  little  likely  to  abate 
the  bitter  feeling  of  misanthropy  now  growing  upon 
him,  I  am  enabled  to  add,  from  his  own  report  in  one 
of  his  note-books,  the  particulars  of  the  short  conrer- 
sation  which  he  held  with  the  Lord  ChanceUor  on 
the  occasion: — 

**  When  I  came  of  age,  tome  ddays,  on  account  of 
some  birth  and  marringe  certificates  from  Cornwall, 
occasioned  me  not  to  take  my  seat  for  sereral  weeks. 
When  these  were  o?er  and  I  had  taken  the  oaths,  the 
Chancellor  apok)gized  to  me  for  the  deky,  obeerring 
<  that  these  forms  were  a  part  of  his  dls/y.'  I  begged 
him  to  make  no  apology,  and  added  (as  he  certainly 
had  shown  no  riolent  hurry),  '  Your  lordship  was 
exactly  like  Tom  Thumb*  (which  was  then  being 
acted)—*  you  did  your  duty,  and  you  did  no  more.* " 

In  a  few  days  after,  the  Satire  made  its  appear- 
ance, and  one  of  the  first  copies  was  sent,  wkh  the 
foUowing  letter,  to  his  friend  Mr  Harness. 

LETTER  XXXin. 

TO  MB  HARNESS. 
•8,  St  Juncf*f  itreet,  llareli  IStb,  I80O. 

**  There  was  no  necessity  for  your  excuses :  if  you 
hare  time  and  inclination  to  write,  *  for  what  we  re- 
ceive, the  Lord  make  us  thankful :'— if  I  do  not  hear 
from  you,  I  coosok  myself  with  the  idea  that  you  are 
much  more  agreeably  empkyed. 

^  I  send  down  to  you  by  this  post  a  certain  Satire 
ktely  published,  and  in  return  for  the  three  and 
sixpence  expenditure  upon  it,  only  beg  that  if  you 
should  guess  the  author,  you  w31  keep  his  name 
secret;  at  least  for  the  present.  London  is  full  of  the 
Duke's  business.  Tlie  Commons  hare  been  at  it 
these  last  three  nights^  and  are  not  yet  ooiro  to  a 
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declnoD.  I  do  not  know  if  tbe  al&ir  wffl  be  brought 
before  our  Houte^  unless  in  the  shape  of  an  inpeach- 
nient.  If  it  makes  its  appearance  in  a  debatable 
fonn,  I  beliere  I  shall  be  tenapted  to  say  something 
on  the  subject.— I  am  glad  to  hear  you  like  Cam- 
bridge :  firstly^  because^  to  know  that  you  are  happy 
is  pleasant  to  one  who  wishes  you  all  possible  sublu- 
nary enjoyment ;  and,  secondly,  I  admire  the  morality 
of  Uie  sentiment.  AbiM  Maler  was  to  me  injtuta 
noverea :  and  the  old  Beldam  only  gt^v^  n>e  my  M  A. 
degree  because  she  could  not  aroid  it.* — You  know 
what  a  farce  a  noble  Cantab,  must  perform. 

^  I  am  going  abroad,  if  possible,  in  the  springs  and 
before  I  depart  I  am  coOecting  the  pictures  of  my 
most  intimate  schoolfellows;  I  have  already  a  few, 
and  shall  want  youra^  or  my  cabinet  will  be  incom- 
plete. I  hare  empk^ed  one  of  the  first  miniature- 
paintenof  the  day  to  take  them,  of  course  at  my  own 
expense,  as  I  nerer  aUow  my  acquaintance  to  incur 
theleastexpenditure  to  gratify  a  whim  of  mine.  To 
mention  this  may  seem  hidelicate;  but  when  I  tell 
you  a  friend  of  ours.ftrst  refiued  to  sit,  under  the  idea 
that  he  was  to  disburse  on  the  occasion,  you  will  see 
that  it  is  neoessaiy  to  state  these  preliminaries  to 
preTent  the  recurrence  of  any  simBar  mistake.  I 
shall  see  you  in  time,  and  will  carry  you  to  the  limtur. 
It  will  be  a  tax  on  your  patience  for  a  week,  but 
pray  excuse  it,  as  it  is  possible  the  resemblance  may 
be  the  sole  trace  1  shall  be  able  to  preserre  of  our 
past  friendship  and  present  aoquaintance.  Just  now 
it  seems  foolish  enough,  bat  in  a  few  yean,  when 
some  of  us  are  dead,  and  others  are  separated  by 
ineritable  circumstances,  it  wiD  be  a  kind  of  satisfac- 
tion to  retain  in  these  images  of  the  living  the  idea 
of  our  former  selves,  and  to  oontemphtte  in  the  re< 
semblances  of  the  dead,  all  that  remains  of  judgment, 
feeling,  and  a  host  of  passions.  But  all  this  will  be 
dull  enough  for  you,  aiid  so  good  night,  and  toend 
my  chapter,  or  rather  my  homily,  believe  me,  my 
dear  H.,  youra  most  affectionately.'' 

In  this  romantic  design  of  collecting  together  the 
portraits  of  his  school  fnends^  we  see  the  natural 
working  of  an  ardent  and  disappointed  heart,  which, 
as  the  future  began  to  darken  upon  it,  clung  with 
fondness  to  the  reooOections  of  the  past,  and  in  de- 
spair of  finding  new  and  true  friends  saw  no  happiness 
but  in  preservmg  all  it  couM  of  the  old.  But  even 
here,  hk  sensibiUty  had  to  encounter  one  of  those 
freezing  checks,  to  which  feelings,  so  much  above 
the  ordinary  temperature  of  the  world,  are  but  too 
constantly  exposed;— it  being  from  one  of  the  very 
friends  thus  fondly  valued  by  him,  that  he  expe- 
rienced, on  leaving  England,  that  mark  of  neglect  of 
which  he  so  indignantly  oomphuns  in  a  note  on  the 
second  Canto  of  Chikle  HaroM,— contrasting  with 
this  conduct  the  fidelity  and  devotedness  he  had  just 
found  in  his  Turkish  servant.  Dervish.  Mr  Dallas, 
vrbo  witnessed  the  immediateefl^  of  this  slight  upon 
him,  thus  describes  his  emotion  :— 

**  I  found  him  bursting  with  indignation.    *Will 

•  In  anoCker  letter  to  Mr  Harness,  dated  Pebnmry.  MOf , 
ks  says.  « I  do  not  know  how  you  and  Alma  Mater  affreo. 
I  was  bat  an  untoward  child  mjieir,  and  I  believe  the  food 
lady  and  her  brat  were  equally  rejoiced  when  I  was  weaned ; 
and.  If  I  obtained  her  benediction  at  partinc  it  was  at 
boat,  oquirocal." 


you  believe  it  V  said  he,  *  I  have  just  met  ♦  ♦  ♦, 
and  asked  him  to  come  and  sit  an  hour  vrith  me : 
he  excused  himself;  and  what  do  you  thfaik  vraa  his 
excuse!  He  was  engaged  vrith  his  mother  and  aome 
ladies  to  go  shopping !  And  he  knows  I  set  out  to- 
morrow, to  be  absent  for  years,  perhaps  never  to 
return !— Friendship !  I  do  not  beKeve  I  shall  leave 
behind  me,  yourself  and  fomily  excepted,  and  per- 
haps ny  mother,  a  single  being  who  vrill  care  what 
becomes  of  me.' " 

FVom  his  expressions  in  a  letter  to  Mn  Qyron, 
abeady  cited,  that  he  must  ^  do  something  in  the 
House  soon,**  as  weU  as  from  a  more  definite  intima- 
tion of  the  same  intention  to  Mr  Harness,  it  would 
appear  that  he  had,  at  this  time,  serious  thoughts  of 
at  once  entering  on  the  high  political  path,  which 
his  station  as  an  hereditary  legislator  opened  to  him. 
But,  whatever  may  have  been  the  first  movements  of 
his  ambition  in  this  direction,  th^  were  soon  relin- 
quished. Had  he  been  connected  with  any  dis- 
tinguished political  families,  his  bve  of  eminence, 
seconded  by  such  example  and  sympathy,  would 
have  impelled  him,  no  doubt,  to  seek  renovm  in  the 
fields  of  party  warfore,  where  it  might  have  been  his 
fote  to  afford  a  signal  instance  of  that  transmuting 
process  by  which,  as  Pope  says,  the  corruption  of  a 
poet  sometimes  leads  to  the  generation  of  a  statesman. 
Luduly,  however,  for  the  world  (though,  whether 
hickity  for  himself  may  be  questioned),  the  brighter 
empire  of  poesy  vras  destined  to  claim  him  all  its  own. 
The  loneliness,  indeed,  of  hii  position  in  society  at  this 
period,  left  destitute,  as  he  was,  of  all  those  sanctions 
and  sympathies,  by  which  youth,  at  its  first  start, 
is  usually  surrounded,  vras,  of  itself,  enough  to  dis- 
courage him  from  embarking  in  a  pursuit,  where  it  is 
chiefly  on  such  extrinsic  advantages  that  any  chance  of 
success  must  depend.  So  for  from  taking  an  actiTe 
part  in  the  proceedings  of  his  noble  brethren,  he 
appeara  to  have  regarded  even  the  ceremmiy  of  his 
attendance  among  them  as  irksome  and  mortifying, 
and,  in  a  few  days  after  his  admission  to  his  seat,  he 
withdrew  himself  in  disgust  to  the  seclusion  of  lus 
own  Abbey,  there  to  brood  over  the  bitterness  of 
premature  experience,  or  meditate,  in  the  scenes 
and  adventures  of  other  lands,  a  freer  outlet  for  his 
impatient  spirit  than  it  could  command  at  home. 

It  vras  not  long,  however,  before  he  vras  sum- 
moned back  to  town  by  the  success  of  his  Satire, — 
the  quidc  sale  of  which  alreacfy  rendered  the  prepa- 
ration of  a  new  edition  necessary.  His  zeakras  agent, 
Bfr  Dallas,  had  taken  care  to  transmit  to  him,  in  hi« 
retirement,  all  the  favourable  opmions  of  the  work 
he  couM  collect ;  and  it  is  not  unamusing,  as  show- 
ing die  sort  of  steps  by  vrhich  Fame  at  first  mounts, 
to  find  the  approbation  of  such  authorities  as  Pratt 
and  the  magaxine-writera  put  forward  among  the 
first  revrards  and  encouragements  of  a  Byron. 

**  You  are  already  (he  says)  pretty  generally  known 
to  be  the  author.  So  Cawthora  -teOs  me,  and  a  proof 
occurred  to  myself  at  Hatchard's,  the  Queen's  book- 
seller. On  enquiring  for  the  Satire,  he  told  me  that 
he  had  sold  agreat  many,  and  had  none  left,  and  vra!« 
going  to  send  for  more,  which  I  afterwards  found  he 
did.  I  asked,  who  was  the  author  ?  He  said,  it  vras 
believed  to  be  Lord  Byron's.  Did  he  believe  it* 
Yen,  he  did.   On  askinir  the  ground  of  his  belief,  he- 
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irid  me  Ami  a  hAj  of  dkrincrion  ImuI,  withoui  hem- 
Mian,  mated  for  it  as  Lord  Qyron't  Satire.  He 
fteme  mConned  me  that  he  had  inquired  of  Mr 
Catord,  wbe  fircquentB  his  riiop,  if  it  was  jwm. 
Sfr(filbrd  doned  any  knowledge  of  the  author,  but 
■pake  werj  higUty  of  it,  and  aaid  a  eopy  had  been 
KBi  t»  him.  Hatdiard  assured  me  that  all  who 
cBMe  to  his  rcaifing-room  admired  it.  OawthomteSs 
■e  it  is  anxreriaQy  wdl-spoken  of,  not  only  among 
hii  o««  eostiMBeri,  but  generally  at  all  the  book- 
«llsn^.  I  beard  it  higU|y  praised  at  b^  own  pub- 
Eifcer'a,  wliere  I  hare  kte|y  called  sereral  times. 
At  PliiEpa'  it  was  read  akmd  by  Pratt  to  a  circle  of 
itoary  guests,  who  were  unanimous  in  their  ap- 
: — Tlie  AMtifaeobm,  as  well  as  the  OetUknum's 
has  already  blown  the  trump  of  fiune  for 
|0B.  We  shall  see  it  m  the  other  Reriews  next 
and  probably  in  some  severely  handled,  ac- 
to  the  connexion  of  the  proprietors  and 
with  those  whom  it  lashes.** 
Oa  baa  surrfTal  in  London,  towards  the  end  of 
Aprl,  be  feoad  the  first  edition  of  his  POem  nearly 
I  iha—li  d ;  and  set  immediately  about  preparing 
aaeihcr,  to  wludi  he  determined  to  prefix  his  name. 
The  ad£tioBB  he  now  made  to  the  work  were  consi- 
doaUe, — near  a  hundred  new  lines  being  mtroduced 
St  the  Tety  opening,  * — and  it  was  not  till  about  the 
wHOe  of  the  ensuing  month  that  the  new  edition 
wBs  ttmdj  to  go  to  press.  He  had,  during  his 
■I— BCL  from  town,  fixed  definitirely  wkh  his  friend 
Mr  HoUwone  that  they  should  leave  Engfawd  to- 
geiher  eaify  in  the  fDllowing  June,  and  it  was  his 
virii  ta  see  the  hut  proolsof  the  volume  corrected 
hcfiHefais  departure. 

^Bwg  the  new  features  of  this  edition  was  a 
INlsuipt  to  the  Satire,  in  prose,  which  Mr  Dallas, 
■aeh  to  the  credit  of  his  diKretion  and  taste,  most 
eaimstly  entreated  the  poet  to  suppress.  It  is  to  be 
WffUlad  that  the  adviser  did  not  succeed  in  his  ef- 
tes,  as  there  nms  a  tone  of  bravado  through  this 
Mftd^d  eAtsaon,  which  it  is,  at  all  times,  pamful 
to  see  a  lealy  brave  man  assume.  For  instance  : — 
**  It  may  be  said,**  he  observes,  **  that  I  quit  England 
hsLaust  I  have  censured  these  *■  perMxis  of  honour 
and  wit  ahsit  town ;'  but  I  am  coming  back  again, 
and  their  vengeanoe  vriU  keep  hot  til  my  return. 
Those  who  know  me  can  testify  that  my  motives  for 
leaving  Rnglnnd  are  very  difibrent  from  fears,  lite- 
my  sr  peraonal ;  those  who  do  not,  may  one  day 
he  eoBvbeed.  Since  the  piibhcation  of  this  thing, 
Bif  nnae  hns  not  been  coneealed;  I  have  been 
nnotly  ia  London,  ready  to  answer  for  my  transgres- 
sians,  and  in  dnily  expectation  of  sundry  cartels ; 
hnl,  afa»,  '  the  age  of  chivaby  is  over,'  or  m  the 
oe,  there  is  no  spirit  now-ardays." 
Bnt,  whatever  may  have  been  the  fairits  or  mdis- 
cvslisns  of  this  Satire^  there  are  few  who  would  now 
dt  in  jiidgwi  ni  upon  it  so  severely  as  did  the  author 
hsmsel^  oa  reading  it  over  nine  years  after,  when 
he  had  quitted  En^and,  never  to  return.  The  copy 
which  he  dien  perused  is  now  in  the  possession  of 
Mr  Munay,  and  the  remarks  which  he  has  left  scrib- 

*  TkePbea,  la  the  flnt  edition,  began  St  the  line, 
Tbne  icm  ere  jeC,  in  tbete  degencnt*  day*. 


bled  over  its  pages  are  well  worth  transerihing.  On 
the  fint  leaf  we  find— 

''The  binding  of  this  volume  ii  consideflabl^  too 
valuable  for  its  contents. 

**  Nothing  but  the  consideration  of  its  bemg  the 
property  of  another,  prevents  me  from  consigning  this 
miserable  record  of  misplaced  anger  and  inchscri- 
minate  acrimony  to  the  flames.  **  B. " 

Opposite  the  passage, 


By  Jeftey's  heart,  or  Leah's  Boeotian  heai, 

is  written,  ''This  vras  not  just.  Neither  the  heart 
nor  the  head  of  these  gentlemen  are,  at  aO,  what  they 
are  here  represented.**  Akmg  the  whole  of  the 
severe  verses  against  Mr  Words^rorth  he  has  scrawled, 
''Ui^just,'*— and  the  same  verdict  is  aflixed  to 
those  against  Mr  Coleridge.  On  his  unmeasured 
attack  upon  Mr  Bowles,  the  comment  is,— ''Too 
savage  all  this  on  Bowles;**  and  down  the  margin 
of  the  page  containing  the  Knee,  '^  Health  to  immor- 
tal Jeffrey,  **  &c.,  he  writes,—**  Too  ferocious— this 
is  mere  insanity,**— adding,  on  the  verses  that  follow 
("Gan  hone  remember  that  eventful  day?**  <cc.) 
"An  this  is  bad,  because  peraonaL** 

Sometimes,  however,  he  shows  a  disposition  to 
stand  by  his  original  decisions.  Thus,  on  the  passage 
rehuing  to  a  writer  of  certain  obscure  Epios  (v.  379), 
he  says, — **  AD  right;**  adding,  of  the  same  person, 
**  I  saw  fljome  letters  of  this  feUow  to  an  unfortunate 
poetess,  whose  productions  (which  the  poor  woman 
by  no  means  thought  vainly  of)  he  attacked  so  roughly 
and  bitteriy,  that  I  could  hardly  regret  assailing  him ; 
—even  were  it  unjust,  which  it  is  not;  for,  verily,  he 
ia  an  ass.**  On  the  strong  Unes,  too  (v.  9&3),  upon 
Clarke  (a  writer  in  a  magasine  called  the  Satirist), 
he  remarks,—"  Right  enough,— this  was  well  de- 
served, and  well  laid  on.** 

To  the  whole  paragraph,  beginning  **  Illustrious 
Holland,**  are  aflBxed  the  words  "Bad  enough— and 
on  mistaken  grounds,  besides."  The  bitter  verses 
against  Lord  Carlisle  he  pronouncea  **  Wrong  also — 
the  provocation  was  not  suflkient  to  justify  such 
acerbity  ;** — and  of  a  subsequent  note  respecting  the 
same  nobleman  he  says,  "  Much  too  savage^  what- 
ever the  foundation  may  be.**  Of  Rosa  Matilda  (v. 
738)  he  tells  us,  **  She  has  since  married  the  Morn- 
ing Post, — an  exceeding  good  match."  To  the  verses 
'*  When  some  brisk  youth,  the  tenant  of  a  stall/' &r., 
he  has  appended  the  following  mteresting  note : — 
**  This  was  meant  at  poor  Blackett,  who  was  then 
patronized  by  A.  I.  B.*— but  that  I  did  not  know,  or 
this  would  not  have  been  written;  at  least,  I  think 
not." 

Farther  on,  where  Mr  Campbell  and  other  poets 
are  mentioned,  the  following  gingle  on  the  names  of 
their  respective  poems  is  scribbled : 


Pretty  M 
Had  a  note  aqaiUne ; 
And  would  snert  rude 
Things  of  Miat  Oertmde : 
While  MrMarBiOB 
Led  a  crest  snny  on, 
Mskiag  Kehsma  look 
Ltte  s  fierce  Msmsluke. 

Opposite  the  paragraph  in  praise  of  Mr  Crabbo  Iw 

•  Lady  Byron,  t)ieii  HiMMUbank. 
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has  written,  **  I  oonsider  Cmbbe  sod  Coleridge  u 
the  first  of  these  times  in  point  of  power  and  genius." 
On  his  own  line,  in  a  sabseqaent  paragraph,  **  And 
glory,  lil^e  the  Phoenix  mid  her  fires,"  he  says,  comi- 
oaDy,  *'  The  Deyil  take  that  Phcenix-^ow  came  it 
there?"  and  his  concluding  remark  on  the  whole 
Poem  is  as  foDows : — 

^  Tlie  greater  part  of  this  Satire,  I  most  sincerely 
wish  had  never  been  written;  not  onljr  oo  account  of 
the  injustice  of  much  of  the  critical  and  some  of  the 
personal  part  of  it,  but  the  tone  and  temper  are  such 
as  I  cannot  approve.  **  Byron. 

«  OiodaU,  Genera,  July  14, 1816.* 

While  engaged  in  preparing  his  new  edition  for  the 
press,  he  was  also  gaily  dispensing  the  hospitalities  of 
Newstead  to  a  party  of  young  college  friends,  whom, 
with  the  prospect  of  so  long  an  absence  from  Eng- 
land, he  had  assembled  round  him  at  the  Abbey,  for 
a  sort  of  festive  fiuvwell.  Tlie  following  letter  from 
one  of  the  party,  Charles  Skinner  Matthews,  though 
rjft^^ining  much  Icss  of  the  noble  host  himself  than 
we  could  have  wished,  yet,  as  a  picture,  taken  freshly 
and  at  the  moment^  of  a  scene  so  pregnant  with  cha- 
racter, will,  I  have  little  doobt,  be  highly  acceptable 
to  the  reader. 

LBTTKE  FROM  CHARLES  SKINNER  MA1TBEW8,  E8<). 
10  MISS  I.  M. 

>         «  London,  23d  May,  1800. 


**  I  must  begin  with  giving  you  a  few  particulars  of 
the  singular  place  which  I  have  lately  quitted. 

**  Newstead  Abbey  is  situate  136  miles  from  Lon* 
don, — 4  on  this  side  Mansfield.  It  is  so  fine  a  piece  of 
antiquity  that  I  should  think  there  must  be  a  descrip- 
tion and,  perhaps,  a  picture  of  it  in  Grose.  The  an- 
cestors of  its  present  owner  came  into  possession  of  it 
at  the  time  of  the  dissolution  of  the  monasteries, — but 
the  building  itself  is  of  a  much  earlier  date.  Though 
sadly  fallen  to  decay,  it  is  still  completely  an  Abbey, 
and  most  part  of  it  is  still  standing  in  the  same  state 
as  when  it  was  first  built.  There  are  two  tiers  of 
cfeisters,  with  a  variety  of  ceDs  and  rooms  about  them, 
vrfaich,  though  not  inhabited,  nor  in  an  inhabitable 
stete,  might  easily  be  made  so ;  and  many  of  the  ori- 
ginal rooms,  amongst  which  is  a  fine  stone  hall,  are 
still  in  use.  Of  the  Abbey  Church  on^y  one  end  re- 
mains; and  the  old  kitchen,  with  a  long  range  of 
apartments,  is  reduced  to  a  heap  of  rubbish.  Lead- 
ing from  the  Abbey  to  the  modern  part  of  the  habita« 
tioA  is  a  noble  room,  seventy  feet  in  length  and 
twenty-three  in  breadth :  but  eveiy  part  of  the  house 
displays  neglect  and  decay,  save  those  which  the  pre- 
sent Lord  has  btely  fitted  up. 

The  house  and  gardens  are  entirely  surrounded  by 
a  wall  with  battlements.  In  front  is  a  large  lake,  bor- 
dered here  and  there  vrith  casteDated  buildings,  the 
chief  of  which  stands  on  an  emhiettce  at  the  further 
extremity  of  it.  Fancy  all  this  surrounded  with  bleak 
and  barren  hills,  with  scarce  a  tree  to  be  seen  for 
miles,  except  a  solitary  clump  or  two,  and  you  will 
have  some  idea  of  Newstead.  For  the  lata  Lord 
being  at  enmity  with  his  son,  to  whom  the  estate  was 


secured  by  entail,  resolved,  out  of  spite  to  the  i 
that  the  estate  should  descend  to  him  in  as  miserable 
a  plight  as  he  could  possibly  reduce  it  to;  for  which 
cause  he  took  no  care  of  the  mansion,  and  feD  to  Iop> 
ping  off  every  tree  he  could  lay  his  hands  on  so  fih- 
riousty,  that  he  reduced  immense  tracts  of  vroodDand 
country  to  the  desolate  state  I  have  just  described. 
However,  his  son  died  before  him,  so  that  all  his  rage 
was  thrown  away. 

"  So  much  for  the  place,  concerning  which  I  have 
thrown  together  these  few  particulars,  meaning  my 
account  to  be,  like  the  place  itself,  without  any  order 
or  connexion.  But  if  the  place  itself  appear  rathcr 
strange  to  you,  the  ways  of  the  inhabitants  wiD  not 
appear  much  less  so.  Ascend,  then,  with  me  the  hall 
steps,  that  I  may  introduce  to  you  my  Lord  and  his 
visitants.  But  have  a  care  how  you  proceed  ;  be 
mindful  to  go  there  in  broad  daylight;  and  with  your 
eyes  about  you.  For,  should  you  make  any  blunder, 
— should  you  go  to  the  right  of  the  hall  steps,  you 
are  laid  hold  of  by  a  bear ;  and  should  you  go  to  the 
left,  your  case  is  still  worse,  for  you  run  full  against 
a  wolif! — ^Nor,  when  you  have  attained  the  door,  is 
your  danger  over^  for  the  hall  being  decayed,  and 
therefore  standing  in  need  of  repair,  a  bevy  of  in- 
mates are  very  probably  banging  at  one  end  of  it  with 
their  pistols ;  so  that  if  you  enter  vrithout  giving  loud 
notice  of  your  approach,  you  have  only  escaped  the 
wolf  and  the  hour  to  expire  by  the  pistol-shots  of  the 
merry  Monks  of  Newstead. 

^Our  party  consisted  of  Lord  Qyron  and  four 
others ;  and  vras,  now  and  then,  increased  by  the 
presence  of  a  neighbouring  parson.  As  for  our  way 
of  living,  the  order  of  the  day  vras  generally  this: — 
For  breakfitft  we  had  no  set  hour,  but  each  suited 
his  own  convenience,— every  thing  remaining  on  the 
table  till  the  whole  party  had  done ;  though  had  one 
wished  to  breakfiEUt  at  the  early  hour  of  ten,  one  vroold 
have  been  rather  lucky  to  find  any  of  the  servants  op. 
Our  average  hour  of  rising  was  one.  I,  who  generally 
got  up  between  eleven  and  twelve,  vras  always, — 
even  when  an  invalid, — the  first  of  the  par^,  and 
was  esteemed  a  prodigy  of  eaiiy  rising.  It  was 
frequently  past  two  before  the  breakfiut  party  broke 
up.  Then,  for  the  amusements  of  the  morning,  there 
vras  reading,  fencing,  single-stick,  or  shuttle-cock, 
in  the  great  room ;  practising  with  ptstok  in  the  haU  ; 
walking — riding— cricket— sailing  on  the  lake,  playing 
with  the  bear,  or  teasing  the  wolf.  Between  seven 
and  eight  we  dined,  and  our  evening  lasted  from  that 
time  till  one,  two,  or  three  in  the  morning.  The 
evening  diversions  may  be  easily  conceived. 

**  I  must  not  omit  the  custom  of  itflni^fng  round, 
after  dhmer,  on  the  removal  of  the  cloth,  a  human 
skull  filled  with  burgundy.  After  revelling  on  choice 
viands^  and  the  finest  wines  of  France,  we  ac(joumed 
to  tea,  where  we  amused  ourselves  with  reading,  or 
improving  conversation,— each,  according  to  his 
fiucy,— and,  after  sandwicho,  eto.,  retired  to  rem. 
A  set  of  monkish  dresses,  which  had  been  provided, 
with  all  the  proper  apparatus,  of  crosses,  beads, 
tonsures,  eto. ,  often  gave  a  variety  to  our  appearance, 
and  to  our  pursuits. 

^  You  may  easily  imagine  how  chagrined  I  vras  at 
being  ill  nearly  the  first  half  of  the  time  I  was  there. 
But  I  was  led  into  a  very  different' reflection  from  that 
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d  Dr  Swift,  irbo  left  Pope's  house  without  ceremonji 
sad  aftq  wards  infonned  him,  by  If  tter,  that  it  was 
for  two  sick  friends  to  Utc  together ;  for  I 
my  Bhirenng  and  invalid  frame  so  perpetuaOy 
ed  bj  the  thoughtless  and  tumultuous  health  of 
CTcry  one  about  me,  that  I  heartily  wished  every  soul 
ii  the  boose  to  be  as  ill  as  myself. 

**  The  journey  back  I  performed  on  foot,  together 
vilh  another  of  the  guests.  We  walked  about  26 
■ies  a  daj  ;  but  were  a  week  oq  the  road,  from  being 
by  the  rain. 
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"So  here  I  dose  my  account  of  an  eicpedition  which 
\am  somewhat  extended  my  knowledge  of  this  country. 
Aad  where  do  you  think  1  am  going  next?  To 
ConitiinliaDple ! — at  least,  such  an  excursion  has 
been  proposed  to  me.  Lord  B.  and  another  friend 
if  Bane  are  going  thither  next  month,  and  have  asked 
meto  jom  the  par^ ;  but  it  seems  to  be  but  a  wild 
scheme,  and  requires  twice  thinking  upon.      *    *    * 

**  Addio,  my  dear  I.  Yours  rery  affectionately, 
**  C.  8.  Matthews." 

HaTiog  put  the  finishing  hand  to  his  new  edition, 
be,  without  waiting  for  the  fresh  honours  that  were  in 
lion  fcr  him,  took  leave  of  London  (whither  he  had 
letnrBed]  oo  the  11th  of  June,  and,  m  about  a  fort- 
si^  after,  aaOed  for  Lisbon. 

Great  as  was  the  advance  which  his  powers  had 
■ade,  ando'  the  influence  of  that  resentment  from 
which  he  now  drew  his  inspiration,  they  were  yet, 
even  in  his  Satire,  at  an  immeasurable  distance  from 
ihepoiat  to  which  they  afterwards  so  triunphantly 
NK.  It  is,  indeed,  remarkable  that,  essentially  as 
Im  genios  seemed  connected  with,  and,  as  it  were, 
ifiiiigmg  out  of  his  character,  the  development  of  the 
ooe  ihoidd  so  long  have  preceded  the  Ml  maturity 
sf  the  resources  of  the  other.  By  her  very  eariy 
sad  lapid  expansion  of  his  sensibilities.  Nature  had 
givca  him  notice  of  vrhat  she  destined  him  for,  bng 
hefoe  he  mklerstood  the  caD;  and  those  materials 
of  poetry  with  which  his  own  fervid  temperament 
ahowMfad  were  but  by  slow  degrees,  and  after  much 
sHf meditsliott,  revealed  to  him.  In  his  Satire, 
theqgh  nKanos,  there  is  but  little  foretaste  of  the 
vrooden  thai  fbljowed  it.  His  spirit  was  stirred,  but 
be  had  net  yet  looked  down  mto  its  depths,  nor  does 
even  his  bitterness  taste  of  the  bottom  of  the  heart, 
fte  those  sarcasms  which  he  afterwards  flung  in  the 
fisee  of  mankind.  Stfll  less  had  the  other  countless 
fc^lmgs  aad  passions,  with  which  his  soul  had  been 
ksg  lahooriDg,  found  an  organ  worthy  of  them ;— the 
gloom,  the  giaodeur,  the  tenderness  of  his  nature,  all 
were  left  without  a  voice,  till  his  migh^  genius^  at 
fast,  awakened  h&  its  strength. 

Is  stooping,  as  he  did,  to  vmte  after  established 
■odels,  as  wed  in  the  Satire  as  in  his  still  earlier 
he  showed  how  little  he  had  yet  explored  his 
~  resources,  or  found  out  those  distinctive 
■aiks  by  which  he  was  to  be  knovm  through  aH  time. 
Bat,  bold  and  energetio  as  was  his  general  cha- 
rseter,  he  was,  in  a  remarkable  degree,  diffident  in 
Im  mteOectual  powers.  The  consciousness  of  what 
he  eoold  achieve  was  but  by  degrees  forced  upon 
kisi,  sad  the  discovery  of  so  rich  a  mine  of  genius  in 
Im  sool  came  with  no  less  surprise  on  himself  than 


on  the  world.  It  vras  froyi  the  same  slownem  of  self- 
appreciation  that,  afterwards,  in  the  full  flow  of  his 
fame,  he  long  doubted,  as  we  shall  see,  his  own  apti- 
tude for  vrorks  of  vrit  and  humour, — till  the  happy 
experiment  of  ^  Beppo"  at  once  dissipated  this  dis- 
trust^ and  opened  a  new  region  of  triumph  to  his  ver- 
satile and  boundless  powers. 

But,  however  far  short  of  himself  his  first  writings 
must  be  eonsideredj  there  is  in  his  Satire  a  liveliness 
of  thought,  and,  still  more,  a  vigour  and  courage, 
which,  concurring  with  the  justice  of  his  cause  and 
the  sympathies  of  the  public  on  his  side,  could  not 
fail  to  attach  instant  celebrity  to  his  name.  Notwith- 
standing, too,  the  general  boldness  and  recklessness 
of  his  tone,  there  were  occasionally  mingled  with  this 
defiance  some  allusions  to  his  own  fate  and  character, 
whose  affecting  earnestness  seemed  to  answer  for 
their  truth,  and  which  were  of  a  nature  strongly  to 
awaken  curiosity  as  well  as  interest.  One  or  two  of  ^ 
these  passages,  as  illiistrative  of  the  state  of  his  mind 
at  this  period,  I  shall  here  extract.  The  loose  and 
unfenceid  state  in  which  his  youth  was  left  to  grow 
wild  upon  the  world  is  thus  touchingly  alluded  to : — > 

Er'n  I— least  thinkinf  of  a  thoaghtleu  throng, 
Jiut  akill'd  to  know  the  rfcht  and  chuse  the  wrong, 
Freed  at  that  age  when  Reason's  shield,  b  lost, 
To  flcfat  my  coarse  throagh  Passion's  countless  host, 
Whom  every  path  of  Pleasure's  flowery  waj 
Has  lured  in  turn,  and  ail  hare  led  astray—* 
EVn  I  must  raise  my  voice,  ev'n  I  must  feel 
Such  scenes,  such  men  destroy  the  public  weni  .- 
Although  some  kind,  censorioal  friend  wjll  tt^j, 
*  What  art  thou  better,  meddling  fbol,t  than  they?*' 
And  every  brother  Rake  will  smile  to  see 
That  miracle,  a  Moralist,  in  me. 

But  the  passage  in  which,  hastily  thrown  off  as  it 
is,  we  find  the  strongest  trace  of  that  wounded  feel- 
ing, which  bleeds^  as  it  were,  through  all  his  subse- 
quent writings,  is  the  following^: — 

The  tioM  hath  been,  when  no  harsh  sound  would  Ikll 
From  lips  that  now  may  seem  imbued  with  gall, 
Nor  fools  nor  follies  tempt  roe  to  despise 
The  meanest  thiog  that  crawl'd  beneath  my  eyes. 
But  now,  so  callous  grown,  so  (dianfed  from  yoath,etc. 

Some  of  the  causes  that  worked  this  change  in  his 
character  have  been  intimated  in  the  course  of  the 
preceding  pages.  That  there  was  no  tinge  of  bit- 
terness in  his  natural  disposition  we  have  abundant 
testimony,  besides  his  ovrn,  to  prove.  Though,  as  a 
child,  occasionally  passionate  and  headstrong,  his 
docility  and  kindness,  towards  those  who  were  them- 
selves kind,  is  acknowledged  by  all ;  and  **  playful " 
and  ** affectionate"  are  invariably  the  epithets  by 
which  those  who  knew  him  in  his  childhood  convey 
their  impression  of  his  character. 

Of  all  the  qualities,  indeed,  of  his  nature,  affeo- 
tionateness  seems  to  have  been  the  most  ardent  and 
most  deep.  A  disposition,  on  his  own  side,  to  form 
strong  attachments,  and  a  yearning  desire  after  af- 
fection m  return,  were  the  feeling  and  the  want  that 
formed  the  dream  and  torment  of  his  existence.  We 
have  seen  with  what  passionate  enthusiasm  he  threw 
himself  into  his  boyish  friendships.    The  all-absorb- 

«  In  the  MS.  remaifcs  on  his  Satire,  to  which  I  hare 
already  referred,  he  says,  on  this  passage— *  Yea.  and  a 
pretty  dance  they  have  led  me." 

t  Fool  then,  and  but  little  wiser  now.-^5.  ibid. 
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ingandvwsoMMla)  lofethaftfottowed  WBf,  iflnu^j 
80  nj,  the  agonj,  wilhoot  being  the  death,  of  this 
umatod  dedre,  which  lived  on  -through  hit  life,  filled 
hit  poetiy  with  the  Teiy  tool  of  tendemeM,  lent  the 
cekiuring  of  its  light  to  even  those  unworthy  ties 
which  Tanitj  or  passioa  led  him  aflerwwds  to  fom, 
and  was  the  last  aspiration  of  his  fenrid  qurit  in 
those  stanaas  written  but  a  few  months  before  his 


'TIS  tine  this  heart  fhonld  be  anmoTOu, 
Since  otben  it  has  ceaied  to  move ; 

Pet,  tboagh  I  cannot  ba  beloved. 
Still  letBMkwel 


It  is  much,  I  own,  to  be  questioned  whether,  even 
under  the  most  faTOurable  circumstances,  a  disposi- 
tion such  as  I  have  here  described  could  hare  escaped 
igtimate  disappointment,  or  found  anywhere  a  rest- 
ing-place for  its  imaginings  and  desires.  But,  in  the 
ease  of  Lord  Byron,  disappobtment  met  him  on  the 
very  threshold  of  life.  Hit  mother,  to  whom  his 
affections  first,  naturally  and  with  ardour,  turned, 
either  repelled  them  rudely  or  oapricioudy  trifled 
with  them.  In  speaking  of  his  eari|y  days  to  a  friend 
at  Genoa,  a  short  time  before  his  departure  for 
Greece,  he  traced  the  first  feelings  of  pain  and  humi- 
liation he  had  ever  known  to  the  coldness  with  which 
his  mother  had  received  his  caresses  in  infancy,  and 
the  frequent  taunts  on  his  personal  deformity  with 
which  she  had  wounded  him. 

Tlie  sympathy  of  a  sister's  love,  of  all  inftneaoes 
on  the  mind  of  a  youth  the  most  softening,  was  also, 
in  his  oarly  days,  denied  to  han, — ^his  sbter  Augusta 
and  he  having  seen  but  little  of  each  other  while 
young.  A  vent  through  the  calm  channel  of  domestic 
affections  might  have  brought  dovm  the  high  current 
of  his  feelings  to  a  level  nearer  that  of  the  world  he 
had  to  traverse,  and  thus  saved  them  from  the  tu- 
multuous rapids  and  ftJls  to  which  this<early  eleva- 
tion, in  their  afteroourse,  exposed  them.  In  the 
dearth  of  all  home  endeaiments,  his  heart  had  no 
other  resottree  but  in  those  boyish  friendships  which 
he  formed  at  school ;  and  when  these  were  inter- 
rupted by  his  removal  to  Cambridge,  he  was  again 
thrown  back,  isolated,  on  his  own  restless  desires. 
ThenfoQowed  his  ill-fisted  attachment  to  Miss  Cha- 
worth,  to  which,  more  than  to  any  other  cause,  he 
himself  attributed  the  desolating  change  then  wrought 
in  his  disposition. 

''I  doubt  sometimes'*  (he  says,  fa  his  ^  Detached 
Thoughts'*!  ''whether,  after  all,  a  quiet  and  un- 
agitated  liie  woukl  have  suited  me ;  yet  I  souMtimes 
long  for  it.  My  earliest  dreams  (as  most  boys' 
dreams  are)  were  martial;  but  a  little  later  they 
were  aU  for  Isee  and  retirement,  till  the  hopeless 
attachment  to  M*^  C***  began  and  continued 
(tho«gh  sedukms^  concealed)  very  eaxij  m  my  teens; 
and  so  vpwards  for  a  time.  Thii  threw  me  out 
agau  *akMie  on  a  wide,  wide  sea.'  In  the  year  1804 
I  reeoDeet  meeting  my  sister  at  General  Haroourt's 
in  Porthmd  Place.  I  was  then  one  thing,  and  ut 
she  had  always  tiQ  then  found  me.  When  we  met 
again  in  1806  (she  told  me  since),  that  my  temper 
and  disposition  were  so  completely  altered  that  I  was 
hardly  to  be  recognized.    I  was  not  then  sensible  of 


the  change;  but  I  can  believe  it,  and  aecount  for 
it" 

I  have  already  described  his  parting  with  Miss  Cha- 
worth  previous^  to  her  marriage.  Once  again,  after 
that  event,  he  saw  her,  and  for  the  last  time,— being 
invited  by  Mr  Cha worth  -to  dine  at  Annesley  not  long 
before  his  departure  from  Engknd.  The  few  years 
that  had  elapsed  since  their  last  meeting  had  made  a 
considerable  change  m  the  appearance  and  manners 
of  the  young  poet.  The  fat,  unformed  schoolboy, 
was  now  a  slender  and  graceful  young  man.  Hioee 
emotions  and  passions,  which  at  firrt  heighten,  and 
then  destroy,  beauty,  had  as  yet  produced  only  their 
favourable  effects  on  his  features ;  and,  though  with 
but  little  aid  from  the  example  of  refined  society,  his 
mannen  had  subsided  into  that  tone  of  gentlotess 
and  self-possession  which  more  than  any  thLig  marks 
the  well-bred  gentleman.  Once  only  was  the  latter 
of  these  qualities  put  to  the  trial,  when  the  little 
daughter  of  his  fair  hostess  was  brought  into  the 
room.  At  the  sight  of  the  child,  he  started  mvolun- 
tarily, — ^it  was  with  the  utmost  difficulty  he  could 
conceal  his  emotion;  and  to  the  sensations  of  Chat 
moment  we  are  indebted  for  those  touching  stanxas, 
"  Well— thou  art  happy,*'  &c.,'  which  appeared 
afterwards  in  a  Miscellany  published  by  one  of  his 
friends,  and  are  now  to  be  found  in  the  general  col- 
lection of  his  works.  Under  the  influence  of  the  same 
despondent  passion  he  wrote  two  other  poems  at 
this  period,  from  which,  as  they  exist  only  in  (he 
Miscellany  I  have  just  alluded  to,  and  that  coUection 
has  for  some  time  been  out  of  print,  a  few  stanzas 
may,  not  impropcriy,  be  extracted  here. 

THE  PAREWELL-TO  A  LADY.f 
Wben  man,  expeli'd  ftrom  Bden*i  bowen, 

A  moment  lingered  near  tbe  fate, 
Bach  acene  recall'd  the  vaaiah'd  boon, 

And  bade  him  carse  hii  ftitare  (aie. 


Ha  karat  to  bear  bis  load  of  grief. 
Jost  gave  a  sigh  to  other  timet. 
And  found  in  boaler  scenes  relief. 

Thof,  lady4  moit  it  ba  with  sae, 
And  I  miut  rlew  thy  charmi  no  more ; 

For.  whiUt  I  linger  near  to  thee, 
I  sigh  Ibr  aU  I  knew  before,  ac.  aw. 

The  other  poem  is,  throughout,  fuD  of  tendemeHs ; 
but  I  shaO  give  onj^r  what  appear  to  me  the  mo^t 
striking  stanzas. 

STANZAS  TO  •  "^  •  ON  LEAVING  ENGLAND. 
T  is  done— and  ahivering  ia  tbe  gale 
The  barfc  oalork  her  snowy  Mil  ; 
And  whittling  o'er  the  bending  mast, 
Load  slugs  on  high  the  flresh'nljtg  blast : 
And  I  most  fh>m  this  land  be  gone, 
Becaoae  I  cannot  lore  bat  one. 


As  some  lone  Mrd,  withoot  a  SMte, 
My  weary  heart  is  desolate : 
I  look  around,  and  cannot  trace 
One  Ariendly  smile  or  welcome  face. 
And  eT*n  in  crowds  am  still  alone, 
Beoaooe  1  cannot  lore  but  one. 

*  Dated,  in  his  original  copy,  Nov.  2, 1808. 

t  Entitled,  in  his  original  mannscript,  «To  Mrs  *  *  *. 
on  being  asked  my  reason  for  qnitting  England  ia  the 
spring."   The  date  snbjoiaed  b  Dec.  9. 1808. 

;  lu  his  first  copy,  *  Thus.  Mary.* 
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Aad  I  will  croM  (be  wUtenlnf  Ibam, 
An4 1  win  ledLa  foroisn  home ; 
Till  I  fioiset  a  ftlM  fUr  fluse. 
I  •«*«  ihall  flii4  a  reednff  place : 
Mj  awn  dark  thoaftata  I  eannot  ikan 
Bat  ever  lare,  aad  tore  bat  one. 


I  CO— bat  whereaoe'tt  I  flea 
There  *■  aat  aa  eje  will  weep  for  bm; 
There  *■  not  a  kind  cooffenlal  heart. 
Where  I  caa  claim  the  aieaaeet  part : 
Ner  tboa«  arho  hast  my  hopes  ondoaa 
wot  sigh,  althonffh  I  lore  bat  ooe. 

Ta  Chi^  of  erery  early  scene, 
Of  what  we  are,  and  what  we  're  been 
Woold  wbelm  some  softer  hearts  wHh 
Bat  mine,  alas!  has  stood  the  blow  • 
Tet  atiU  beats  on  as  it  began, 
Aad  aeTer  troly  lores  bat  one. 

And  orbo  that  dear  loved  one  may  be 
la  not  Ibr  Tolffar  eyes  to  see : 
And  why  ttat  early  tore  was  crost, 
Thoa  kMnr^  the  best.  I  feel  the  moot : 
Bat  fcw  that  dwell  beneath  the  sun 
Hare  lored  so  kmc,  and  loTod  but  one. 

I  *Te  tried  another's  fbtteni  too, 
^nth  rhams,  perchance,  as  fhir  to  view ; 
And  I  woald  lUiithaTe  lored  as  well. 
Bat  oeoM  anconqaeraMe  spell 
Ferhode  my  Meadinff  breast  to  own 
A  Uadrad  care  for  ao^  bat  one. 

T  woaM  aeothe  to  take  one  lingering  view. 
And  Mess  thee  In  my  last  adiea : 
Tet  wVk  I  not  those  eyes  to  weep 
Far  him  that  wanders  o'er  the  deep : 
Hb  home.  Us  hope,  Us  yoath  are  gone, 
Tet  atlH  he  lores,  aad  lores  bat  one.» 

WUe  thus,  a  an  the  rektions  of  the  heftrt,  his 
Airat  after  afiectioa  waa  thwarted,  in  another  in- 
Hbet  of  hia  aatim,  not  leas  strong — the  deeire  of 
OBBKaea  and  dialinctioo — he  was,  in  an  equal  dc- 
gne,  checked  in  his  aspirings,  and  mortified.  The 
iaadfinnarj  of  hia  means  to  his  station  was  early  a 
savrce  of  embanMsment  and  homiliation  to  him ; 
and  ikoae  high^  piUrician  notions  of  birth  m  which 
he  kidsilgril,  bat  made  the  diqiarity  between  his 
fisftane  and  his  rank  the  more  galling.  Ambition, 
however,  aoon,  whispered  to  him  that  there  were 
other  mmd  nobler  ways  to  distinction.  The  emin^nbe 
wWeh  tdeat  boikb  -for  itself  might,  one  day,  he 
fiiijl  fek,  be  has  own;  nor  was  it  too  sanguine  to 
hope  that,  under  the  fiiTour  accorded  usually  to 
jooth,  he  might  with  impunity  renture  on  his  first 
ilepa  to  fiuae.  But  here,  as  in  erery  other  object  of 
his  heait,  diaappointment  and  mortification  awaited 
ham.  Inalead  oi  experiencing  the  ordinary  forbear- 
ance, if  not  indulgence,  with  which  young  aspirants 
far  fiume  are  leerired  by  their  critics,  he  found  him- 
mif  inataatiy  the  rictim  of  auch  unmeasured  seTcrity 
aa  b  not  often  dealt  out  eren  to  reteran  offenders  in 
;  and,  with  a  heart  freah  from  the  trials  of 
lore,  saw  those  resouroea  and  oonso- 
which  he  had  sought  in  the  exercise  of  his 
'  strength  also  inyaded. 

While  than  prematurely  broken  into  the  pains  of 

*  Thoa  w-rasteid  by  hlmsdf  u  a  copy  of  the  Miscellany 
aawia  asy  peaseariaa;— thetwo  tost  Unas  bai^.  ariginaUy, 


1  lore  hot  thee,  1  love  bat  ooe. 


life,  a  no  leta  darkening  eflRsct  was  produced  upoii 
him  by  too  early  an  initiation  into  its  pleasures. 
That  charm  with  which  the  hncj  of  youth  inyeats 
an  untried  world  was,  in  his  case,  soon  dissipated. 
His  passions  had,  at  the  rery  onset  of  their  career, 
forestalled  the  future;  and  the  blank roid  that  fol- 
towed  was  by  himself  considered  as  one  of  the  causes 
of  that  melancholy,  which  now  settled  so  deeply  into 
his  character. 

*'My  passions**  (be  says,  in  h»  **  Detached 
Tlioughts,'')  **  were  deretoped  yery  early— so  early 
that  few  would  beliere  me  if  I  were  to  state  the 
period  and  the  Cacto  which  accompanied  it  Perhapa 
this  was  one  of  the  reasons  which  caused  the  antici- 
pated melancholy  of  my  thoughts, — having  antici- 
pated Ufe.  Myearlierpoemsare  the  thoughts  of  one 
at  least  ten  years  older  than  the  age  at  which  they 
were  written, — I  don't  mean  for  their  soUdity,  but 
their  experience.  The  two  first  Quitos  of  Childe 
Harold  were  completed  at  twenty-two ;  and  they  are 
written  as  if  by  a  man  older  than  I  shall  probably 
e?er  be." 

Though  the  alhisions  in  the  first  sentence  of  this 
extract  hare  reforence  to  a  much  earliei  period,  they 
afibrd  an  opportunity  of  remarking,  that  howerer  dis- 
sipated may  haye  been  the  Ufe  which  he  led  during 
the  two  or  three  years  prerious  to  his  departuro  on 
his  trayels,  yet  the  notion  caught  up  by  many,  from 
his  own  aliuaions,  in  Childe  (hirold,  to  irregularitiea 
and  orgies  of  whkh  Newstead  had  been  the  soene, 
is,  like  most  other  imputations  against  him,  founded 
on  his  own  testimony,  greatly  exaggerated.  He 
describes,  it  is  well  known,  the  home  of'his  poetical 
rapresentatiTe  as  a  **  monastic  dome,  condemned  to 
uses  Tile,**  and  then  adds, — 

Where  snperstition  once  had  made  her  den. 
Now  Pai^iiaa  girls  were  known  to  sing  and  saaito. 

Mr  Dallas,  too,  giring  m  to  the  same  strain  of  ex- 
aggeration, says,  in  speaking  of  the  poet's  prepara- 
tions for  his  departure,  **  already  satiated  with 
pleasure,  and  disgusted  with  those  companions  who 
haye  no  other  resource,  he  had  resdted  on  mastering 
his  appetites ; — he  broke  up  his  harams."  The 
truth,  howerer,  is  that  the  narrowness  of  Lord 
Byron's  means  would  alone  haye  prerented  such 
oriental  luxuries.  The  mode  of  his  life  at  Newstead 
was  simple  and  unexpensire.  His  companions^ 
though  not  arerse  to  conririal  mdulgenoes,  were  of 
habits  and  tastes  too  intellectual  for  mere  rulgar  de^ 
bauchery  ;  and,  with  respect  to  the  alleged  **  ha- 
rams,"  it  appears  certain  that  one  or  two  suspected 
"*  SubnUrodmcia^  (as  the  ancient  monks  of  the  Abbey 
wouM  have  styled  them),  and  thoae,  too,  among  the 
ordinary  menials  of  the  establiriunent,  were  all  that 
even  scandal  itself  could  erer  fix  upon  to  warraol 
such  an  assumption. 

That  gaming  was  among  hb  follies  at  this  period, 
he  himself  tells  us  in  the  Journal  I  hare  just  dted : — 

**  I  hare  a  notion  (he  says)  that  gamblers  are  afl 
happy  as  many  people,  being  always  exeiUd.  Wo- 
men, wine,  fiune,  the  table,— even  ambition,  tale 
now  and  then ;  but  ereiy  turn  of  the  card  and  cast 
of  the  dice  keeps  the  gamester  alive ;  besides,  one 
can  game  ten  times  longer  than  one  can  do  any  thing 
else.     I  was  very  fond  of  it  when  young,  that  is  to 
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say^  of  hasard,  for  I  hate  all  card  games,— ctcb 
fiuo.  Wheu  macco  (or  whatever  they  q>eU  it)  was 
introduced,  I  gave  up  the  whole  thing,  for  I  loTed 
and  nuHed  the  raUle  and  d4uh  of  the  box  and  dice, 
and  the  glorious  uncertainty,  not  only  of  good  hick  or 
bad  luck,  but  of  ray  hi/dc  ataU^Moae  had  sometimes 
to  throw  often  to  decide  at  all.  I  have  thrown  as 
many  as  fourteen  mains  running,  and  carried  offall 
the  cash  upon  the  table  occasionally ;  but  I  had  no 
coohwss,  or  judgment,  or  calculation.  It  was  the 
delight  of  the  tldng  that  pleased  me.  Upon  the 
whole,  I  leftoff  in  time,  without  being  much  a  win- 
ner or  Vmer,  Since  oBe-and-twenty  yean  of  age  I 
played  but  little,  and  then  nerer  abore  a  himdred,  or 
two,  or  three." 

To  this,  and  other  foDies  of  the  tame  period,  he 
alludes  in  the  following  note  :— 

TO  MR  WILLIAM  BANKB8. 

'  •Twelre  o'clock,  Fridsy  night. 
**■  MT  DBAB  BANKB8, 

**  I  have  just  received  your  note;  believe  me  I 
regret  most  sincerely  that  I  was  not  fortunate  enough 
to  see  it  before,  as  1  need  not  repeat  ta  you,  that 
your  conversation  for  half  an  hour  would  have  been 
much  more  agreeable  to  me  than  gambling  or 
drinking,  or  any  other  fashionable  mode  of  passing 
an  evening,  abroad  or  at  home. — I  really  am  very 
Sony  that  I  went  out  previous  to  the  arrival  of 
your  digpatoh :  in  future  pray  let  me  hear  from  you 
before  six,  and  whatever  my  engagements  may  be, 
I  will  always  postpone  them. — ^Believe  me,  vrith  that 
deference  which  I  have  always  from  my  childhood 
paid  to  your  talents,  and  vrith  somewhat  a  better 
opinion  of  your  heart  than  Thave  hitherto  entertained, 
•*  Yours  ever,  etc.** 

Among  the  causes — if  not  rather  among  the  re- 
sults—of that  disposition  to  melancholy,  which, 
after  all,  perhaps,  naturally  belonged  to  his  tempera- 
ment, must  not  be  forgotten  those  sceptical  views 
of  religion,  which  clouded,  as  has  been  shown,  his 
boyish  thoughts,  and,  at  the  time  of  which  I  am 
speaking,  gathered  still  more  darkly  over  his  mind. 
In  general,  we  find  the  young  too  ardently  occupied 
with  the  enjoyments  which  this  life  gives  or  pro- 
mises to  afibrd  either  leisure  or  ineUnation  for  much 
inquiry  into  the  mysteries  of  the  next  But  with 
him  it  vras  unluckQy  otherwise;  and  to  have,  at 
once,  anticipated  the  worst  experience  both  of  the 
voluptuary  and  the  reasoner, — to  have  reached,  as 
he  supposed,  the  boundary  of  this  world's  pleasures, 
and  see  nothing  but  "  clouds  and  darkness**  beyond, 
was  the  doom,  the  anomalous  doom,  which  a  nature, 
premature  in  all  its  passions  and  powers,  inflicted  on 
Lord  Byron. 

When  Pope,  at  the  age  of  five-and-twenty,  com- 
phuned  of  being  weary  of  the  world,  he  was  told  by 
Swift  that  he  **  had  not  yet  acted  or  suflered  enough 
m  the  woiid  to  have  become  weary  of  it.**  *  But  far 
different  was  the  youth  of  Pope  and  of  Byron ; — what 
the  former  but  anticipated  in  thought,  the  btter  had 

"■  I  giTe  the  wofxb  at  JohoMm  has  reported  them :— 4n 
SwUlt  own  letter  they  are  if  I  recollect  risht  rather  dif- 
ferent. 


drunk  deep  of  in  reality ;— at  an  age  when  the  one 
was  but  looking  forth  on  the  sea  of  life,  the  other  had 
plunged  in,  and  tried  its  depths.  Swift  himself,  in 
whom  early  disappointments  and  wrongs  had  op«ied 
a  vein  of  bitterness  that  never  again  closed,  afibrds  a 
far  closer  parallel  to  the  fate  of  our  noble  poet,*  as 
well  in  the  untimeliness  of  the  trials  he  had  been 
doomed  to  encounter,  as  in  the  traces  of  their  havoc 
which  thoy  ieft  in  his  character. 

That  the  romantic  fancy  of  youth,  which  courts 
mehmcholy  as  an  indulgence,  and  bves  to  assume  a 
sadness  it  has  not  had  time  to  earn,  mtj  have  had 
some  share  in,  at  least,  fostering  the  gk)om  by  which 
the  mind  of  the  young  poet  was  overcast,  I  am  not 
disposed  to  deny.  The  circumstance,  indeed,  of  his 
having,  at  this  time,  among  the  ornaments  of  his 
study,  a  number  of  skulls  highly  polished,  and  placed 
on  light  stands  round  the  room,  would  seem  to  indi- 
cate that  he  rather  courted  than  shumed  such  gfoomy 
associations.t  Being  a  sort  of  boyish  mimickry,  too, 
of  the  use  to  whidh  the  poet  Young  is  said  to  have 
applied  a  skuD,  such  a  dispby  might  well  induce 
some  suspicion  of  the  sincerity  of  his  gk)om,  did  we 
not,  through  the  whole  course  of  his  subsequent  life 
and  writings,  track  visib^  the  deep  vein  of  melan- 
choly which  nature  had  imbedded  in  his  character. 

Such  was  the  state  of  mind  and  heart, — as,  from 
his  own  testimony  and  that  of  others,  I  have  collected 
it, — ^m  which  Lord  Byron  now  set  out  on  his  inde- 
finite pilgrimage;  and  never  vras  there  a  chai^ 
wrought  in  disposition  and  character  to  which  Shaks- 
peare's  fancy  of  "  sweet  beUs  jangled  out  of  tune^ 
more  tru]y  applied.  The  unwiDingness  of  Lord  Car- 
lisle to  countenance  him,  and  his  humOiating  position 
m  consequence,  completed  the  full  measure  of  that 
mortification  towards  which  so  niany  causes  had  con- 
curred. Baffled^  as  he  had  been,  in  his  own  ardent 
pursuit  of  afiection  and  friendship,  his  sole  revenge 
and  consolation  by  in  doubting  that  any  sudi  feelings 
really  existed.  The  various  crosses  he  had  met  vrith, 
in  themselves  suflBciently  irritating  and  wounding, — 
were  rendered  still  more  so  by  the  high,  impatient 
temper  with  which  he  encountered  them.  What 
others  would  have  bowed  to,  as  misfortunet,  his 
proud  spirit  rose  against,  as  wrongs;  and  thetehe- 
mence  of  this  reaction  produced,  at  once,  a  revolu- 
tion throughout  his  whole  chanu:ter,t  in  vrhich,  as 

*  There  l»,  at  least,  one  striking  point  of  similarity  be- 
tween their  cbaractert  in  the  di«po«ition  which  lobnaoa 
has  thu  attriboted  to  Swift :— «The  raspidoiiB  of  Swifti 
irreligion,*  he  nys,  'proceeded,  in  a  great  meamre.  from 
bii  dread  of  hypocrisy ;  intttad  <t^  wishing  to  sum  better, 
he  delighted  in  seeming  worse  than  he  was.* 

i  Another  we  to  which  he  appropriated  me  of  the  aknlls 
found  in  digging  at  Newstead  wai  the  haTing  it  mounted  in 
silver,  and  converted  into  a  drinking  cnp.  lUs  whim  has 
been  commemorated  in  some  well-known  Tenet  of  his  own : 
and  the  cap  itself,  which,  apart  fh>m  any  reroltlng  Ideas  it 
may  excite,  forms  by  no  means  an  inelegant  object  to  tlm 
eye.  is.  with  many  other  interesting  relics  of  Lord  Byron, 
in  the  possession  of  the  present  proprietor  of  Newstead 
Abbey.  Colonel  Wildman. 

:  Roossean  appears  to  hare  been  conscious  of  a  ahnflsr 
sort  of  change  in  his  own  nature :— *  They  hare  laboured 
without  intermiision.*  he  says  In  a  letter  to  Madame  do 
Bottfllers. « to  give  to  my  heart,  and,  perhaps,  at  the  sumo 
time  to  my  genius,  a  spring  and  stimulus  oTaction,  wUch 
they  have  not  inherited  from  nature.  I  was  born  week.— 
ill-treatment  has  amde  me  strong."— Aom's  Private  Cor- 
respondence. 
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it  revolatmns  of  the  potidcal  worid,  all  that  was  bad 
mi  irrefular  in  his  nature  buret  forth  with  aU  that 
ns  BMSst  energetic  and  grand.  The  Tei7  virtues  and 
escefleoeies  of  his  dispodtioQ  miniatered  to  the  vio- 
kace  of  this  change.  The  same  ardour  that  had 
honed  tbroogfa  his  friendships  and  Iotcs  now  fed  the 
ierce  exploosoBs  of  his  indignation  and  scorn.  His 
BatiKal  Tiracitj  and  humour  but  lent  a  fresher  flow 
to  his  bitterness,*  till  he,  at  hst,  reTcDed  in  it  as  an 
iiiihifttme ;  and  that  hatred  of  hypocrisy,  which  had 
lashcfto  only  dK>wn  itsdf  in  a  too  shadowy  colour- 
■g  of  his  own  youthful  frailties,  now  hurried  him, 
Utm  him  horror  of  all  false  pretensions  to  virtue,  into 
'M  stiB  nxNre  dangerous  boast  and  ostentation  of 
fiee. 

IV  foBowing  letter  to  his  mother,  written  a  few 
diys  befiare  he  sailed,  gives  some  particulars  respect- 
Bg  the  pcfsoos  who  composed  his  suite.  Robert 
Rashloa,  whom  he  mentions  so  feelingly  in  the  Post- 
«ci]pt,  was  the  boy  introduced,  as  hn  Page,  in  the 
VuA  Gulo  of  Childe  Harold. 

LETTER  XXXIV. 

TO  MBS  BTRON. 

•  Falmouth,  Jane  »d.  1809. 
''DKJUi  MOTHBB, 

**  I  am  aboat  to  sail  in  a  feW  days ;  probably  before 
del  readies  yon.  Fletcher  begged  so  hard,  that  I 
have  caotBHied  him  in  my  service.  If  he  does  not 
bfhave  wdl  abroad,  I  will  send  him  back  in a/roiu- 
pmi,  I  have  a  German  servant  (who  has  been  with 
HrWilbrahani  in  Persia  before,  and  was  strongly 
rffwewendcd  to  me  by  Dp  Butler  of  Harrow),  Robert 
sad  WaEam ;  they  constitute  my  whole  suite.  I  have 
ktms  ia  ]denty — you  shall  hear  from  me  at  the  dif- 
fcRBt  ports  I  touch  upon;  but  you  must  not  be 
skaaed  if  my  lettets  miscarry.  The  continent  is  in 
a  iae  stale— an  insmrection  has  broken  out  at  Paris, 
sad  the  Anatriaas  are  beating  Buonaparte  —  the 
Tyrciesehave  risen. 

''These  isa  picture  of  me  in  oil,  to  be  sent  down  to 
Ncwsicad  SMO.— I  wish  the  Miss  P««'s  had  some- 
thiag  better  to  do  than  carry  my  miniatures  to  Noi- 
tjagiham  to  copy.  Now  they  have  done  it,  you  may 
ask  them  to  copy  the  othera,  which  are  greater 
favooriles  thaa  my  own.  As  to  money  matters,  I  am 
least  tin  Rochdale  is  sold ;  and  if  that 
tnm  out  wdl,  I  shall  enter  into  the  Austrian 
service — ^perhaps  the  Turkish,if  I  like  their 
Tlie  vrorid  is  all  before  me,  and  I  leave 
Kaghmd  without  regret,  and  without  a  wish  to  revisit 
aaf  thing  it  contains,  except  yoMr«e{f,  and  your  pre- 


**  P.  S.— Pray  tell  Mr  Rushton  his  ton  is  weD,  and 
dsBg  wefl ;  so  is  Murray,  indeed  better  than  I  ever 
saw  him ;  he  wiD  be  back  in  about  a  month.  I  ought 
lo  add,  the  leaving  Murray  to  my  few  regrets,  as  his 
Sfe  perhaps  vriD  prevent  ray  seeing  him  again. 
Robert  I  take  with  me ;  I  like  him,  because,  like 
■lyicif,  be  seems  a  friendless  animal.'* 

To  those  who  have  in  their  remembrance  his  po- 
*  « It  TO  Mttemess  tlwt  they  mistook  for  fro\ic"~JokH- 


etical  description  of  the  state  of  mind  in  which  he 
now  took  leave  of  England,  the  gaiety  and  levity  of 
the  letten  I  am  about  to  give  will  appear,  it  is  not 
improbable,  strai^  and  startling.  But,  in  a  tempera- 
ment like  that  of  Lord  Qyron,  such  bursts  of  vivacity 
on  the  snr&ce  are  by  no  means  incompatible  with  a 
wounded  spirit  undemeatli  ;*  and  the  Ught,  laughing 
tone  that  pervades  tl^ese  letters,  but  makes  tbe 
feeling  of  solitariness  that  breaks  out  in  them  the 
more  striking  and  affecting. 

LETTER   XXXV. 

TO  MB  HENBY  DBUBY. 

«  FUmoath,  Jane  Sth.  1800. 

*'lfr  DBAB  DBUBY, 

**We  sail  to-morrow  in  the  Lisbon  packet,  having 
been  detained  till  now  by  tlie  lack  of  wind,  and  other 
necessaries.  These  being  at  last  procured,  by  this 
time  to-morrow  evening  we  shaD  be  embariiLed  on  the 
vide  vorld  of  vaters,  eor  all  the  vorld  like  Robinson 
Crusoe.  The  Bfalta  vessel  not  sailing  for  some 
weeks,  we  have  determined  to  go  by  way  of  Lisbon, 
and,  as  my  servants  term  it,  to  see  **that  there  Port- 
ingale;*^— thence  to  Cadiz  and  Gibraltar,  and  so  on 
our  old  route  to  Malta  and  Constantinople,  if  so  be 
that  Captain  Kidd,  our  gidlant  commander,  under- 
stands plain-sailing  and  Mercator,  and  takes  us  on 
our  voyage  all  according  to  the  chart. 

**  WiU  you  tell  Dr  BuUerf  that  I  have  taken  the 
treasure  of  a  servant,  Friese,  the  native  of  Prussia 
Proper,  into  my  service,  from  his  recommendation. 
He  has  been  aU  among  the  Worahippere  of  Fire  in 
Persia,  and  has  seen  Persepolis  and  all  that. 

*'  H  *  ^  Jhas  made  woundy  preparations  for  a  book 
on  his  return; — 100  pens,  two  gallons  of  japan  ink, 
and  several  volumes  of  best!  blank,  is  no  bad  provi- 
sion for  a  disceniing  public.    I  have  laid  down  my 

*  The  poet  Cowper,  it  is  well  known,  prodaced  that 
master- piece  of  humonr,  John  OUpin.  daring  one  of  his  fits 
of  morUd  deiJectioD,  and  be  himself  says.  "Stnuife  as  it 
may  seem,  (he  most  ludicrous  lines  I  erer  wrvte  have  been 
written  in  (he  saddest  mood,  and  bat  for  that  saddest  mood, 
perhaps,  had  never  been  written  st  all.* 

t  The  reconciliation  which  took  place  between  him  and 
Dr  Butler,  before  his  departure,  is  one  of  those  instances 
of  placability  and  pliableness  with  which  bis  lifb  abounded. 
We  hare  seen,  too,  Orom  (he  manner  m  which  he  mentions 
the  circumstance  in  one  of  bis  note-books,  (hft(  (he  recon- 
cilement was  of  (ha(  generously  retrospective  kind,  in 
which  no(  only  the  feeling  of  hostilKy  is  renounced  in 
tuUire,  bo(  a  strong  regret  expressed  that  it  had  been  ever 
en(er(ained. 

No(  con(ent  with  this  privaie  atonement  to  Dr  Buder,  it 
was  his  in(en(ion.  had  he  published  another  edition  of  the 
Hours  of  Idleness,  to  sub8(i(ute  for  the  otTensive  Torses 
against  thai  gentleman,  a  Arank  avowal  of  the  wrong  he  had 
been  guilty  of  in  giviiig  rent  to  them.   This  ftict,  so  credit* 
able  to  (he  candour  of  his  na(ure,  I  learn  from  a  loose  sheet 
in  his  handwriting.  con(aining  (he  following  correc(ions. 
In  place  of  (he  passage  beginning.  «  Or  if  my  Mase  a 
pedanCs  portrait  drew,"  he  meant  to  insert— 
If  once  my  Muse  a  hanber  portrait  drew, 
Wum  with  her  wtod£^,  sod  dcemM  the  UkeneM  true. 
By  cooler  judgmeat  taught,  her  fault  the  owns. 
With  noble  minds  a  Ikoll  oonfeK'd  atoucs. 
And  to  (be  passage  immedhitely  succeeding  his  warm  praise 
of  Dr  Drury.  «— Pompoaus  flib  his  magisterial  chair,*  it 
was  his  intention  to  give  the  following  torn  :— 
AnoUier  fills  Us  magisterial  chair ; 
Beloctaot  Ida  owns  a  ctraofer's  care ; 
Oh  may  like  honours  crown  his  future  name  !— 
if  such  his  vtrtiMs,  soch  shaU  be  his  fame. 
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peii,  but  hare  promiaed  to  contribute  a  chapter  on 

the  state  of  morals,  &c.  Sec. 

The  cock  is  crowinf , 

I  mint  be  going. 

And  can  no  mon.—Okost  qf  Oqftr  Tkumb. 

"Adieu.— Believe  me,  &c.  fitc." 
LETTER  XXXVI. 

TO  MB  HODGSON. 

«  Fklmonth,  June  S6(h,  1809. 
**  XT  DBAB  HODGSON, 

"  Before  thb  reaches  you,  Hobhouse,  two  officers' 
wives,  three  children,  two  waiting-maids,  ditto  subal- 
terns for  the  troops,  three  Portuguese  esquires  and 
domestics,  in  all  nineteen  souls,  will  have  sailed  in  the 
Lisbon  packet,  with  the  noble  Captain  Ridd,  a  gallant 
commander  as  ever  smuggled  an  anker  of  right 
Nantz. 

**  We  are  going  to  Lisbon  first,  because  the  Malta 
packet  has  sailed,  d'ye  see?— from  Lisbon  to  Gibral- 
tar, Malta,  Constantinople,  and  '  all  that,*  as  Orator 
Henley  said,  when  he  put  the  church,  and  '  all  that,' 
in  danger. 

**  This  town  of  Falmouth,  as  you  will  partly  con- 
jecture, is  no  great  ways  from  the  sea.  It  is  defended 
on  the  sea-side  by  tway  castles,  St  Maws  and  Pen- 
dennis,  extremely  well  calculated  for  annoying  every 
body  except  an  enemy.  St  Mavro  is  garrisoned  by 
an  able-bodied  person  of  fourscore,  a  widower.  He 
has  the  whole  command  and  sole  management  of  six 
most  unmanageable  pieces  of  ordnance,  adnurably 
adapted  for  the  destruction  of  Pendennis,  a  like  tower 
of  strength  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  Channel.  We 
have  seen  St  Mavre,  but  Pendennis  they  will  not  let 
us  behold,  save  at  a  distance,  because  Hobhouse  and 
I  are  suspected  of  having  akeady  taken  St  Maws  by 
a  coup-de-moin. 

"  The  town  contains  many  quakers  and  salt-fish— 
the  oysters  have  a  taste  of  copper,  owing  to  the  soil 
of  a  mining  country — ^the  women  (blessed  be  the  cor- 
poration therefore !)  are  flogged  at  the  cart's  tail 
when  they  pick  and  steal,  as  happened  to  one  of  the 
fair  sex  yesterday  noon.  She  was  pertinacious  in  her 
behaviour,  and  damned  the  mayor. 

*•  Hodgson!  remember  me  to  the  Drory,  and  re- 
member me  to— yourself,  when  drunk : — I  am  not 
worth  a  sober  thought.— Look  to  my  Satire  at  Caw- 
thorn's,  Cockspur-street.  ♦       •        » 

**  I  don't  know  when  I  can  write  again,  because  it 
depends  on  that  experienced  navigator,  Captain  Kidd, 
and  tlie  '  stormy  winds  that  (don't)  blow'  at  this  sea- 
son. I  leave  England  without  regret — I  shall  return 
to  it  vritbout  pleasure.  I  am  like  Adam,  the  firat 
convict  sentenced  to  transportation,  but  I  have  no 
Eve,  and  have  eaten  no  apple  but  what  was  sour  as 
a  crab;— and  thus  ends  my  first  chapter.  Adieu. 
Yours,  etc." 

In  this  letter  the  foDovring  lively  verses  were  en- 
dosed!— 

•FSlmonth  Roads.  Jane  30th,  1800. 
1. 
Haxia !  Hodsson.  we  are  xoing. 

Oar  embargo  'a  offat  laat; 
FiToarable  tnreesea  blowlnf 
Bend  the  canvas  o'er  the  mast. 


From  aloft  the  tifoal  's  streaming. 
Hart!  the  ftrewell  gun  is  fired, 
Women  screeching,  tars  blaspheming. 
Tell  ns  that  oar  time  *s  expired. 
Here  's  a  rascal 
Come  to  task  all. 
Frying  from  the  Cnstom-lioase : 
Trnnks  onpocUng, 
Cases  cracldng. 
Not  a  comer  for  a  moose 
'Scapes  onsearch'd  amid  the  racket. 
Ere  we  sail  on  board  the  Facket. 


Now  onr  boatmen  quit  toeir  mooring. 

And  all  hands  mast  ply  the  oar; 
Baggage  from  the  qaay  is  lowering. 

We  're  Impatient— pash  from  shore. 
«  Hare  a  care !  that  case  liolds  liquor- 
Stop  the  boat— I  'm  sick^-oh  Lord  I* 
*  Sick,  ma'am  >  damme,  you  'U  be  sicker 
Ere  you  *re  been  an  hoar  on  board." 
Tbas  are  screaming 
Men  and  women, 
Gemmen,  ladies,  servants,  Jacks : 
Here  entannling. 
All  are  wrangling. 
Stack  together  close  as  wax. 
Soch  the  general  noise  and  racket, 
Ere  we  reach  the  Lisbon  Facket. 

3. 
Now  we  ^re  reach'd  her.  lo  I  the  captain. 

Gallant  Kidd,  commands  the  crew : 
Fassengers  their  births  are  dapt  in. 

Some  to  gramble,  some  to  spew. 
•Hey-dey !  call  you  that  a  cabin  ? 

Why  't  is  hardly  three  fret  square- 
Not  enough  to  stow  Queen  Mab  in— 
Who  the  deuce  can  harbour  there  ?** 
•Who,  sir,  plenty! 
Nobles  twenty 
Did  at  once  my  vessel  fill— »• 
•Did  they?  Jesus, 
How  you  squeeze  as ! 
Would  to  God  they  did  so  still— 
nien  1  *d  scape  the  heat  and  racket 
Of  the  good  ship,  Lisbon  Packet  I " 

4 

•Fletcher!  Murray !  Bob!  where  are  you  7 

Stretch'd  along  the  deck  like  logs- 
Bear  a  hand,  you  jolly  tar,  you  t 

Here 's  a  rope's-end  for  the  dogs. 
H  *  *  muttering  fearftil  curses. 

As  the  hatchway  down  he  rolls : 
Now  his  breakAst,  now  his  verses, 
Vomitk  forth— and  damns  our  souls. 
•  Here 's  a  stansa 
On  Braganza— 
Help ! "— «  A  couplet  ?"— «No,  a  cop 
Of  warm  water—" 
«  What 's  the  matter  7" 
«  Zounds !  my  liver 's  coming  up ! 
I  shall  not  survive  the  racket 
Of  this  brutal  Lisbon  Packet.' 

5. 
Now  at  length  we  •re  off  for  Turkey, 

Lord  knows  when  we  shall  come  back  I 
Breexes  foul  and  tempests  murky 

May  unship  as  in  a  crack. 
Bat.  since  life  at  most  a  jest  is : 

As  philosophers  allow. 
Still  to  laugh  by  Ikr  the  best  is  : 
llien  laugh  on— as  I  do  now. 
Laugh  at  all  things. 
Great  and  small  things. 
Sick  or  well,  at  sea  or  shore : 
While  we  're  quafling. 
Let  *s  have  hiughing— 
Who  the  devil  cares  for  more  ?— 
Some  good  wine !  and  who  would  lack  it, 
Bv'n  on  board  the  Lisbon  Packet  7 

BTRON. 
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(k  the  3d  of  July  the  packet  sailed  from  F'al- 
■ootli,  and,  after  a  faTOurable  passage  of  four  days 
I  ad  a  half,  Cbe  Toyagers  reached  Lisbon,  and  took  up 
,  rfaeir  abode  in  that  city.* 

I  llie  following  letters,  from  Lord  Byron  to  his 
I  hkod  Mr  Hodgson,  though  written  in  hk  most  light 
I  wd  teboolboy  strain,  wiU  give  some  idea  of  the  first 
:  mpKaaooB  that  his  residence  in  Lisbon  made  upon 
Urn.  Such  letters,  too,  contrasted  with  Uie  noble 
Kaosu  OB  Portugal  in  "  Chflde  Harold,"  will  show 
hem  Tarioos  were  the  moods  of  his  Tersatile  mind, 
sad  what  diffi»ent  aspects  it  coukl  take  when  in 
icpoM  or  on  the  wing. 

LETTER  XXXVn. 

TO  MR  HODGSON. 

•Liibon.JalylOtli,  1809. 

**  Hhb  far  hare  we  pursued  our  route,  and/een 

al  sorts  of  narreUous  ^ghts,  palaces,  convents,  fiic. 

wlikh,  being  to  be  beard  in  my  friend  Hobhouse's 

^ftkeoving  Book  of  TraTels,  I  shall  not  anticipate 

bf  —"p^'^g  any  account  whatsoeTer  to  you  in  a 

'  pmale  and  clandestine  manner.     I  must  just  observe 

I  ditt  the  Triage  of  Cintra  in  Estremadura  is  the  most 

beaadfol,  perhaps,  in  the  world.      *      *      * 

"  I  am  Tcry  happy  here,  because  I  lores  oranges, 
and  talk  bad  Latin  to  the  monks,  who  understand  it, 
as  it  is  b^  their  own,— and  1  goes  into  society  (with 
■f  pocket-pistols),  and  1  svnms  in  the  Tagus  all 
acriMB  at  once,  and  I  rides  on  an  ass  or  a  mule,  and 
swears  Portuguese,  and  hare  got  a  diarrhoea  and 
biles  froD  the  mnsquitoes.  But  what  of  that  ?  Com- 
fort Bwi  not  be  expected  by  folks  that  go  a-plea- 


"  When  the  Portuguese  are  pertmacious,  I  say, 
'Canacho  I'-^the  great  oath  of  the  grandees,  that  very 
wdl  nqiplies  the  place  of  *  Damme,' — and  when  dis- 
mSa^d  with  my  neighbour,  1  pronounce  him  *  Am- 
bn  di  nserdo.'  With  these  two  phrases,  and  a  third, 
'  ATta  Booro,'  which  signifieth  *  Get  an  ass/  I  am 
OBrrenaSj  understood  to  be  a  person  of  degree  and 
a  0BSla  <tf  knguages.  How  merrily  we  lives  that 
tzaTeiefs  be  1— if  we  had  food  and  rahnent.  But,  in 
sober  sadness,  any  thing  is  better  than  England,  and 
I  mm  ininitely  amused  with  my  pilgrim:ige  as  &r  as 
it  has  gooe. 

I  *  Ldrd  Bynm  used  sometimes  to  mention  s  strange  story, 
>  vlich  fbe  cownasder  of  the  packet,  Captain  Kidd,  related 
u  kos  <m  the  psassfe.  This  officer  stated  tliat,  boing 
askep  one  aigbt,  in  his  birtli,  Ite  was  awakened  by  tlie 
pgL—mc  of  sometliing  tieavy  on  his  limbs,  and,  there  being 
a  iumt  Ufid  in  the  room,  could  see,  as  lie  thought,  dis- 
tiactlr.  tke  flicare  of  his  brother,  who  was,  at  that  time,  in 
te  aaiTsI  serrics  in  the  East  Indies,  dressed  in  his  uniform, 
■ai  atrelcbed  across  the  bed.  Concluding  it  to  be  an 
Saaoa  of  the  sense*,  he  shut  his  eyes  and  made  an  effort 
to  sleep.  Bat  still  the  sane  pressure  continued,  and  still, 
asafles  as  he  ventured  to  take  another  loolc,  he  saw  the 
%Bre  fyisff  scrtMB  him  in  the  same  position.  To  add  to  the 
vwnkr.  <m  potting  his  hand  forth  to  touch  this  form,  he 
faost  the  naifofm,  in  which  it  appeared  to  be  dressed, 
drippii«  wet.  On  the  entrance  of  one  of  his  brother  (Acers, 
to  whom  he  called  out  in  alarm,  the  apparition  vanished ; 
b«t  in  a  tew  months  aAer,  he  received  the  startling  intelli- 
gcaec  thrt  on  that  night  Ids  brother  had  been  drowned  in 
the  ladma  seas.  Of  the  supernatural  character  of  this 
sppearaace.  Captain  Kidd  himself  did  not  appear  to  have 
thtd^hteatdoabt. 


"  To-morrow  we  ^tart  to  ride  post  near  400  nulcs 

as  far  as  Gibraltar,  where  we  embark  for  Melita  and 

Byzantium.    A  letter  to  Malta  will  find  me,  or  to  l)e 

forwarded,  if  I  am  absent.    Pray  embrace  the  Drury 

and  Dwyer,  and  all  the  Ephesians  you  encounter.    I 

am  writing  with   Butler's  donative  pencil,  which 

makes  my  bad  hand  worse.     Excuse  iDegibility. 
«        *       « 

'*  Hodgson !  send  me  the  news,  and  the  deaths 
and  defeats,  and  capital  crimes  and  the  misfortunes  of 
one's  friends ;  and  let  us  hear  of  literary  matters, 
and  the  controversies  and  the  criticisms.  AU  this 
vrill  be  pleasant — *  Suave  mari  magno,'  &c.  Talk- 
ing of  that,  I  have  been  sea-sick,  and  sick  of  the  sea. 
Adieu.    Yours  faithfully,  ficc." 

LETTER  XXXVllI. 

TO  MR  HODGSON. 

•Gibraltar,  Augusts,  1809. 

^  I  have  just  arrived  at  this  place  after  a  journey 
through  Portugal,  and  a  part  of  Spam,  of  nearly  600 
miles.  We  left  Lisbon  and  treveUed  on  horseback  * 
to  Seville  and  Cadiz,  and  thence  in  the  Hyperion 
frigate  to  Gibraltar.  The  horses  are  excellent — we 
rode  seventy  miles  a-day.  Eggs  and  wine  and  hard 
beds  are  all  the  accommodation  we  found,  and,  in 
such  torrid  weather,  quite  enough.  Bfy  health  is 
better  than  in  England.    *    *    *    * 

^Seville  is  a  fine  town,  and  the  Sierra  Morena, 
part  of  which  we  crossed,  a  vei7  su6Scient  moimtain, 
— but  damn  description,  it  is  always  disgusting. 
Cadiz,  sweet  Cadiz  ! — it  is  the  first  spot  in  the 
creation.  *  *  *  *  'Pie  beauty  of  its  streets  and 
mansions  is  only  excelled  by  the  loveliness  of  its 
inhabitants.  For,  with  all  national  prejudice,  I  must 
confess  the  women  of  Cadiz  are  as  fkr  superior  to 
the  English  women  in  beauty,  as  the  Spanianb  are 
inferior  to  the  English  in  evei7  quality  that  dignifies 
the  name  of  man.  •  ♦  •  ♦  Just  as  I  began  to 
know  the  principal  persons  of  the  city,  I  was  obliged 
to  saiL 

**  You  vrill  not  expect  a  long  letter  after  my  ridmg 
so  far  *  on  hollow  pampered  jades  of  Asia.'  Talking 
of  Asia  puts  me  in  mind  of  Africa,  which  is  within 
five  miles  of  my  present  residence.  1  am  going  over 
before  I  go  on  to  Constantinople. 

*<  ♦  ♦  •  Cadiz  is  a  complete  Cythera.  Many  of 
the  grandees  who  have  left  Madrid  during  the  troubles 
reside  there,  and  I  do  believe  it  is  the  prettiest  and 
cleanest  tovm  in  Europe.  London  is  filthy  in  the 
comparison.  ♦  •  *  The  Spanish  women  are  all 
alike,  their  education  the  same.  The  wife  of  a  duke 
is,  in  information,  as  the  wife  of  a  peasant,  the 
wife  of  a  peasant,  in  manner,  equal  to  a  duchess. 
Certainly,  they  are  fascinating ;  but  their  mmds  have 
only  one  idea,  and  the  business  of  their  lives  is 
intrigue.    ♦    ♦    * 

^  I  have  seen  Sir  John  Carr  at  Seville  and  Cadiz, 
and,  like  Swift's  barber,  have  been  dovra  on  my 
knees  to  beg  he  would  not  put  me  into  bbu^k  and 
white.    Pray  remember  me  to  the  Drurys  and  the 

•  The  baggage  and  part  of  the  scrranU  were  sent  by  sea 
to  Gibraltar. 
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Dairies,  and  aD  of  that  stamp  who  are  yet  extant.* 
Send  me  a  letter  and  news  to  Malta.  My  next 
epistle  shall  be  from  Mount  Caucasus  or  Mount  Sion. 
I  shall  return  to  Spain  before  1  iice  England,  for  I 
am  enamoured  of  the  country.  Adieu,  and  belieTe 
me,  &€.*• 

In  a  letter  to  Mrs  Byron,  dated  a  few  days  later, 
from  Gibraltar,  he  recapitulates  the  same  account* 
of  his  progress,  only  dwelling  rather  more  diffusely  on 
some  of  the  details.  Thus,  of  Cmtra  and  Mafra,— 
*^  Tb  malie  amends  for  this,t  the  village  of  Cintra, 
about  fifteen  miles  from  the  capital,  is,  perhaiM  m 
ereiy  respect,  the  most  delightful  in  Europe;  it 
contains  beauties  of  every  description,  natural  and 
artificial.  Palacef  and  gardens  rising  in  the  midst  of 
rocks,  cataracts,  and  precipices ;  convents  on  stu- 
pendous heights— A  distant  view  of  the  sea  and  the 
TVigus ;  and,  besides  (though  that  is  a  seo(mdaiy 
consideration),  is  remarkable  as  the  scene  of  Sir 
H.  D.'s  Convention. t  It  unites  in  itself  all  the  wfld- 
ness  of  the  western  highlands,  with  the  verdure  of  the 
south  of  Prance.  Near  this  place,  about  ten  miles 
to  the  right,  is  the  palace  oif  Mafra,  the  boast  of 
Portugal,  as  it  might  be  of  any  country,  in  point  of 
magnificence  without  elegance.  There  is  a  convent 
annexed;  the  monks,  who  possess  large  revenues, 
are  courteous  enough,  and  understand  Latin,  so  that 
we  had  a  long  conversation :  they  have  a  large  library, 
and  asked  me  if  the  EngHth  had  any  bookt  in  their 
country.** 

An  adventure  which  he  met  with  at  Seville,  charac- 
teristic both  of  the  country  and  of  himself^  is  thus 
deKribed  in  the  same  letter  to  Mrs  Byron  :— 

**  We  kniged  in  the  house  of  two  Spanish  unmarried 
ladies,  who  possess  nc  houses  in  Seville,  and  gave 
me  a  curious  specimen  of  Spanish  manners.  They 
are  women  of  character,  and  the  eldest  a  fine  woman, 
the  youngest  pretty,  but  not  so  good  a  figure  as 
Donna  Josepha.  The  freedom  of  manner,  which  is 
general  here,  astonished  me  not  a  little ;  and  in  the 
course  of  further  observation  I  find  that  reserve  is  not 
the  characteristic  of  the  Spanish  belles,  who  are,  in 
general,  very  handsome,  with  hrge  black  eyes,  and 
very  fine  forms.  Tlie  eldest  honoured  your  unworthy 
son  with  very  particular  attention,  embracing  him  with 
gnat  tenderness  at  parting  (I  was  there  but  three  days), 
after  cutting  off  a  k>ck  of  his  hair,  and  presenting 
him  with  one  of  her  own,  about  three  feet  in  length, 
which  I  send,  and  beg  you  will  retain  till  my  return. 
Herlast  words  were, '  Adios,  tu  herrooso !  me  gusto 
mucho.'— 'Adieu,  you  pretty  felk>w  you  please  me 

*  *  This  sort  of  paatsce,*  nji  Mr  Hodsson,  in  a  note  on 
hfa  copy  of  tliis  letter,  *  coiutantly  occurs  in  his  corret- 
poBdeace.  Nor  was  Us  intereit  confined  to  mere  remem- 
brenoes  and  inqviites  after  health.  Were  it  pouible  to 
state  oJ/  ho  has  done  for  nomcroiu  fHends,  he  would 
appear  aaiiable  indeed.  For  nysclf,  I  am  boond  to  ac- 
knowledge, in  the  Aillett  and  wannest  manner,  hit  most 
generoo*  ud  well-timed  aid;  and,  were  my  poor  friend 
Bland  alive,  he  wookl  ai  gladly  bear  the  like  testimony ;~ 
thoogh  I  have  most  reason  of  all  men,  to  do  so.* 

t  The  fllthineia  of  Lisbon  and  iU  inhabitants. 

t  Colonel  Napier,  in  a  note  in  his  able  History  of  the 
Peninsular  War.  notices  the  mistake  into  which  Lord 
fiyron  and  others  were  led  on  this  subject ;  the  lignatnre  of 
the  Oonventl<m,  as  well  at  all  the  other  procecdingi  con- 
nected with  It,  havfaf  taken  place  at  a  distance  of  thirty 
mUes  from  Cintra. 


much.'  She  offered  a  share  of  her  apartment,  which 
my  virtue  mduced  me  to  decline ;  she  laughed,  and 
said  I  had  some  English  *amante'  (bver),  and  added 
that  she  was  going  to  be  married  to  an  oflScer  in  the 
Spanish  army.'' 

Among  the  beauties  of  Cadiz,  his  imagination, 
dazzled  by  the  attractions  of  the  many,  was  on  the 
point,  it  would  appear  from  the  following,  of  being 
fixed  by  one: — 

^  Cadiz,  sweet  Cadiz,  is  the  most  delightful  town  I 
ever  beheld,  veiy  different  from  our  English  cities  in 
every  respect,  except  deanliness  (and  it  is  as  dean 
as  London),  but  still  beautiful  and.  fuD  of  the  finest 
women  in  Spain,  the  Cadiz  belles  being  the  Lanca- 
shire witches  of  their  hmd.  Just  as  1  was  introduced 
and  began  to  like  the  grandees,  I  was  forced  to  leave 
it  for  this  cursed  place;  but  before  1  return  to 
England  1  will  visit  it  again. 

**  The  night  before  I  left  it,  I  sat  in  the  box  at  the 
Opera  with  Admiral  *  *  *'s  fiBLmily,  an  aged  wife  and 
a  fine  daughter,  Sennorita  *  '  *.  The  giri  is  very 
pretty,  in  the  Spanish  style ;  in  my  opinion,  by  no 
means  bferior  to  the  English  in  charms,  and  certainty 
superior  in  fkscination.  Long  black  hair,  dark  lan- 
g^uishing  eyes,  clear,  olive 'complexions,  and  forms 
nioro  graceful  in  motion  than  can  be  conceived  by  an 
Rngi  Rahman  med  toUic  dTOwsy,  listlcss  air  of  his  coun- 
try women,  added  to  the  most  becoming  dress,  aiu],  at 
the  same  time,  the  most  decent  in  the  world,  render 
a  SiMuiish  beauty  irresistible. 

^  Miss  *  *  *  and  her  little  brother  understood  a 
little  Prench,  and,  after  regretting  my  ignorance  of 
the  Spanish,  she  proposed  to  become  my  preceptress 
in  that  language.  I  could  only  reply  by  a  k>w  bow, 
and  express  my  regret  that  1  quitted  Cadiz  too  aooo 
to  permit  me  to  make  the  progress  which  wo«ild 
doubtless  attend  my  studies  under  so  charming  a 
directress.  I  was  standing  at  the  back  of  the  box, 
which  resembles  our  Opera  boxes  (the  theatre  is 
large,  and  finely  decorated,  the  music  admirable),  in 
the  manner  in  which  Englishmen  generally  adopt,  for 
fear  of  incommoding  the  ladies  in  front,  when  this 
fair  Spaniard  dispossessed  an  old  woman  (an  aunt  or 
a  duenna)  of  her  chair,  and  commanded  me  to  be 
seated  next  herself,  at  a  tolerable  distance  from  her 
mamma.  At  the  close  of  the  performance  I  with- 
drew, and  was  lounging  with  a  party  of  men  in  the 
passage,  when,  en  pattantf  the  lady  turned  round 
and  called  me,  and  I  had  the  honour  of  attending 
her  to  the  admiral's  mansion.  I  have  an  invitation 
on  my  return  to  Cadiz,  which  I  shall  accept,  if  I 
repass  through  the  country  on  my  rotum  from  Asia." 

To  these  adventures,  or  rather  glimpses  of  adven- 
tures, which  he  met  with  in  his  hasty  passage  through 
Spain,  he  adverted,  I  recollect,  briefly,  in  the  early 
part  of  his  "  Memoranda;"  and,  it  was  the  younger, 
I  think,  of  his  fair  hostesses  at  Seville,  whom  he  there 
described  himself  as  having  made  earnest  love  to, 
with  the  help  of  a  dictionary.  **  For  some  time,**  be 
said, "  I  went  on  prosperously  both  as  a  linguist  and 
a  lover,*  till,  at  length,  the  lady  took  a  fimcy  to  a 

*  We  And  an  allusion  to  this  incident  in  Don  Juan :—        1 

*T  is  pleuinf  to  be  Khool'd  In  a  f  trmn;e  ton^iM 

By  female  Up»  and  ejc*— that  U,  I  mean. 
When  both  Uie  teacher  ana  the  uught  are  young, 

Ab  wa«  the  case,  at  leaat,  where  1  ba«c  been,  Ic.  Ice 
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mf  mhkh  I  wore,  and  set  her  heart  on  my  giTing  it 

to  her,  as  a  pledge  of  my  amcerity.    Thit,  however, 

eodd  BOC  be ; — any  thing  but  the  ring,  I  declared, 

mat  her  anrice,  and  much  more  than  its  Tahie, — 

hat  the  nog  itself  I  had  made  a  tow  never  to  give 

amy."    The  young  Spaniard  grew  angiy  as  the 

went  on,  and  it  was  not  long  before  the 

angry  also;  till,  at  length,  the  affiur 

eaded  by  their  scpaiating  unsuccessful  on  both  sides. 

Soon  alter  thts,"  said  he,  ^  I  sailed  for  Malta,  and 

ihoe  parted  with  both  my  heart  and  ring." 

In  the  letter  firoffl  Gibraltar,  just  cited,  he  adds — 

I  ass  goioflr  oter  to  Africa  to-morrow;  it  is  only  six 

ies  6oB  tliis  fiortress.    fii|y  next  stage  is  Cagliari 

iSanfioia,  where  I  shaU  be  presented  to  hii  nu^esty. 

I  have  a  waoai  aoperb  uniform  as  a  court-dress,  in- 

in  traveling."  His  plan,  of  visiting  Africa 

WIS,  however,  rdinquished.    After  a  short  stay  at 

Gfttakar,  durbig  which  he  dined  one  day  with  Lady 

1,  and  another  with  General  Castanos, 

he,  OB  the  19tJi  of  August,  took  his  departure  for 

Hslta  in  the  packet,  having  first  sent  Joe  Murrey 

sad  young  Ruahton  back  to  England, — the  latter  be- 

■g  viable,  from  iU  health,  to  accompany  him  any 

fwdier.    **  Play,"  he  says  to  his  mother,  ^  show  the 

hd  evciy  kiarinew,  as  he  is  my  great  favourite."  * 

He  also  wrote  a  letter  to  the  father  of  the  boy, 

grrea   so   &vourable  an  impression  of  his 

and  kindliness  that  I  lukve  much  plea- 

HR  IB  being  enabled  to  introduce  it  here. 

LETTER  XXXDC. 

TO  XR  BU8IIT0N. 

«  Oibnltar,  Angost  ISth,  1800. 
**  lot  BimrroN, 
**  I  have  sent  Robert  home  with  Mr  Murray,  be- 
caase  the  eoontry  which  I  am  about  to  travel  through 
is  in  a  state  which  renders  it  unsafe,  particularly  for 
one  so  young.  I  aUow  you  to  deduct  five-and-twenty 
pounds  a  year  for  his  education  for  three  years,  pro- 
vided I  do  not  return  before  that  time,  and  I  desire 
be  may  be  considered  as  in  my  service.  Let  every 
care  be  taken  of  him,  and  let  him  be  sent  to  school. 
In  case  of  mtj  death,  I  have  provided  enough  in  my 
w3  to  render  him  independent.  He  has  behaved 
estian^  weQ,  and  has  travelled  a  great  deal  for 
the  time  of  his  absence.  Deduct  the  expense  of  his 
cdooation  from  your  rent.  ^  Byron." 

It  was  the  fate  of  Lord  Byron,  throughout  life,  to 
sseet,  wherever  he  went,  vritb  persons  who,  by  some 
tinge  of  the  extraordinary  m  their  own  fates  or  cba- 
Fseten^were  prepared  to  enter,  at  once,  into  full 
lyaqathy  vrith  his;  and  to  this  attraction,  by  which 
hedKw  towards  him  all  strange  and  eccentric  spirits, 
ke  owed  some  of  the  most  agreeable  connexions  of 
his  Ele,  as  well  as  some  of  the  most  troublesome.  Of 
the  faviner  description  was  an  intimacy  which  he  now 
cakivated  during  his  short  sojourn  at  Malta.    The 

*  Tke  postscript  to  this  letter  is  u  fonowi  :— 

*  P.  8.— So  I«ori  O.  U  married  to  s  nude !  Well  done ! 
U I  wed.  I  will  taring  j<m  homo  a  SulUmi,  with  half  a  dosen 
c^ias  t»r  a  dowrj,  and  reconcile  yon  to  an  Ottoman 
langhifT-tB-law  with  a  buabel  of  pearls,  not  larger  than 
«atzica  cfgs,  or  snudler  than  walnuu.* 


lady  vrith  whom  he  formed  this  acquaintance  was  the 
same  addressed  by  him  under  the  name  of  **  Florence" 
in  Childe  Harold,  and  in  a  letter  to  hii  mother  from 
Malta,  he  thus  describes  her  in  prose : — **  Tliis  letter 
is  committed  lo  the  charge  of  a  very  extraordinary 
wonum,  whom  you  have  doubtless  heard  of,  Mrs 
S*  S*,  of  whose  escape  the  Marquis  do  Salvo  pub- 
lished a  narrative  a  few  years  ago.  She  has  since 
been  shipwrecked,  and  her  life  has  been  from  its  com- 
mcnoement  so  fertile  in  remarkable  incidents,  that  in 
a  romance  they  would  appear  improbable.  Shevras 
bom  at  Constantinople,  where  her  fiuher.  Baron  H*, 
vras  Austrian  Ambassador;  married  unhappily,  yet 
has  never  been  impeached  in  point  of  character; 
excited  the  vengeance  of  Buonaparte  by  a  part  in 
some  conspiracy ;.  several  times  risked  her  Ufe;  and 
is  not  yet  twenty-five.  She  is  here  on  her  vray  to 
E!ng]and,  to  join  her  husband,  bemg  obliged  to  leave 
IVieste,  where  she  was  paying  a  visit  to  her  mother, 
by  the  approach  of  the  French,  and  embarks  soon  in 
a  ship  of  vrar.  Since  my  arrival  here,  I  have  had 
scaroiely  any  other  companion.  I  have  found  her 
very  pretty,  very  accomplished,  and  extremely  ec- 
centric. Buonaparte  is  even  now  so  incensed  against 
her,  that  her  life  would  be  in  some  danger  ^  she 
were  taken  prisoner  a  second  time." 

Tlie  tone  in  which  he  addresses  this  fiur  heroine  in 
Childe  Harold  is  (consistently  with  the  above  dispas- 
sionate account  of  her)  that  of  the  purest  admiration 
and  interest,  unwarmed  by  any  more  ardent  senti- 


Sweet  Florence !  conid  another  ever  share 
This  wayward,  lovelen  heart,  it  would  he  thine ; 
Bat,  cbeck'd  hy  every  tie,  I  may  not  dare 
To  cait  a  worthleis  oflTeriiig  at  thy  ahrine, 
Nor  ask  lo  dear  a  breast  to  feel  one  pang  for  mine. 

Thns  Harold  deem*d,  as  on  that  lady's  eye 
He  look'd,  and  met  its  beam  without  a  thought. 
Save  admiration,  glancing  harmless  by,  8ic.  &€• 

In  one  so  imaginative  as  Lord  Byron,  who,  while 
he  infused  so  much  of  hialife  into  his  poetry,  min- 
gled also  not  a  litUe  of  poetry  with  his  life,  it  is  diffi- 
cult, in  unravelling  the  texture  of  his  feelings,  to  dis- 
tinguish at  all  times  between  the  fanciful  and  the 
real.  His  description  here,  for  instance,  of  the  un- 
moved and  "  loveless  heart,"  with  which  he  contem- 
plated even  the  charms  of  this  attractive  person,  is 
wholly  at  variance,  not  only  vrith  the  anecdote  from 
his  "  Memoranda"  which  I  have  recalled,  but  with 
the  statements  in  many  of  his  subsequent  letters,  and, 
above  all,  with  one  of  the  most  graceful  of  his  lesser 
poems,  purporting  to  be  addressed  to  this  same  huly 
during  a  thunder-storm  on  his  road  to  Zitza.* 

*  The  following  stanzas  from  this  little  poem  have  a 
mnsic  in  them  which,  independently  of  all  meaning,  is  en- 


And  fince  I  now  remember  ttiee 

In  darkncM  and  in  dread, 
A«  in  thote  boun  of  revelry, 

Which  mirth  and  music  sped ; 
Do  thoo,  aoildft  die  fair  white  walk, 

if  Cadix  yet  be  free. 
At  times,  from  oat  her  latticed  halls, 

Look  o'er  the  darli  blue  tea : 
Then  think  upon  Calypco't  isles, 

Endear'd  by  days  gone  by ; 
To  others  give  a  thousand  smiloi. 

To  me  a  single  sigh,  &c  Sec 
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Notwithiftanduig,  however,  these  counter  evi- 
dences, I  am  much  disposed  to  believe  that  the  re- 
presentation of  the  state  of  his  heart  in  the  foregoing 
extract  frem  CMde  Harold  may  be  regaided  as  the 
true  one ;  and  that  the  notion  of  his  being  in  love  was 
but  a  dream  that  sprung  up  afterwards,  when  the 
image  of  the  fair  Florence  had  become  idealised  in 
his  Cemcy,  and  every  remembrance  of  their  pleasant 
hours  among  ^  Calypso's  isles^  came  invested  by  his 
imagination  with  the  waim  aspect  of  love.  U  wiD  be 
recollected  that  to  the  chilled  and  sated  feelings 
which  early  indulgence,  and  almost  as  early  disen- 
chantment, had  left  behind,  he  attributes  in  these 
verses  the  calm  and  passionless  regud  with  which 
even  attractions  like  those  of  Florence  were  viewed 
by  him.  That  such  was  actually  his  distaste,  at  this 
period,  to  all  real  objects  of  love  or  passion  (however 
his  fancy  could  caU  up  creatures  of  its  own  to  worship) 
there  is  evei7  reason  to  believe;  and  the  same  mor- 
bid indifference  to  those  pleasures  he  had  once  so  ar- 
dently pursued  stall  continued  to  be  professed  by  him 
on  his  return  to  England.  No  anchoret,  indeed,  ooiild 
claim  for  himself  much  more  apathy  towards  all  such 
allurements  than  he  did  at  that  period.  But  to  be  Uuu 
saved  from  temptation  was  a  dear-bought  safety,  and, 
at  the  age  of  three-and-twenty,  satiety  and  disgust 
are  but  melancholy  substitutes  for  virtue. 

While  at  Malta,  in  consequence  of  some  trifling 
misunderstanding,  he  was  on  the  point  of  fighting  a 
duel  with  an  officer  of  the  Staff  of  General  Oakes. 
To  this  circumstance  we  shall  find  him,  in  some  of 
his  subsequent  letters,  alluding;  and  I  have  more 
than  once  heard  the  gentleman  who  acted  as  lus  ad- 
viser on  the  occasion,  speak  of  the  oool  and  man^ 
courage  with  which  he  conducted  himself  through  the 
whole  a&ir.  Ttie  meeting  being  appointed  for  a 
very  early  hour  in  the  morning,  his  companion  had  to 
awake  him  from  a  sound  sleep ;  but,  on  their  arrival 
at  the  place  of  rendezvous  on  the  sea-shore,  the  ad- 
verse party,  from  some  mistake  in  the  arrangements, 
was  not  forthcoming.  Though  their  baggage  was 
already  on  board  the  brig  that  was  to  convey  them  to 
Albania,  Lord  Byron  determined  to  give  his  antago- 
nist the  chances  of,  at  least,  another  hour,  and  for 
nearly  that  space  of  time  his  friend  and  he  sauntered 
about  the  shore.  At  length  an  officer,  deputed  by 
his  expected  adTersary,  arrived,  and  not  only  ac- 
counted satisfiictorily  for  the  dday  that  had  taken 
place,  but  made  every  other  explanation,  with  respect 
to  the  supposed  offence,  that  the  two  friends  could 
require. 

The  brig  of  war,  in  which  thoy  sailed,  having  been 
ordered  to  convoy  a  fleet  of  small  merchant-men  to 
Patras  and  Prevesa,  they  remained,  for  two  or  three 
days,  at  anchor  off  the  former  place.  From  thence, 
proceeding  to  their  ultimate  destination,  and  cntrhing 
a  sunset  view  of  Missolonghi  in  their  way,  they  landed 
on  the  29th  of  September,  at  Prevesa. 

The  route  which  Lord  Byron  now  took  through 
Albania,  as  well  as  those  subsequent  journeys  through 
other  parts  of  Turkey,  which  he  poformed  m  com- 
pany with  his  friend  Mr  Hobhouse,  may  be  traoed, 
by  such  as  are  desirous  of  details  on  the  subject,  in 
the  account  which  the  latter  gentleman  has  given  of 
his  travels;— an  account  which,  interesting  from  its 
own  excellence  in  eveiy  merit  that  should  adorn  such 


a  work^  becomes  stZD  more  so  from  the  feeling  that 
Lord  Byron  is,  as  it  were,  present  through  its  pages, 
and  that  we  there  foUow  his  first  youthful  footsteps 
into  the  land,  with  whose  name  he  has  intertwined 
his  own  for  ever.  As  I  am  enabled,  however,  by  the 
letters  of  the  noUc  poet  to  liis  mother,  as  wdl  as  by 
others,  stiD  more  curious,  which  are  now  for  the  first 
time  published,  to  give  his  own  rapid  and  lively 
sketches  of  his  vranderings,  I  shall  content  myself, 
after  this  general  refereooe  to  the  volume  of  Mr  Hob- 
house,  with  suoh  occasional  extracts  from  its  pages 
as  may  throw  ligtit  upon  the  letters  of  hb  friend. 

LETTER  XL. 

TO  MRS  Bnaa. 

•Preveu,  November  U,  1809. 
**  MY  DBAS  MOTOEE, 

^  I  have  now  been  some  time  in  Turkey :  this 
place  is  on  the  coast,  but  I  have  traverKd  the  in- 
terior of  the  province  of  Albania,  on  a  visit  to  the 
Pacha.  I  lef  Malta  in  the  Spider,  a  brig  of  war,  on 
the  21st  of  September,  and  arrived  in  eight  days  at 
Prevesa.  I  thenoe  have  been  about  160  miles,  as 
far  as  Tepaleen,  his  highness's  cmmtiy  palace,  where 
I  stayed  three  days.  The  name  of  the  Pacha  is  AB, 
and  he  is  considered  a  man  of  the  first  abilities :  he 
governs  the  whole  of  Albania  (the  ancient  lUyricnm), 
Epirus,  and  part  of  Macedonia.  His  son,  Yelj 
Pacha,  to  whom  he  has  given  me  letters,  governs  the 
Morea,  and  has  great  influence  in  Egypt;  in  short,  he 
is  one  of  the  most  powerful  men  in  the  Ottoman  em- 
pire. AVhen  I  reached  Yanina,  the  capital,  after  a 
journey  of  three  days  over  the  mountains,  through  a 
country  of  the  most  picturesque  beauty,  1  found  thai 
Aii  Pacha  was  with  his  army  in  Illyricum*  besieging 
Ibraham  Pacha  in  the  castle  of  Berat.  He  had  heard 
that  an  Englishman  of  rank  was  in  his  dominions,  and 
had  left  orders  in  Yanina  with  the  commandant  to 
provide  a  house,  and  supply  me  with  every  kind  of 
necessary  gratis;  and,  though  I  have  been  allowed 
to  make  presents  to  the  slaves,  &c,  I  have  not  been 
permitted  to  pay  for  a  single  article  of  household  con- 
sumption. 

^  1  rode  out  on  the  vizier's  horses,  and  sow  the 
palacesof  himself  and  grandsons:  they  are  splendid, 
but  too  much  ornamented  vrith  silk  and  gold.  I  then 
went  over  the  mountains  through  Zitza,  a  vHlage 
vrith  a  Greek  monastery  (where  I  slept  on  my  return), 
in  the  most  beautiful  situation  (always  excepting 
Cintra,  in  Portugal)  I  ever  beheld.  In  nine  days  1 
reached  Tepaleen.  Our  journey  was  much  prolonged 
by  the  torrents  Uiat  had  Cedlen  from  the  mountains, 
and  intersected  the  roads.  I  shall  never  forget  the 
singular  scene*  on  entering  Tepaleen  at  five  in  the 

*  The  followinf  is  Bfr  HoMioQse*s  toss  eibglHihei  de- 
scription of  thi«  Keae  :—*  The  court  st  Topellene.  which 
wu  enclosed  on  two  sidea  by  the  palace,  and  on  Om  otter 
two  tides  by  a  liish  wall,  presented  as,  at  oor  first  entraace, 
with  a  Bight  ■omething  like  what  we  mlffht  have,  pertapa, 
beheld  some  hnndred  years  ago  in  the  castle-yard  of  a  great 
feudal  lord.  Soldiers,  with  their  arms  piled  against  the 
wall  near  them,  were  assembled  in  diflierent  parte  of  the 
square :  some  of  them  pacing  slowly  backwards  and  for- 
wards, and  others  sitUog  on  the  grooad  in  groups.  Several 
horses,  completely  caparisoned,  were  leading  about,  whilot 
others  were  neighing  under  the  hands  of  the  grooau.   In 
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I  tftoBOOB,  as  the  sun  ma  going  down.  It  brought  to 
Bf  annd  (with  sone  change  of  dress,  bowerer)  Scott's 
6eaaiptioa  of  Bnnksome  Castle  in  bis  Lay»  and  the 
(endal  sfstem.  The  Albanians,  in  their  dresses  (the 
■iMt  magnificent  in  the  world,  consisting  of  a  long 
wkUe  ki&y  gold- worked  doak,  crimson-Telvet  gold- 
heed  Jacket  and  waistcoat,  sflver  mounted  pistols  and 
dsfgen),  the  Tartars  with  thdr  high  caps,  the 
TMx  in  their  vast  pelisses  and  turbans,  the  soldiers 
ad  bhck  alaTes  with  the  hones,  the  former  in  groups 
is  an  immense  large  open  gafleiy  in  front  of  the  pa- 
bee,  the  latter  placed  in  a  kind  of  cloister  befew  it, 
tvo  hmdred  steeds  ready  caparisoned  to  more  in  a 
mnmrat,  couriers  entering  or  passing  out  with  dis- 
psiches,  the  kettle-drums  beating,  boys  calling  the 
Nov  from  the  minaret  of  the  mosque,  altogether, 
viih  the  singular  appearance  of  the  building  itself, 
farmed  a  new  and  delightful  spectacle  to  a  stranger. 
I  was  conducted  to  a  Teiy  handsome  apartment,  and 
■y  heakh  inquired  after  by  the  rizier's  secretary, 
*  &-la-BOde  Turque  I' 

the  part  tartbest  from  the  dwelling,  prepamtiou  were 
■dctec  §ar  tlie  feaat  of  the  night :  and  Mrcnd  kidi  and 
Awp  were  heing  dreaied  by  cook*  who  were  thenuelvea 
hdTaraed.  Ererj  thing  wore  a  mo«t  martial  look,  though 
Ml  exactly  in  the  style  of  the  bead  qoartert  of  a  christian 
of  the  Mldien  were  in  the  mott  common 
»,  and  haTing  more  wildooM  in  their  air 
than  the  Albanians  we  had  before  seen." 
Oa  wpring  this  description,  which  is  itself  snlllciently 
ariUac  wHh  tboae  which  Lord  Byron  has  given  of  the 
MM  accac.  l»oth  in  the  letter  to  his  mother,  and  in  the 
Secaad  Canto  of  Chiide  Harold,  we  gain  some  insight  into 
the  praceM  Iff  which  imagination  elevates,  without  fiOsify- 
iig.reafity.  and  facts  become  brightened  snd  reflned  into 
pastry.  Asceudins  Aron  the  representation  drawn  fUth- 
My  sa  the  spot  l>y  the  traveller,  to  the  more  fhnciAil 
vaageaeat  of  the  same  aiaterials  in  the  letter  of  the  poet, 
««  at  kafth,!^  one  step  more,  arrive  at  that  consummate, 
idealised  pictnre,  the  result  of  both  memory  and  invention 
ciBbiai  i,  which  ia  the  following q>lendid  stanzas  is pie- 
■  atiitoas: 

a  pomp  the  dsqnt  Mie, 
%tioDtbook  Uiecoart; 
,  soldlen,  gueMi,  sod  Motoos  wait; 
L,  %  pslaoe,  sod  without,  a  fort : 
Han  wca  of  every  chaw  appear  to  make  resort. 

Kl^i^  avuton'd,  a  ready  row 

Of  arsMd  MtM,  aod  may  a  warlike  ftme. 


Akcm,  atrBBfc  groops  adom'd  the  oorridore; 
Aai  oA-Hmt*  Chroogh  the  areft*t  echolDf  dour 
Smbc  Mgh-capp'd  Tartar  •parr'd  his  Meed  away  t 
The  Toit,  tke  Greek,  the  Alhantao,  aod  the  Moor, 
Here  alafled  la  their  laany-hoed  array, 
WlOe  the  deep  war-dram's  soood  annoonced  dieckMe  of  dav. 

The  wfld  Alhairiao  Urtled  to  his  knee, 
Wldi  •hawl-gtat  bead  and  emaaieoted  gvn, 
Aad  gaid-«Mbro(dcr'd  garmeots,  fUrtosee; 
Ihe  iihasiia  isifed  meo  of  Maeedoa; 
The  OeWwUbhli  cap  of  terror  on, 
Amt  crooked  glaive;  the  Ihely,  supple  Greek; 
Aad  swanky  Nubia's  mudlaied  son ; 
The  bearded  Tark  that  rarely  deigns  to  speak, 
■■avofaUa 


A<*  Brix*d  coMplcaoas;  sone  recline  in  | 
Irsnning  the  motley  leene  that  varies  round ; 
There  somc  grave  Moslem  to  devotion  stoops, 
Aad  MMe  thai  smoke,  aod  some  that  play,  are  found ; 
Here  dbc  AJbanlaa  proudly  treads  the  ground ; 
Half  ahfapulnf,  there  die  Greek  Is  heard  to  prate; 
Harfcl  from  Um  mosqae  the  aightly  soleam  sound. 
The  Moente's  call  doth  shake  the  ailnaret, 
"ThonlsDOgodbatGod!— toprayer-lo!  God  Is  great !" 
CkUdeHmnU,Cumt4,lL 


*•  The  next  day  I  was  introduced  to  Ali  Pacha.  I 
was  dressed  in  a  full  suit  of  staff  uniform,  with  a 
Tery  magnificent  sabre,  &c.  The  virier  receired  me 
in  a  hrge  room  paved  with  marble ;  a  fountain  was 
playing  in  the  centre ;  the  apartment  was  surrounded 
by  scarlet  ottomans.  He  received  me  standing,  a 
wonderful  compliment  from  a  Mussulman,  and  made 
me  sit  down  on  hu  right  hand.  I  have  a  Greek  in- 
terpreter for  general  use,  but  a  physician  of  Ali's, 
named  Femlario,  who  understands  I^Atin,  acted  for 
me  on  this  occasion.  His  first  question  was^  why, 
at  so  early  an  age,  I  left  my  country  ?— (the  Turks 
hare  no  idea  of  travelling  for  amusement.)  He  then 
said^  the  English  minister.  Captain  Leake,  had  told 
him  I  was  of  a  great  family,  and  dt«red  hk  respects 
to  my  mother;  which  I  now,  in  the  name  of  Ali 
Pacha,  present  to  you.  He  said  he  was  certain  I 
was  a  man  of  birih,  because  I  had  small  ears, 
curling  hair>  and  little  white  bands,  *  and  expressed 
himself  pleased  with  my  appearance  and  garb.  He 
told  me  to  consider  him  as  a  6aher  whilst  I  was  in 
Turkey,  and  said  he  looked  on  me  as  his  son.  Indeed, 
he  treated  me  like  a  child,  sending  me  almonds  and 
sugared  sherbet,  fruit  and  sweetmeats,  twenty  times 
a-day.  He  begged  me  to  visit  him  often,  and  at 
night,  when  he  was  at  leisure.  I  then,  after  coffee 
and  pipes,  retired  for  the  first  time.  I  saw  him  thrice 
afterwards.  It  is  singular,  that  the  Turks,  who 
have  no  hereditary  dignities,  and  few  great  families, 
except  the  Sultans,  pay  so  much  respect  to  birth ; 
for  1  found  my  pedigree  more  regarded  than  ny 

Utie.  t 

«  •  «  • 

**  To-day  I  saw  the  remains  of  the  town  of  Aiiium, 
near  which  Antony  lost  the  world,  in  a  small  bay, 
where  two  frigates  could  hardly  manoeuvre :  a  broken 
vrall  is  the  sole  remnant.  On  another  part  of  the 
gulf  stand  the  ruins  of  Nicopolis,  built  by  Augustus 
in  honour  of  his  victory.  Last  night  I  was  at  a 
Greek  marriage;  but  this  and  a  thousand  thingti 
more  I  have  neither  time  nor  space  to  describe. 

^  I  am  going  to-morrow,  with  a  guard  of  fifty  men, 
to  Patras  in  the  Morea,  and  thence  to  Athens,  where 
I  shall  winter.  Two  days  ago  I  was  nearly  lost  in  a 
Turkish  ship  of  war,  owing  to  the  ignorance  of  the 
captain  and  crew,  though  the  storm  was  not  violent. 
Fletcher  yelled  after  his  vrife,  the  Greeks  called  on 
aD  the  saints,  the  Mussulmans  on  AUa ;  the  captain 
burst  into  tears  and  ran  bek>w  deck,  telling  us  to 
call  on  God ;  the  sails  were  split,  the  main-yard  shi- 
vered, the  wind  blowing  fresh,  the  night  siting  in, 
and  ail  our  chance  was  to  make  Corfu,  which  is  in 

^In  the  shape  of  the  hands,  w  a  anarfc  of  high  Irirtb,  Lord 
Byron  himself  had  as  implicit  Adth  as  the  Pacha  :  see  his 
note  on  the  line,  *  Tboogh  on  more  tkonmgk-brtd  or  fairer 
flngera,-*  in  Don  Juan. 

t  A  few  sentences  are  here  and  elsewhere  omitted  as 
having  no  reference  to  Lord  Byron  himself,  but  merely 
containing  some  particulars  relating  to  41i  and  his  grand- 
sons, which  may  be  found  in  various  books  of  travels. 

Ali  had  not  forgotten  his  noble  guest  when  Dr  HolUind, 
a  few  years  after,  visited  Albania  :~*  I  mentioned  to  him 
generally  (says  this  intelligent  traveller).  Lord  Byroads 
poetical  description  of  Albania,  the  interest  it  had  excited 
in  England,  and  Blr  Hobhouse*s  intended  publication  of  his 
travels  in  the  same  country.  He  seemed  pleased  with 
these  circumstances,  and  stated  his  recollections  of  Lord 
Byron.» 
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of  the  French,  or  (aa  Fletcher  pathetically 
termed  it)  *  a  watery  graYe.'  Idid  what  I  could  to 
oonaole  Fletcher ;  but  finding  him  incorrigible,  wrap- 
ped myself  up  in  my  Albanian  capote  (an  immense 
cloak)  f'and  lay  down  on  deck  to  wait  the  worst.*  I 
have  learnt  to  philosophize  in  my  trarels,  and  if  I 
had  not,  compbunt  was  useless.  Luckily  the  wmd 
abated,  and  <Nily  droTe  us  <»  the  coast  of  Suli,  oo 
the  main  kud,  where  we  landed,  and  proceeded,  by 
the  help  of  the  natiTes,  to  Preresa  again ;  but  I  shall 
not  trust  Turkish  sailors  in  future,  though  the  Pacha 
had  ordered  one  of  his  own  galliots  to  take  me  to 
Patras.  I  am  therefore  going  as  far  as  Missolonghi 
by  land,  and  there  haie  only  to  cross  a  small  gulf 
to  get  to  Patras. 

**  Fletcher's  next  epistle  wiU  be  f uU  of  marrels : 
we  were  one  night.  lost  for  nine  hours  in  the  moun- 
tains in  a  thunder-storm,  f  and  since  nearly  wrecked. 

«I  hsTe  besrd  tlie  poet*  §  fellow- trsTeller  describe  this 
remaiksble  instance  of  hi*  coolneM  and  coinrafe  even  gtill 
more  strikingly  than  it  is  here  stated  by  hinuelf.  Finding 
that,  flrom  hit  lanieneis.  he  was  unable  to  be  of  any  serrice 
in  the  exertions  which  their  very  serious  danger  called  for, 
after  a  laocrh  or  two  at  the  panic  of  his  valet,  he  not  only 
wrapped  himself  up  and  lay  down,  in  the  manner  here 
mentioned,  but.  when  their  difllcultlei  were  sormoonted, 
was  found  tui  asleep. 

t  In  the  route  from  loannlna  to  Zitxa,  Mr  Hobhoiue  and 
the  Secretary  of  Ali,  accompanied  by  one  of  the  servants, 
had  rode  on  before  the  rest  of  the  party,  and  arrived  at  the 
Tillage  Just  as  the  evening  set  in.  After  describing  the 
sort  of  hovel  In  which  they  were  to  take  up  their  quarters 
Ibrthe  night.  Mr  Hobhouse  thus  continues :— Vasilly  was 
dispatched  into  the  village  to  procure  eggs  and  fowls,  that 
would  be  ready,  as  we  thought,  by  the  arrfral  of  the  second 
party.  But  an  hoar  passed  away  and  bo  one  appeared.  It 
was  seven  o'clock,  and  the  storm  had  increased  to  a  fttry  I 
had  nererbefore.and  indeed  nave  never  sinoe,seen  equalled. 
The  roof  of  our  hovel  shook  under  the  clattering  torrent* 
and  gusts  of  wind.  The  thunder  roared,  as  it  seemed, 
without  any  intermission  :  for  the  echoes  of  one  peal  bad 
not  coMed  to  roll  in  the  oMmntains,  before  another  tre- 
mendous crash  burst  over  our  heads ;  whilst  the  plains  and 
the  distant  hills  (visible  through  the  cracU  of  the  cabin) 
appeared  in  a  perpetual  blaze.  The  tempest  was  altogether 
terrific  and  worthy  of  the  Grecian  Jove ;  and  the  peasants, 
unless  religious  than  their  ancestors,  confeoed  theii 
alarm.  The  women  wept,  and  the  men,  calling  on  the 
name  of  Ood,  crossed  themselves  at  every  repeated  peal. 

*  We  vrere  very  uneasy  that  the  party  did  not  arrive  ;  but 
the  Secretary  assured  me  that  the  guides  knew  every  part 
of  the  country,  as  did  also  his  own  servant,  who  was  with 
them,  and  that  they  had  certainly  taken  refloge  in  a  village 
at  an  hour's  distance.  Not  beinf  satisfied  with  the  conjec- 
ture, I  ordered  fires  to  be  lighted  on  the  hill  above  the 
village,  and  some  musquets  to  be  discharged :  this  was  at 
eleven  o'clock,  and  the  storm  had  not  abated.  I  lay  down 
in  my  great  coat ;  but  all  sleeping  was  out  of  the  question. 
as  any  pauses  in  the  tempest  were  filled  up  by  the  barking 
of  the  dogs,  and  the  shouting  of  the  shei^rds  in  the  neigh- 
bouring mountains. 

«  A  mtle  after  midnight,  a  man,  panUuff  and  pale,  and 
drenched  with  rain,  rushed  into  the  room,  and,  between 
crying  and  roaring,  with  a  proftision  of  action,  communi- 
cated soBsething  to  the  Secretary,  of  which  I  understood 
only— that  they  had  all  lallen  down.  I  learnt,  however, 
that  no  accident  had  happened,  except  the  fhlling  of  the 
luggage  horses,  and  loaing  their  vray,  and  that  they  were 
now  waiting  for  ft«ah  horses  and  guides.  Ten  were  imme- 
diately sent  to  them,  together  with  several  men  with  pine 
torches:  but  it  was  not  till  two  o'clock  in  the  morning 
that  we  heard  they  were  approaching,  and  my  Friend,  with 
the  priest  and  the  servants,  did  not  enter  oar  hut  before 
three. 

« I  now  leamt  Drom  him  that  they  had  lost  their  way  from 
the  eommencement  of  the  storm,  when  not  above  three 
miles  from  the  viUage;  and  that,  after  wandering  up  and 


In  both  cases,  Fletcher  was  sorely  bewildered,  firom 
apprehensions  of  fieunine  and  buiditti  in  the  first, 
and  drowning  in  the  second  instance.  His  eyes  were 
a  little  hurt  by  the  lightning,  or  crying  (I  don't  know 
which),  but  are  now  recovered.  When  you  write, 
address  to  me  at  Hr  Strang's,  English  consul,  Patias, 
Morea. 

*'  I  could  teD  you  I  know  not  how  many  inddenta 
that  I  think  would  amuse  you,  but  they  crowd  on 
my  mind  as  much  as  they  would  swell  my  paper,  and 
I  can  neither  arrange  them  in  the  one,  nor  put  them 
down  on  the  other,  except  in  the  greatest  confusion. 
I  like  the  Albanians  much ;  they  are  not  all  Turka ; 
some  tribes  are  Christians.  But  their  religion  makes 
little  difierence  in  their  manner  or  conduct.  Thej 
are  esteemed  the  best  troops  in  the  Turkish  senrioe. 
I  lived  on  my  route  two^ys  at  once,  and  three  days 
again,  in  a  barrack  at  SaJora,  and  ncTer  found  aol- 
dien  so  tolerable,  though  I  Imve  been  in  the  garri- 
sons of  Gibraltar  and  Malta,  and  seen  Spanish, 
French,  Sicilian,  and  British  troops  in  abimdance. 
I  have  had  nothing  stolen,  and  was  always  welcoiue 
to  their  provision  and  milk.  Not  a  week  ago  an 
Albanian  chief  (every  viUage  has  its  chief,  who  is 
called  Primate),  after  helping  us  out  of  the  Turkish 
gall^  in  her  distress,  feeding  us,  and  lodging  my 
suite,  consisting  of  Fletcher,  a  Greek,  two  Atlie- 
nians,  a  Greek  priest,  and  my  companion,  Mr  Hob- 
house,  refused  any  compensation  but  a  written  paper 
stating  that  I  was  well  received;  and  vrhen  I  pressed 
him  to  accept  a  few  sequins,  *  No,'  he  replied — *  I 
vrish  you^  tove  me,  not  to  pay  me.'  Hiese  are  his 
words. 

**  It  is  astonishing  how  fitf  money  goes  in  this 
country.  While  I  was  in  the  capital  I  had  nothing 
to  pay,  by  the  vizier's  order ;  but  since,  though  I  have 
generally  had  sixteen  horses,  and  generally  six  or 
seven  men,  the  expense  has  not  been  ka^fam  much 
as  staying  only  three  weeks  in  Malta,  though  Sir  A. 
Ball,  the  governor,  gave  me  a  house  for  nothing,  and 
I  had  only  one  tervnt.  By  the  by,  I  expect  H  *  * 
to  remit  regularly ;  for  I  am  not  about  to  stay  in  this 
province  for  ever.  Liet  him  write  to  me  at  Mr 
Strand's,  English  consul,  Patras.  The  hct  is,  the 
fertility  of  the  plains  is  wonderful,  and  specie  b 
scarce,  vdiich  makes  this  remarkable  cheapness.  I 
am  going  to  Athens  to  study  modem  Greek,  which 
difiers  much  from  the  ancient,  though  radically  aimi- 
bur.  I  have  no  desire  to  return  to  England,  nor  shafl 
I,  unless  compelled  by  absolute  want,  and  H  *  *'» 
neglect;  but  I  shafl  not  enter  into  Asia  for  a  year  or 

down  in  total  ignorance  of  their  poaiti<m,  they  hsd.  at 
last,  stopped  near  some  Turldsh  tomb-stonea  and  a  torrent. 
which  they  saw  by  the  flashes  of  lightning.  They  had  been 
thus  exposed  for  nine  hours ;  and  the  guides,  so  flur  from 
assisting  them,  only  augmented  the  conftisioa,  by  running 
away,  aftar  being  threatened  with  death  by  George  the 
Dragoman,  who,  in  an  agony  of  rage  and  Ibar,  and  without 
giving  any  warning,  fired  olT  both  his  pistols,  and  drew 
fr>om  the  English  servant  an  involuntary  scream  of  horror : 
for  he  fhncied  they  were  beset  by  robbers. 

«I  had  not,  as  you  have  seen,  witnessed  the  distreasiBg 
part  of  this  adventure  myself;  but  firom  the  lively  picture 
drawn  of  it  by  my  Friend,  and  ttom  the  exaggerated  de- 
scriptions of  George,  I  flincied  myself  a  good  Jnidge  of  the 
whole  situation,  and  should  consider  this  to  have  been  one 
of  the  most  considerable  of  the  few  adventureo  that  beM 
either  of  us  during  our  tour  In  Turkey.  It  was  lone  befine 
we  ceased  to  talk  of  the  thnnder-stom  in  the  plain  of  Zitsa.* 
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bftve  maath  to  we  in  Greece,  and  1  may 
into  Africa,  at  kaat  the  Egjptian  part. 
like  an  Rngfahmpn,  is  veiy  much  dissatis- 
littk  reconciled  to  the  Turks  by  a 
of  cigfatjr  piaslres  from  the  risier,  which,  if 
CTery  thing,  and  the  Talue  of  specie 
hat,  m  BcaHy  worth  ten  guineas  English.  He  has 
■Jin J  Boduii^  but  from  cold,  beat,  and  rermin, 
iiych  tiMMe  who  lie  in  cottages  and  crosa  mountains 
b  a  cold  eotmtry  must  undergo,  and  of  which  I  hare 
HimHj  partaken  with  himself:  but  he  is  not  valiant, 
lad  is  afrBid  of  robben  and  tempests.  I  have  no 
ae  to  be  ronembered  to  in  England,  and  wish  to 
Wsr  aofliiBg  from  it,  but  that  you  are  weU,  and  a 
leOer  or  two  oo  business  from  H  ^  *,  whom  you 
say  lei  to  write.  I  wfll  write  when  I  can,  .and  beg 
Toctobefieveme 

*'  Your  affiBctiooatc  son, 

**Byiu)n.*» 

About  the  middle  of  Norember,  the  young  tra- 
fdlrr  look  his  departure  from  Preresa  (the  phce 
vboe  the  fo««cro>Dg  fetter  was  written) ,  and  proceeded, 
hj  his  guard  of  fifty  Albanians,^  through 
and  .£tolia,  towards  the  Morea 


Aai  Iberelbre  did  he  take  1  trasty  bMKl 
To  trmTcne  Aounanial  forest  wide. 
In  nr  well  eeason'd,  and  with  Uboars  (ann*d, 
Tm  he  did  freet  white  Achelotti*  tide, 
h^  inm  his  Anther  bank  iEtolia's  wolds  eipied. 
CMbU  Harold,  Canto  II. 

ffii  deaeripCioo  of  the  ni^t4cene  at  Utraikey  (a 
■sal  place  situated  in  one  of  the  bays  of  the  Gulf  of 
ifte]  is,  DO  doQbt,  Tiridly  in  the  recollection  of  eyery 
Rsdcr  of  these  pages ;  nor  will  it  diminish  their  en- 
ieymat  of  the  wild  beauties  of  that  picture  to  be 
■iide  acquainted  with  the  real  circumstances  on 
wych  it  was  founded,  in  the  following  wnhnnted 
delais  of  the  same  scene  by  his  fellow  trsTeOer : — 

^  hi  die  erening  the  gates  were  secured,  and  pre- 
were  mode  for  feeding  our  Albanians.  A 
kiDed  and  roasted  whole,  and  four  fires 
wcfe  kindled  io  the  yard,  round  which  the  soldiers 
seated  IheisBelyes  in  parties.  After  eating  and 
drinkiog,  Ike  greater  part  of  them  assembled  round 
the  hageU  oi  the  fires,  and  whilst  ourselves  and  the 
eUcfs  of  the  party  were  seated  on  the  ground,  danced 
ramd  the  bbse  to  their  own  songs,  in  the  manner 
More  described,  but  with  an  astonishing  energy. 
AB  ^btar  aoogs  were  relations  of  some  robbing  ex- 
jimta.  One  of  them,  which  detained  them  more 
tmn  as  hoar,  began  thus—*  When  we  set  out  from 
IWga  there  were  sixty  of  us:'— then  came  the  bur- 
den of  Ihs  verse, 

Rohben  an  at  PSrra . 
Robbers  aU  at  Parg  a ! 

KXf^fic  leort  Ua,fya\ 

Kx<^fic  woTf  Tlafyal 

Asd  as  they  roared  out  this  stare  they  whiried  round 
the  fiR,  dropped  and  rebounded  from  their  knees, 
wfairied  round  as  the  chorus  was  again 
The  rippling  of  the  wares  upon  the  pebbly 


I,  I  tUnk,  nak«f  the  somber  of  this  snard 
tat  thtaty-eeves,  and  Lord  Byron,  in  a  sabaeqoent  letter. 


margin  where  we  were  seated,  filled  up  the  pauses  of 
the  song  with  a  milder  and  not  more  monotonous 
music.  The  night  was  reiy  darK,  but  by  the  flashes 
of  the  fires  we  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  woods,  the 
rocks,  and  the  lake,  which,  together  with  the  wild 
appearance  of  the  dancers,  presented  us  with  a 
scene  that  would  have  made  a  fine  picture  in  the 
hands  of  such  an  artist  as  the  author  of  the  Mysteries 
ofUdolpho." 

Having  traversed  Acamania,  the  traveUen  passed 
to  the  .£tolian  side  of  the  Achek>us,  and  on  the  31st 
of  November  reached  Mlssolongfai.  And  here, — it  is 
impossible  not  to  pause,  and  send  a  mournful  thought 
forward  to  the  visit  which,  fifteen  years  after,  he  paid 
to  this  same  spot, — ^when  in  the  full  meridian  both  of 
his  age  and  fiune,  he  came  to  lay  down  his  life  as  the 
champion  of  that  land  through  which  he  Aow  wan- 
dered a  stripling  and  a  stranger.  Qould  some  spirit 
have  here  revealed  to  him  the  events  of  that  interval, 
— ^have  shown  him,  on  the  one  side,  the  triumphs  that 
awaited  him,  the  power  his  varied  genius  would  ac- 
quire over  all  hearts,  alike  to  elevate  or  depress,  to 
darken  or  illuminate  them,— and  then  place,  on  the 
other  side,  all  the  penalties-of  this  gift,  the  waste  and 
wear  of  the  heart  through  the  imagination,  the  havoc 
of  that  perpetual  fire  within,  whidh,  while  it  daxdes 
others,  consumes  the  possessor,— the  invidiousness 
of  such  an  elevation  in  the  eyes  of  mankind,  and  the 
revenge  they  take  on  him  who  compels  them  to  look 
up  to  lij— would  he,  it  may  be  asked,  have  welcomed 
glory  on  such  conditions  f  would  he  not  nOher  have 
felt  that  the  purchase  was  too  costly,  and  that  such 
warfare  with  an  ungrateful  world,  while  living,  would 
be  ill  recompensed  even  by  the  immortality  it  might 
award  him  afterwards  ? 

At  Missokmghi  he  dismissed  his  whole  band  of 
Albanians,  with  the  exception  of  one,  named  Dervish, 
whom  he  took  into  his  senrioe,  and  who,  with  Basilius, 
the  attendant  allotted  him  by  Ali  Pacha,  continued 
with  him  during  the  remainder  of  his  stay  in  the  East. 
After  a  residence  of  near  a  fortnight  at  Patras,  he 
next  directed  his  course  to  Vostizza,— on  approaching 
which  town  the  snowy  peak  of  Parnassus,  towering 
on  the  other  side  of  the  Gulf,  first  broke  on  his  eyes ; 
and,  in  two  days  after,  among  the  sacred  hollows  of 
Delphi,  the  stanzas,  with  wUch  that  vision  had  in- 
spired him,  were  written.* 

It  was  at  this  time  that,  in  riding  along  the  sides  of 
PUnassus,  he  saw  an  unusually  large  flight  of  eagles 
in  the  air,— a  phenomenon  which  seems  to  have 
afiected  his  imagination  with  a  sort  of  poetical  super- 
stition, as  he,  more  than  once,  recurs  to  the  circum- 
stance in  his  journals.  Thus,  ^  Going  to  the  fountain 
of  Delphi  (Castri)  in  1809^  I  saw  a  flight  of  twelve 
eagles  (H.  says  they  were  vultures— at  least,  in  con- 
versation) and  I  seized  the  omen.  On  the  day  before, 
I  composed  the  lines  to  Parnassus  (in  Childe  Harold) , 
and,  on  beholding  the  birds,  had  a  hope  that  Apollo 
had  accepted  my  homage.  I  have  at  least  had  the 
and  fame  of  a  poet  during  the  poetical  part  of 


*  Oh,  then  Parsassos  I  whom  I  now  sorve j, 
Not  in  the  phiensy  of  a  dreaaaer's  eye. 
Not  in  the  fkbled  bmdscape  of  a  lay. 
Bat  soaring  snow-clad  throng  thy  native  sky, 
Inthewndpompormoantainm^estyl'* 

CMUde  Harold,  Camo  I. 
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mj  Kfe  (from  twenty  to  thirty) ;  whether  h  itiA  ktt 
is  another  matter." 

He  has  also,  in*  reference  to  this  jooniey  from 
Patres,  related  a  little  anecdote  of  his  own  sportsman- 
ship, which,  by  all  ftiU  sportsmen,  will  be  thought 
creditable  to  his  humanity.  **  The  last  bird  I  ever 
fired  at  was  an  eaglet,  on  the  shore  of  the  Golf  of 
Lepanto,  near  Vostizsa.  It  was  only  wounded,  and 
I  tried  to  sare  it,~the  eye  was  so  bright.  But  it 
pined,  and  died  in  a  few  days ;  and  I  nerer  did  since, 
and  never  will,  attempt  the  death  of  another  bird.** 

To  a  travdler  in  Greece,  there  are  few  thmgs  more 
remarkable  than  the  diminutiTe  extent  of  those  coun- 
tries, whidi  have  fiBed  such  a  wide  space  in  feme. 
**  A  man  might  veiy  easflyj^says  Mr  Hobhouse,  "at 
a  moderate  pace,  ride  firaim  Livadia  to  Thebes  and 
back  again  between  breakfast  and  dinner ;  and  tlw 
tour  of  all  Bceotia  might  certainly  be  made  in  twodays 
without  baggage."  Having  visited,  within  a  reiy 
short  space  of  time,  the  fountains  of  Hemoiy  and 
Oblivion  at  Livadia,  and  tiie  haunts  of  the  Ismenian, 
Apollo  at  Tliebes,  the  travellers  at  length  turned 
towards  Athens,  the  city  of  their  dreams,  and,  after 
crossing  Mount  Cithsron,  arrived  in  sight  of  the 
niias  of  Pbyle,  on  the  evening  of  Christmas-day,  1809. 

Though  the  poet  has  left,  in  his  own  Teraes,  an 
ever-during  testimony  ofihe  enthusiasm  with  whidi 
he  now  contemplated  the  scenes  afound  him,  it  is  not 
difficult  to  conceive  that,  to  superfMal  observers, 
Lord  Qyron  at  Athens  might  have  appeared  an  un- 
touched spectator  of  much  that  throws  ordinaiy 
travellers  into  at  least  verbal  raptures.  For  pretenders 
of  every  sort,*whether  intaste  or  morals,  heentertained, 
at  all  times,  the  most  profound  contempt ;  and  if  fre- 
quently his  real  feelings  of  admiration  disguised  them- 
selves under  an  affected  tone  of  isdifferenoe  and 
mockeiy,  it  was  out  of  pure  hostility  to  the  cant  of 
those  who,  he  well  knew,  praised  without  any  feeliag 
at  all.  It  must  be  owned,  too,  that  wh3^  he  thus 
justly  despised  the  raptures  of  the  common  herd  of 
travellers,  there  were  some  pursuits,  even  of  the  in- 
telligent and  tasteful,  in  which  he  tooAL  but  veiy  little 
interest.  With  the  antiquarian  and  connoisseur  his 
sympathiea  were  few  and  feeble : — **  I  am  not  a 
coHector,"  he  says,  in  one  of  his  notes  on  Childe 
Harold,  "nor  an  admirer  of  collections.''  For  an- 
tiquities, indeed,  unassociated  vrith  high  names  and 
deeds,  he  had  no  value  whatever ;  and  of  woiis  of 
art  he  was  content  to  admire  the  general  effect, 
without  professing,  or  aiming  at,  any  knowledge  of 
the  details.  It  was  to  nature,  in  her  lonely  scenes 
of  grandeur  and  beauty,  or,  as  at  Athens,  shining, 
unchanged,  among  the  ruins  of  gloiy  and  of  wrt,  that 
the  true,  fervid  homage  of  hb  whcde  soul  was  paid. 
In  the  few  notices  of  his  travels,  appended  to  Childe 
Harold,  we  find  the  sights  and  scenery  of  the  different 
places  he  visited  far  more  fondly  dwelt  upon  than 
their  classic  or  historical  assodatioos.  To  the  valley 
of  Zitza  he  reverts,  both  in  prose  and  verse,  with  a 
much  warmer  recoDection  than  to  Delphi  or  the 
Troad;  and  the  plain  of  Athens  itself  is  chiefly 
praised  by  him  as  "a  more  glorious  prospect  than  even 
Cintra  or  Istambol."  Where,  indeed,  could  Nature 
assert  such  claims  to  his  worship  as  in  scenes  Uke 
these,  where  he  beheld  her  blooming,  in  indestructible 
beauty,  amid  the  wreck  of  all  that  Man  deems  most 


of  duration.  "  Human  institaCions,''  aays 
Harris,  "  perish,  but  Nature  is  permanent :"— or, 
as  Lord  Byron  has  ampliied  this  thought*  in  oae  of 
his  most  splendid  passages  i — 

Tet  are  thy  lUes  as  Una,  tky  crags  at  wiM  : 
Sweet  are  thy  grovei,  and  verdant  are  thy  fields, 
Thine  olhre  ripe  as  when  Bfinerra  smiled. 
And  ttni  his  honied  wealth  Hymetiw  yields : 
There  the  UHba  hee  Us  ftvfraat  fortrew  hoilda. 
The  firee4M»m  wanderer  of  thy  Booatain-air ; 
ApoUo  stUl  thy  long,  long  ■ammer  gilds. 
Still  in  hii  bean  Mendeli*B  marhles  glare ; 
Art,  Olory.  Freedoaa  ftril,  bat  Nature  stUl  is  Mr. 

CkUdt  Harold,  Ctmic  II. 

At  Athens,  on  this  his  first  visit,  he  made  a  stay  of 
between  two  and  three  months,  not  a  day  of  which 
he  let  pass  without  employing  some  of  its  hours  in 
visiting  the  grand  monuments  of  ancient  genius 
aroimd  him,  and  calling  up  the  spirit  of  other  times 
among  then*  ruins.  He  made  frequently,  too,  excur- 
sions to  difibrent  parts  of  Attica,  and  it  was  in  om 
of  his  visits  to  Cape  Cokmna,  at  this  time,  diat  be 
was  near  being  seized  by  a  iNurty  of  Mainotea,  who 
were  lying  hid  in  the  caves  vnder  the  diff  of  Bfinerra 
Sunias.  These  pirates,  it  appears,  were  only  deterred 
from  attacking  him  (as  a  Greek,  who  was  then  their 
prisoner,  informed  him  afterwards)  by  a  suiqioaition 
that  the  two  Albanians,  vihom  they  saw  attending 
him,  were  but  part  of  a  complete  guard  he  had  at 
hand. 

In  addition  to  all  the  magic  of  its  names  and  scenes, 
the  city  of  Minerva  possessed  another  sort  of  attrac- 
doo  for  the  poet,  to  which,  wherever  he  went,  his 
heart,  or  rather  imagination,  was  but  too  semdhfe. 
His  pretty  song,  **  Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part,"  is 
said  to  have  been  addressed  to  the  eldest  daughter 
of  the  Greek  lady  at  whose  house  he  lodged ;  and 
that  the  fair  Athenian,  when  he  composed  these 
verses  may  have  been  the  tenant,  for  the  time  being, 
of  his  fency,  is  highly  possible.  Theodora  Macri, 
hb  hostess,  was  the  vridow  of  the  Ute  Engjtsh 
vice-consul,  and  derived  a  Kvelihood  from  letting, 
chiefly  to  English  travellers,  the  apartments  which 
Lord  Byron  and  his  friend  now  occupied,  and  of 
which  the  latter  gentleman  gives  us  the  IbDowing 
description :— "Our  kKlgings  consisted  of  a  sitting- 
room  and  two  bed-rooms,  opening  into  a  court-yard 
where  there  were  five  or  six  lemon-trees,  from  which, 
during  our  residence  in  the  place,  was  plucked  the 
fruit  that  seasoned  the  pilaf,  and  other  natiooal 
dishes  served  up  at  our  frugal  table.** 

The  fame  of  an  illustrious  poet  is  not  confined  to 
his  own  person  and  writings,  .but  imparts  a  share  of 
its  splendour  to  whatever  has  been,  even  remotely, 
connected  with  him;  and  not  ody  ennobles  the 
objects  of  his  friendships,  his  bves,  and  even  hii 
likings,  but  on  every  spot  where  he  has  sqjoumed, 
through  life,  leaves  traces  of  its  hght  that  do  not 
easily  pass  away.    Little  did  the  Maid  of  Athens, 

*  The  paaeage  of  Harris,  indeed,  contains  the  pith  of  (he 
whole  stanza :— «Notw{thctandlDg  the  Tarioos  fortune  of 
Athens,  ai  n  city,  Attica  ia  atUI  fhmeoa  for  aUvos,  tmd  M oaat 
Hyroettos  for  honey.  Hainan  fautltotioM  perish,  hot 
Nature  is  permanent*— l*iU/o/<v.  InguirUM.  I  recollect 
haring  once  pointed  oat  this  coiaeidencetoX«ardIiyroa. 
bat  he  asstrsd  me  that  he  kad  never  read  tfeU  wmk  af 
Harris. 
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to  the  coi^aiiiMiite  of  the 
{ i«Hif  EagfidrnMB,  foresee  that  a  day  would  oome, 
'  nkm  lie  aiioiikl  make  her  naae  and  home  so  cele- 
I  fcmitd»  dHU  traTcSen,  oa  their  return  from  Greece, 
l«My  tmd  few  thing*  more  inlereiting  to  their 
fciiw,  dban  saeh  6atak  of  henelf  and  her  family 
afthelollowinf : — 

"Ov  ncrruit,  who  had  gone  before  to  procure 
■lyi—Biidatinii,  net  us  at  the  gate  and  conducted  us 
to  Thmikua  Maori,  the  Coosulina's,  where  we  at 
pnseal  lire.  This  fauly  is  the  widow  of  the  consul, 
sad  has  three  lorely  daughters;  the  ddest,  oele- 
katcd  for  her  beau^,  and  said  to  be  the  sul^ject  of 
e  stangaa  by  Lord  ^ron, 

■rid  af  Alkeas,  era  we  part. 

OHe,  ak,  give  ae  kack  ay  heart  t  etc. 

At  OrebcMeaus,  where  stood  the  Temple  of  the 
Gmeea,  I  was  tempted  to  exekim,  'Whither  have 
ihe  Gneea  lledr— Little  did  I  expect  to  find  them 
Yet  here  comes  one  of  them  with  golden  cups 
sad  BsfcuL,  and  another  with  a  book.  The  book  is  a 
of  Bsunea,  sooie  of  which  are  fiur  sounded  by 
ihe  fosee  of  iame.  Among  them  is  Lord  Byron*s, 
r— iiHd  with  some  Knes  which  I  shall  send  you ; 

FUr  Albjsa  mmlliag  sees  her  son  depart, 
Te  trace  tke  birth  and  narsery  of  art  ; 
NoMe  bit  olideet.  glartoat  is  hb  slm. 
He  r  PM  r  I  to  Athens,  and  he-writes  Ms  aama 

^  Tike  eounterpoise  by  Lord  Byron : 

This  aMdest  bari.Hks  anay  a  hard  ankoown, 
Bkymsa  oa  oar  names,  hat  wisely  hides  hfa  own ; 
Bat  yet,  whoe'er  he  be,to  asy  no  worse. 
Bis  aaae  woaM  hrtaff  sMre  credit  than  his  Terse. 

*lle  BCBtiQa  of  the  three  Athenian  Graces  wiD, 
I  eaa  fsnaee,  rome  your  cariosity,  and  fire  your  ima- 
giaatisa;  aad  I  may  deqNur  of  your  farther  atten- 
tisB  tB  I  attempt  to  giro  you  some  description  of 
Their  apartment  is  immediately  opposite  to 
ad,  if  yon  could  pee  them,  as  we  do  now, 
thnogh  the  gently  waring  aromatic  plants  before 
you  would  leare  your  heart  in  Athens, 
the  Maid  of  Athens,  Gatinoo,  and 
aieef  middle  stature.  On  the  crown  of  the 
head  of  caeh  is  a  red  Albanian  skull-cap,  with  a 
bhse  laasd  spread  out  and  fastened  down  like  a  star. 
Near  the  edge  or  bottom  of  the  skulkap  is  a  hand- 
kerchief of  various  coloors  bound  round  their  temples. 
He  yooBgeat  wears  her  hair  kwse,  fidlmg  on  her 
ihoiMen^ — Che  hair  beluBd  descending  down  the 
hack  aeaily  to  the  waist,  and,  as  usual,  mixed  with 
dk.  He  two  ddest  generally  hare  their  hair  bound, 
aad  fiutened  uader  the  handkerchief.  Heir  upper 
rsbe  ii  a  peliase  edged  with  fiir,  hanging  k)Ose  down 
IS  the  ancies;  below  ii  a  handkerchief  of  muslin 
cavmag  the  booom,  aad  terminating  at  the  waist, 
which  is  short;  imderthat,  a  gown  of  striped  silk  or 
mosiia,  with  a  gore  round  the  swell  of  the  loins, 
Uof  in  front  in  graceful  negUgenoe ;— white 
<ockiigs  and  yeflow  sl^pen  complete  their  attire. 
The  two  eidest  hare  bfau:k^  or  dark,  hair  and  eyes ; 
Acir  Tisage  oral,  and  complexion  somewhat  pale, 
wiA  teeth  of  danling  whitenem.  Their  cheeks  are 
will  il»  aad  aooes  straight,  rather  mdined  to  aqui- 
Eae.    The  yooagest,  Mariaaa,  is  Tety  fiur,  her  &oe 


not  so  finely  rounded,  but  has  a  gayer  expression 
than  her  sisters',  whose  countenances,  except  when 
the  conversation  has  something  of  mirth  in  it,  may  be 
said  to  be  rather  penaire.  Their  penons  are  elegant, 
and  their  manners  pleasing  and  lady-like,  such  as 
would  be  fascinating  in  any  country.  They  possess 
Tery  considerable  powers  of  oooTersation,  and  their 
minds  seem  to  be  more  instructed  than  those  of  the 
Greek  women  in  general.  With  such  attractions  it 
would,  indeed,  be  remarkable,  if  they  did  not  meet 
with  great  attentions  from  the  trarellers  who  occa- 
sionaUy  are  resident  in  Athens.  They  sit  in  the 
eastern  style,  a  Httle  redined,  with  their  limbs 
gathered  under  them  on  the  diran,  and  without 
shoes.  Their  empk>yments  are  the  needle,  tarobour- 
iag,  and  reading. 

•  ^  I  hare  said  that  I  saw  these  Grecian  beauties 
through  the  waring  aromatic  pkuts  before  their 
window.  This,  perhaps,  has  raised  your  imagina- 
tion somewhat  too  high,  in  regard  to  their  condition. 
You  may  hare  supposed  their  dwelling  to  hare  every 
attribute  of  eastern  kixuiy.  The  golden  cups,  too, 
may  have  thrown  a  Uttle  witcheiy  over  your  excited 
fimcy.    Confess,  do  you  not  imagine  that  the  doors 

Self-open'd  into  halls,  where,  who  can  tell 
What  elcfsnce  and  Krandear  wide  expand. 
The  pride  of  Tturkey  and  of  Persia**  land : 
8oA  qoiltt  OB  qoilti,  on  carpets  carpets  ipread. 
And  coaches  stretch'd  aroond  in  seemly  bond. 
And  endloH  pillows  rise  to  prop  the  aead. 
So  that  each  qiacioos  rooai  was  one  thll  iwelHnii  bed. 

"You  win  shortly  perceive  the  propriety  of  my 
dehying,  till  now,  to  inform  you  that  the  aromatic 
planU  which  I  have  mentioned  are  neither  more  nor 
less  than  a  few  geranhuns  and  Grecian  bahns,  and 
that  the  room  in  which  the  hulies  sit  is  quite  unfur- 
nished, the  walls  neither  painted  nor  decorated  by 
'cunning  hand.'  Then,  what  would  have  become 
of  the  Graces  had  1  tolji  you  sooner  that  a  single  room 
is  an  they  have,  save  a  little  closet  and  a  kitchen? 
You  see  how  careful  I  have  been  to  make  the  first 
impressioo  good;  not  that  they  do  not  merit  eveiy 
praise,  but  that  it  is  in  man's  august  and  elevated 
nature  to  think  a  little  slightingly  of  merit,  and  even 
of  beauty,  if  not  supported  by  some  woridly  show. 
Now.  •!  shall  communicate  to  you  a  secret,  but  in 
the  lowest  vrhisper. 

'*  These  ladies,  since  the  death  of  the  conaul  their 
fiOher,  depend  on  strangers  living  in  their  q>are  room 
and  doset,— which  we  now  occupy.  But,  though  so 
poor,  their  virtue  shines  as  conspicuously  as  their 

beauty. 

<' Not  all  the  vrcahh  of  the  East,  or  the  complimen- 
tary bys  even  of  the  first  of  Engbmd's  poets,  could 
render  them  so  truly  worthy  of  k>ve  and  admiration.'^' 

Ten  weeks  had  fkmn  rapidjy  away,  when  the  un- 
expected oflfer  of  a  passage  in  an  English  sloop  of  war 
to  Smyrna  induced  the  travellers  to  make  imnxMiiate 
preparationB  for  departure,  and,  on  the  &th  of  Bfarch, 
they  reluctantly  took  leave  of  Athena.  •'Pasaing." 
saysMrHobhouse,  « through  the  gate  leading  to  the 
Pirmus,  we  struck  mto  the  olive-wood  on  the  road 
going  to  8akmis,  galloping  at  a  quick  pace,  in  order 
to  rid  ourselves,  by  huny,of  the  pain  of  partmg. 

*  Travels  in  Italy,  Oieece.  Ac.,  hy  tt  W.  Williams,  Bs«. 
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He  Adds,  **  we  could  not  refrain  from  looking  back, 
as  we  passed  rapidly  to  the  sKore,  and  we  continued 
to  direct  our  eyes  towards  the  spot,  where  we  had 
caught  the  buit  (^pse  of  the  Thes^nm  and  the 
ruins  of  the  Parthenon  through  the  Tistas  in  the 
woods,  for  many  minutes  after  the  city  and  the 
Acropolis  had  been  totally  hidden  from  our  Tiew." 

At  Soiyma  Lord  Byron  took  up  his  residence  in  the 
house  of  the  consul-general,  and  remained  there,  with 
the  exception  of  two  or  three  days  employed  in  a 
visit  to  the  rums  of  Ephesus,  tiD  the  11th  of  Aprfl. 
It  was  during  this  time,  as  appears  from  a  memoran- 
dum of  his  own,  that  the  two  first  Cantos  of  Cfailde 
Harold,  which  he  had  begun  five  months  before  at 
loannina,  were  completed.  The  memorandum  al- 
luded to,  which  I  find  prefixed  to  his  original  manu- 
script of  the  Poem,  is  as  follows : 

«  Byron,  losnnins  in  AlbsnfaL 

Bef  nn  October  31ft.  1809 ; 

CoBcIoded  Canto  Sd,  Smynui, 

MardiSSth,  1810. 

"Btbon." 

FVom  Smyrna  the  only  letter,  at  all  interesting, 
which  I  am  enabled  to  present  to  the  reader,  is  the 
following. 

LETTER  XU. 

TO  MBS  BTRON. 

'Smynui)  March  10, 1810. 
*'DBABMOraBR, 

**  I  cannot  write  you  a  long  letter,  but  as  I  know 
you  wi|l  not  be  sony  to  receiTc  taj  intelligence  of 
my  morementi,  pray  accept  what  I  can  give.  I  hare 
traversed  the  greatest  part  of  Greece,  besides  Epirus, 
&c.  8cc,  resided  ten  weeks  at  Athens,  and  am  now 
on  the  Asiatic  side,  on  my  way  to  Constantinople.  I 
have  just  returned  from  viewing  the  ruins  of  Ephesus, 
a  day's  journey  from  Smyrna.  I  presume  you  have 
received  a  kmg  letter  I  wrote  from  Albania,  with  an 
account  of  my  reception  by  the  Pticha  of  the  pro- 
vince. 

"  When  I  arrive*  at  Constantinople,  I  shall  deter- 
mine whether  to  proceed  into  Persia  or  return,  which 
ktter  I  do  not  wish,  if  I  can  avoid  it.  But  I  have  no 
inteDigenoe  from  Mr  H  *  *,  and  but  one  letter  from 
yoursdf.  I  shall  stand  in  need  of  remittances  whe- 
ther I  proceed  or  return.  I  have  written  to  him  re- 
peatedly, that  he  may  not  plead  ignorance  of  my 
situation  for  neglect.  I  can  give  you  no  aocoont  of 
any  thing,  for  I  have  not  time  or  opportunity,  the 
frigate  siuling  immediately.  Indeed  the  farther  I  go, 
the  more  my  lasmess  increases,  and  my  aversion  to 
letter-writing  becomes  more  confirmed.  I  have  written 
to  no  one  but  yourself  and  Mr  H  *  *,  and  these 
are  communications  of  business  and  duty  rather  than 
of  inclination. 

'*  P  *  *,  is  veiy  much  disgusted  with  his  fotigues, 
though  he  has  undergone  nothing  that  I  have  not 
shared.  He  is  a  poor  creature ;  indeed  English  ser- 
vants are  detestable  travellers.  I  have,  besides  him, 
two  Albanian  soldiers  ahd  a  Greek  interpreter;  all 
excellent  m  their  way.  Greece,  particularly  in  the 
vicinity  of  Athens,  is  deli^tlul, — rioudlesrsldes,  and 


fevely  landscapes.  But  I  must  reserve  all  account  of 
my  adventures  till  ne  meet  I  keep  no  journal,  bat 
my  friend  H.  writes  incessantly.  Prsy  take  care  of 
Mum^  and  Robert,  and  tell  the  boy  it  is  the  most 
fortunate  thing  for  him  that  he  did  not  accompany 
me  to  Turkey.  Consider  this  as  merely  a  notice  of 
my  safety,  and  believe  me, 

**  Yours,  &c.  &c. 

"  Byron.** 

On  the  llth  of  April  he  left  Smyrna  in  the  Salsette 
frigate,  which  had  been  ordered  to  Constantmople 
for  the  purpose  of  conveying  the  ambassador,  Mr 
Adair,  to  England,  and,  after  an  expk>ratory  visit  to 
the  ruins  of  TVoas,  arrived,  at  the  beginning  of  the 
foDowing  month,  in  the  Dardanelles^— While  the 
frigate  was  at  anchor  in  these  straits,  the  foUowiog 
letters  to  his  friends  MrDrury  and  Mr  Hodgson  wers 
written. 

LETTER  XIJI. 

TO  MB  HBNBT  MttriT. 

«  SalMtte  Frlfftte.  Hay  3d,  181«. 
"  MY  DBXR  DRURY, 

**  When  I  left  England,  nearly  a  year  ago,  you  re- 
quested me  to  write  to  you— I  will  do  so.  I  have 
crossed  Portugal,  traverseid  the  south  of  Spain,Tisited 
Sardinia,  Sicily,  Malta,  and  thence  passed  into  Tur- 
key, where  I  am  stiD  wandering.  I  first  landed  in 
Albania,  the  ancient  Epirus, -where  we  penetmted  as 
far  as  Mount  Tomarit— excellently  treated  by  the 
chief  Ali  Pacha, — and,  after  journeying  through 
lUyria,  Chaonia,  &c.,  crossed  the  Gulph  of  Actium, 
with  a  guard  of  60  Albanians,  and  passed  the  Ache- 
lous  in  our  route  through  Acamania  and  ^toUa. 
We  stopped  a  short  time  in  the  Morea,  crossed  the 
Gulph  of  Lepanto,  and  hmded  at  the  foot  of  Par- 
nassus;—saw  all  that  Delphi  retains,  and  so  on  to 
Thebes  and  Athens,  at  which  last  we  remained  ten 
weeks. 

"  His  Majesty's  ship  Pylades  brought  us  to  Smy  roa ; 
but  not  before  we  had  topographised  Attica,  indud- 
ing  of  course  Marathon  and  the  Sunian  promootory. 
From  Smyrna  to  the  Troad  (which  we  visited  when 
at  anchor,  for  a  fortnight,  off  the  tomb  of  Antilochus) 
was  our  next  stage;  and  now  we  are  in  the  Dar- 
danelles, waiting  for  a  wind  to  proceed  to  Conatanli- 
nople. 

**  This  moning  I  noom  from  SetUs  to  Akydot. 
The  immediate  distance  ti  not  above  a  mile,  but  the 
current  renders  it  hasardous ;— so  much  so  diat  I 
doubt  whether  Leander's  coojugal  afiiectioD  most  not 
have  been  a  little  chilled  in  his  passage  to  Paradise. 
I  attempted  it  a  week  ago,  and  foiled, — owing  to  the 
north  wind,  and  the  woiulerful  n^ndily  of  the  tide, — 
though  I  have  been  from  my  childhood  a  strong 
swinuner.  But,  this  morning  being  calmer,  I  suc- 
ceeded, and  crossed  the  *  broad  Helleq>ont*  in  an 
hour  and  ten  minutes. 

**  Well,  my  dear  sir,  I  have  left  my  home,  and 
seen  part  of  Africa  and  Asia,  and  a  tolerable  portioa 
of  Europe.  I  have  been  with  generals  and  admirals, 
princes  and  pachas,  governors  and  ungovemables, — 
but  I  have  not  time  or  paper  to  expatiate.    I  wish 
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LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 
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tobt  joa  Icnow  that  I  fire  with  a  friendly  remem- 
hnace  of  700^  and  a  hope  to  meet  700  again;  and, 
ri  do  iliBB  as  shortly  as  possible,  attribute  it  to  aiiy 
tkkf  b«it  forgetfubiesB. 

"Grecee,  ancient  and  modem,  you  know  too  well 
to  require  description.  Albania,  indeed,  I  have  teen 
■ate  of  than  any  Englishman  (except  a  Mr  Leake), 
W  it  ii  a  oountry  rarely  risited,  from  the  saTage 
daneter  of  the  natires,  though  abounding  in  more 
atani  beauties  than  the  dassica]  regions  of  Greece, 
—wkkb,  however,  are  still  embently  beautiful,  par- 
ticabriy  Delphi  and  Cape  Cok>nna  in  Attica.  Yet 
thete  are  aoChing  to  parts  of  Illyria  and  Epirus, 
viae  pkaces  without  a  name,  and  rirers  npt  laid 
dnra  m,  Maps,  nayt  one  day,  when  more  known,  be 
jstf^  ealeened  superior  subjects,  for  the  pencil  and 
Ike  pea,  to  the  diy  ditch  of  the  nimusand  the  bogs 


^'TVe  TVoad  is  a  fine  fieU  for  ooojecture  and 
M|iisliiiiHiin,,  and  a  good  sportsman  and  an  in- 
gBMsas  scholar  may  exercise  their  feet  and  CeM»dties 
Ii  great  advantage  upon  the  spot;— or,  if  they  pre- 
fer ridis?,  looe  their  way  (as  I  did)  in  a  cursed  quag- 
■■e  of  the  Scamander,  who  wriggles  about  as  if  the 
0iidaBTirgiasst31offmd  their  wonted  tribute.  The 
i^  vestige  of  IVoy,  or  her  destroyers,  are  the  bar- 
mrm  suppoaod  to  contain  the  carcases  of  Achilles, 
Astibchos,  Ajax,  fcc— but  Mount  Ida  is  still  in 
^gk  trathcT.  though  the  shepherds  are  now-a-days 
Brt  asacfa  like  Ganymede.  But  why  shoukl  1  say 
■sie  of  th««e  things?  are  they  not  written  in  the 
Bekt  €i  G<Uf  and  has  not  H.  got  a  journal!  I  keep 
soaet  as  I  have  renounced  scribbling. 

^I see  not  much  difference  between  oursetves  and 
ike  Turks,  save  that  we  have  *  *,  and  th^  have 
■one — that  they  have  long  dresses,  and  we  short, 
ad  thai  we  talk  much,  and  they  little.  *  *  *  *  * 
IWy  sie  senable  people.  Ali  Pacha  told  me  he 
was  sore  I  was  a  man  of  rank,  because  I  had  matt 
em*  and  hmnds,  and  airting  hair.  By  the  by,  I 
speak  ^be  Rooiaic,  or  modem  Greek,  tolerably.  It 
does  not  differ  from  the  ancient  dialects  so  much  as 
yoo  wo^  ooooeive;  but  the  pronunciation  is  dia- 
■etiicaly  opposite.  Of  verse,  except  in  rhyme,  they 
have  no  idea. 

"I  ike  the  Greeks,  who  are  pkusible  rascals,— 
withal  the  Turkish  vices,  without  their  courage, 
some  are  brave,  and  all  are  beautiful, 
resembUng  the  busts  of  Akibiades : — the 
not  quite  so  handsome.  I  can  swear  in 
Turkish ;  bat,  except  one  horrible  oeith,  and  '  pimp,' 
and  '  bread,'  afld  '  water,*  J  have  got  no  great  vo- 
cabuiary  ia  that  language.  They  are  extremely  po- 
Eie  10  strangers  of  any  rank,  properiy  protected ;  and 
as  1  have  two  serrants  and  two  soldiers,  we  get  on 
with  great  ^dat.  We  have  been  occasionally  in 
danger  of  thieves,  and  onoe  of  shipwreck, — bnt 
sHb^v  escaped. 

**  At  Malta  I  fell  in  feve  with  a  married  woman, 
and  challenged  an  aide-de-camp  of  General  *  *  (a 
rade  feflow,  who  grinned  at  somethmg,— I  never 
ri|^t!y  knew  what) — ^but  he  explained  and  apolo- 
gised, and  the  lady  embarked  for  Cadiz,  and  so  I 
eaeaped  murder  and  orim.  con.  Of  Spain  I  sent 
ssne  aoooont  to  our  Hodgson,  but  have  subsequently 
written  to  no  one,  save  notes  to  relations  and  kwyers. 


to  keep  them  out  of  my  premises.  I  mean  to  give  up 
all  connexion,  on  my  return,  with  many  of  my  best 
friends— as  I  supposed  them — and  to  snari  all  my 
life.  But  I  hope  to  have  one  good-humoured  laugh 
with  you,  and  to  embrace  Dwyer,  and  pledge 
Hodgson,  before  I  conunence  cynicism. 

**TeU  Doctor  Butler  I  am  now  writing  with  the 
goki  pen  he  gave  me  before  I  lefit  Engfamd,  which  is 
the  reason  my  scrawl  is  more  unintelligible  than  usual 
I  have  been  at  Athens  and  seen  plenty  of  these  reeds 
for  scribbling,  some  of  which  he  refused  to  bestow 
upon  me,  because  topographic  GeU  had  brought  them 
from  Attica.  But  I  will  not  describe, — ^no, — ^you 
must  be  satirtied  with  simple  detail  till  my  return; 
and  then  we  will  unfold  the  flood-gates  of  colloquy. 
I  am  ina96-gunfregate,  goinguptofetchBob  Adair 
from  Constantinople,  who  will  have  the  honour  to 
cany  this  letter. 

**  And  so  H.'s  boke  is  out,  *  with  some  sentimenia] 
smg-song  of  my  own  to  flO  up, — and  how  does  it  take, 
ehr  and  where  the  devil  is  the  9nd  editioa  of  ray 
Satire,  with  additions?  and  my  name  on  the  title- 
page?  and  more  lines  tagged  to  the  end,  with  a  new 
exordium  and  what  not,  hot  from  my  anvil  before  I 
cleared  the  Channel?  The  Mediterranean  and  the 
Atlantic  roll  between  me  and  criticism ;  and  the  thun- 
ders of  the  Hyperborean  Review  are  deafened  by  the 
roar  of  the  Hellespont. 

^  Remember  me  to  Claridge,  if  not  transhited  to 
college,  and  present  to  Hodgson  assurances  of  my 
high  consideration.  Now,  you  wifl  ask,  what  shall 
I  do  next?  and  I  answer,  I  do  not  know.  I  may  re- 
turn in  a  few  months,  but  I  have  intents  and  prefects 
after  visiting  Constantinople. — ^Hobhouse,  however, 
will  probably  be  back  in  September. 

^  On  the  3d  of  July  we  have  left  Albion  one  year^ 
*  oblitus  meorum  obliviscendus  et  illis.'  I  was  sick 
of  my  own  country,  and  not  much  prepossessed  in 
fovour  of  any  other;  but  I  *  drag  on'  *  my  chain' 
without  '  lengthening  it  at  each  remove.'  I  am  like 
the  Jdly  Miller,  caring  for  nobody,  and  not  cared 
for.  All  countries  are  much  the  same  in  my  eyes. 
I  smoke,  and  stare  at  mountains,  and  twirl  my  mus- 
tachios  very  independently.  I  miss  no  comforts,  and 
the  mosquitoes  that  rack  the  morbid  frame  of  H. 
have,  luckily  fior  me,  little  effect  on  mine>  because  1 
live  more  temperately. 

^  I  omitted  EphMUS  in  my  catalogue,  which  I 
visited  during  my  sojourn  at  Smyrna;  but  the 
Temple  has  almost  perished,  and  St  Paul  need  not 
trouble  himself  to  epistolise  the  present  brood  of 
Ephesians,  who  have  converted  a  hurge  church  built 
entirely  of  marble  into  a  mosque,  and  1  don't  know 
that  the  edifice  kx>ks  the  worse  for  it. 

'*My  paper  is  full,  and  my  ink  ebbing— good 
afternoon  1  If  you  addiress  to  me  at  Blalla,  the  letter 
will  be  forwarded  wherever  I  may  be.  H.  greets  you; 
he  pines  for  his  poetry, — at  least,  some  t^ngs  of  it. 
I  almost  forgot  to  tell  you  that  I  am  dying  for  dove  of 
three  Greek  girls  at  Athens,  sisters.    I  lived  in  the 

*  The  Miscellany,  to  wtaieb  I  have  more  than  once  re- 
ferred. 

t  He  has  adopted  this  name  in  his  description  of  the 
Seraflio  in  Don  Joan,  Canto  IV.  It  was.  if  I  recolleet 
right,  hi  DMUng  lore  to  one  of  these  girls  that  he  had  re- 
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th«  uiBtt  of  thete  dirimtiet,— all  of  tfaem  qnder  15. 

**  Your  TlMrifVOTATAf  ^vXof, 

«*llYTlON.*» 

LETTER  XLIIL 

TO  MR  n>DO«0N. 

•teliette  ft^ate,  in  Cbe  DvdttallM, 
off  Abydof.  May  5th,  UIO. 

'^  I  am  on  nyr  way  to  ConrtantiBople,  after  a  tour 
through  Greece,  Epinu,  etc.,  and  part  of  Ana  Minor, 
some  particulars  of  which  I  hare  Just  communicated 
toourfnendandhost,H.  Druiy.  With  these,  then, 
I shaD  not  trouble  you;  but,  as  you  w31  perhaps  be 
pleased  to  hear  that  I  am  well,  etc.,  I  take  the  op- 
portunity of  our  ambassador's  return  to  forward  the 
few  lines  I  hare  time  to  dispatch.  We  hare  under- 
gone some  incooreniences,  and  incurred  partial 
perils,  but  no  erents  worthy  of  communication,  un- 
less you  wiD  deem  it  one  that  two  days  ago  I  swam 
ftom  Sestos  lo  Abydos.  This,— with  a  few  alarms 
from  robbers,  and  some  danger  of  shipwreck  in  a 
Turidsh  galliot  six  months  ago,  a  visit  to  a  Pftcha, 
a  passion  for  a  married  woman  at  Malta,  a  challenge 
to  an  olBcer,  attachment  to  three  Greek  giris  at 
Athens,  with  a  great  deal  of  buflbooeiy  and  fine  pros- 
pects,—form  an  that  has  distinguished  my  progress, 
sinoe  my  departure  from  Spain. 

**  H.  rhyines  and  Journalizes ;  I  stare  and  do  nothing 
—uidess  smoking  can  be  deemed  an  active  amusement. 
The  Turks  take  too  much  care  of  their  women  to 
permit  them  to  be  scrutinised ;  but  I  haTO  lived  a 
good  deal  with  the  Greeks,  whose  modem  dialect  I 
can  converse  in  enough  for  my  purposes.  With  the 
Turks  I  have  also  some  male  acquaintances— female 
society  is  out  of  the  question.  I  have  been  very 
weQ  treated  by  the  Padias  and  Governors,  and  have 
no  oomplaint  lo  make  of  any  kind.  Hobhouse  will 
one  day  inform  you  of  all  our  adventures, — ^were  I 
to  attempt  the  recital,  neither  my  paper  nor  fotar 
patience  would  hoM  out  during  the  operation. 

**  Nobody,  save  yourself,  has  written  to  me  since  I 
left  England;  but  indeed  I  did  not  requestit  I  ex- 
cept my  relations,  who  vrrite  quite  as  often  as  I  wish. 
Of  Hobhottse's  volume  I  know  nothing,  except  that 
it  is  out ;  and  of  my  dd  edition  I  do  not  even  know 
tiuU,  and  oertainly  do  not,  at  this  distance,  interest 
myself  in  the  matter.  *  *  *  *  I  hope  you  and  Bland 
roll  down  the  stream  of  sale  with  rapidity. 

*'Of  my  return  I  cannot  positively  speak,  but 
think  it  probable  Hobhouse  wiD  precede  me  in  that 
respect.  We  have  been  very  nearly  one  year 
abroad.  I  skoiild  wish  to  gase  away  anothor,  at 
least,  inthcae  ever-green  cbmates ;  but  I  fear  busi- 
ness, law  business,  the  worst  of  empkiyments,  w31 
recall  me  previous  to  that  period,  if  not  vei7  quickly. 
If  so,  you  shall  have  due  notioe. 


to  an  act  of  eoartdiip  often  iiractiMd  to  thai  country, 
riy,  glrlng  hinaelf  a  woond  acron  the  breaat  with 
his  dagger.  The  jroang  Athenian,  by  hi«  own  acconnt, 
lookad  on  very  coolly  daring  the  operation,  coniidering 
Uaflt  tribate  to  her  beaaty.  bat  to  no  degree  aMved  to 
gratitade. 


**  I  nope  you  will  find  me  an  altered  personage, — I 
do  not  mean  in  body,  but  m  manner,  for  I  hepa  to 
find  out  that  nothing  but  virtue  will  do  to  this  d-d 
wofM.  I  am  tolerably  sick  of  vice,  which  I  have  tried 
in  its  agreeable  varieties,  and  mean,  on  my  return,  to 
cut  all  my  dissolute  acquaintance,  leave  off  wine  and 
carnal  company,  and  betake  myself  to  politics  and 
decorum.  -1  am  very  serious  and  cynical,  and  a  good 
deal  disposed  to  moralize}  but,  fortunate  for  you, 
the  coming  homily  is  cut  off  by  defoult  of  pen  and 
defection  of  paper. 

*'Good  morrow!  If  youwrite,  address  to  me  at 
Malta,  whence  your  letters  will  be  forwarded.  You 
need  not  remember  me  to  any  bodyi  but  bdieve  me 
yours  with  all  faith, 

••Byewi.'' 

FVom  Constantinople,  where  he  arrived  on  the  14th 
of  May,  he  addressed  four  or  five  letters  to  Mrs  Byron, 
in  almost  every  one  of  which  his  achievement  in 
swimming  across  the  HeUespoot  is  commemorated. 
The  exceeding  pride,  indeed,  which  he  took  in  this 
dassio  feat  (the  particulars  of  whidi  he  has  himsetf 
abundantly  detailed),  may  be  cited  among  the  in- 
stances of  that  boyishness  of  character,  whii^  he  car- 
ried with  him  so  remaikab^  into  his  maturer  yean, 
and  which,  while  it  puzzled  distant  observers  of  his 
conduct,  was  not  among  the  least  amunig  or  attach- 
ing of  his  peculiarities  to  those  who  knew  him  inti- 
mately. So  late  as  eleven  years  from  this  period, 
when  some  sceptical  traveller  ventured  to  question, 
after  aO,  the  practicability  of  Leander's  exploit.  Lord 
Byron,  with  that  Jealousy  on  the  subject  of  his  own 
personal  prowess  which  he  retained  from  boyhood, 
entered  again,  with  fresh  zeal,  into  the  discussion, 
and  brought  forward  two  or  three  other  instanoes  oJi 
his  own  feats  m  swimming,*  to  corroborate  the  state- 
ment originally  made  by  him. 

In  one  of  these  letters  to  his  mother  from  Oonslan- 
timqple,  dated  May  24th,  after  referring,  as  usual,  to 
his  notable  expk>it,  **  in  humble  imitation  of  Lfeander, 
of  amorous  memory,  though,"  he  adds,  *<  I  had  no 
Hero  to  receive  me  on  the  other  side  of  the  Helles- 
pont,"  he  contmues  thtis: — 

**  When  our  ambassador  takes  his  leave,  I  shall 
accompany  him  to  see  the  sultan,  and  afterwards 
probably  return  to  Greece.  1  have  heard  nothing  of 
Mr  Haiuon,  but  one  remittance,  without  any  letter 
friom  that  legal  gentleman.  If  you  have  occasion  for 
any  pecuniary  supply,  pray  use  my  funds  as  &r  as 
they  go,  without  reserve ;  and,  lest  this  should  not  be 
enough,  in  my  next  to  Mr  Hanson  I  will  direct  him  to 
advance  any  sum  you  may  want,  leaving  it  to  your 

*  Among  others,  be  mentions  hia  passage  of  the  Ti«at 
to  18B9,  whkh  is  thos  described  by  Mr  Hobhoose:—*]!; 
companion  liad  bdbre  made  a  nore  perilou,  bstf  less 
cclclmited,  passage ;  for  I  recollect  that,  when  we  were  to 
PorCogal,  he  swan  f^aas  old  Lisbon  to  Beleas  Castle,  aad 
baring  to  contend  with  a  tide  and  coanter  carrent,  the 
wind  blowing  freshly,  was  bat  Uttle  less  than  two  hoars  ia 
crossing  the  rhrer.*  In  swiwwiag  from  Sesloa  to  Ahvdas. 
he  was  one  boor  and  ion  atootes  to  the  water. 

In  the  year  18QB,  he  had  been  nearlj  drowned,  white 
swimming  at  Brighton  with  Mr  L.  Stanhope.  His  fHead. 
Mr  HoUioase.  and  other  bjitanders,  sent  to  some  boatmca . 
with  ropes  tied  roand  them,  who  at  last  saccasded  to  lag- 
ging Lord  Byron  and  Mr  Stanhope  Aram  the  i«f,  aad  tlMS 
saved  their  lires. 
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fetretiwi  how  much,  in  the  present  state  of  ny  af- 
hn,joa  may  think  proper  to  require.  I  hate  already 
im  the  Boet  intereating  parte  of  Turkey  m  Europe 
md  Am  Minor,  but  thall  not  proceed  further  till  I 
kev  from  England:  in  the  mean  time  I  shall  expect 
-—■ firr*^'  aspplies,  according  to  circumstances;  and 
ihsl  paaa  aqr  suvuner  amongst  my  friends^  the  Greeks 
rfAeMoree.** 

He  then  adds,  with  his  usual  kind  solidtude  about 
kii  frroarite  aervaats: — 

**  Pray  take  care  of  my  boy  Robert,  and  the  old 
■u  If  unrnj.  It  is  fortunate  they  returned ;  neither 
ikeyoath  of  the  one,  nor  the  age  of  the  other,  woukl 
kate  suited  the  diai^ses  of  climate  and  fatigue  of  tra- 

LETTER  XLIV. 

TO  m  HDCST  DRUBT. 


mh.l810. 

**  TViash  I  wrote  to  you  so  recently,  I  break  in 
qwa  yea  again  to  congtatolate  you  on  a  diild  being 
harm,  as  a  letter  firom  Hodgson  apprises  roe  of  that 
event,  ia  wfakh  I  rejoice. 

**  I  am  just  come  from  an  expedition  through  the 
Bosphoms  to  the  Black  Sea  and  the  Cyanean  Sym- 
fim^^Amm^  op  which  kst  I  scrambled  at  as  great  a 
ink  as  ever  the  Argonauts  escaped  in  their  hoy.  You 
■csM^hcr  the  beginning  of  the  nmfse's  dole  in  the 
IMca,  of  which  I  beg  you  to  take  the  foUowing 
ttnriatioa,  done  on  the  summit. 


Ok  tow  I  wish  fhst  aaeiBharffo 

Hid  kept  in  port  the  xood  ahip  Arro ! 
Wke,  man  oalMUkchli  ttom  Ovecisn  decks, 
■id  aerer  pMi'd  tiw  Asara  rocks : 
BM  a9«r  I  few  ber  tri p  will  be  a 
Baaa'd  tsilsrn  for  mj  Mbi  Medea,  flee,  ftc 

As  it  Tffy  aeaily  was  to  me : — ^for,  haiTnot  this  fOb- 
fime  passage  been  in  my  head,  I  should  ncTcr  haTe 
dreaased  of  ascmding  the  said  rocks,  and  bruising 
■f  carcass  sa  honour  of  the  anciente. 

**  I  have  now  sat  on  the  Qyaneans,  swam  from 
Scsios  to  Ahydos  (as  I  trumpeted  in  my  last),  and, 
after  psssiag  through  the  Mores  again,  shall  set  sail 
for  Saaia  Maara,  and  ton  myself  from  the  Leuca- 
diaa  proamatory — Wirviiiug  which  operation,  I  shall 
prohab^  rejoin  you  in  En^buid.  H.,  who  wfll  deUter 
ihM,  is  bound  straight  for  these  parte;  and,  as  he  is 
burstiiig  with  his  trarels,  I  shaD  not  anticipate  his 
aarrathes,  hut  merely  beg  you  not  to  beliere  one 
wsrd  he  ss^,  but  resenre  your  ear  for  me,  if  you 
bate  aoy  desire  to  be  acquainted  with  the  truth.  *  *  * 

*  I  am  bound  for  Athens  once  more,  and  thence  to 
IheMoraa;  but  my  stay  depends  so  much  on  my  ca- 
price, that  I  can  ny  nothing  of  ite  probable  duration. 
I  have  been  out  a  year  ahready,  and  may  stay  an- 
swer; but  I  am  quicksflrer  and  my  nothing  posi- 
tifdy.  WeareallTery  much  occupied  doing  nothing  at 
pRseaL  We  hare  seen  ereiy  thing  but  the  mosques, 
akkh  weare  to  new  with  a  firman  on  Tuesday  next. 
Bat  of  these  and  other  sundries  let  H.  relate,  with 
dm  promo,  that  /am  to  be  referred  to  for  authenti. 
atj;  and  I  beg  leave  to  contradict  all  those  things 
whereon  be  lays  particuhir  stren.  But,  if  he  soars, 
at  aiqr  time,  into  wit,  I  give  you  leave  to  applaud, 
bemase  that  is  neeessarily  stolen  from  his  feUow-pil- 


grim.  TeD  Davies  that  H.  has  made  exoeBeat  use 
of  his  best  jokm  m  many  of  his  nu^lesliy's  ships  of  war ; 
but  add,  also,  that  I  always  took  care  to  restore  them 
to  the  right  owner;  m  eoasequeaoe  of  which  he 
(Davies)  is  no  lem  famous  by  vrator  than  by  hmd, 
and  reigns  unrivalled  in  the  cabin,  as  m  the  *Coooa 
Tree.' 

"  And  Hodgson  has  been  publishmg  more  poe^ 
—I  wish  he  wouU  send  me  his  *  Sir  Edgar'  and 
*  Bhmd's  Aathoktgy'  to  Malta,  where  they  will  be 
forwarded.  In  my  last,  which  Lhope  you  received, 
I  gave  an  outline  of  theground  we  have  covered.  If 
you  have  not  been  overtaken  by  this  dispatch,  H.'s 
tongue  is  at  your  service.  Renumber  me  to  Dwyer, 
who  owes  me  eleven  guineas.  Tell  him  to  put  them 
in  my  banker's  hands  at  Gibraltar  or  Constantinople. 
I  believe  he  paid  them  onoe,  but  that  goes  for  nothing, 
as  it  vras  an  annuity. 

"  I  wish  you  would  write.  I  have  heard  from 
Hodgson  frequently.  Maha  is  my  post^rfBce.  I  mean 
to  be  with  you  by  next  Montem.  You  remember  the 
bst,— I  hope  for  such  another;  but,  after  having 
swam  acTOM  the  '  broad  HeIles|>ont,'  I  disdain  Dat- 
chett.*  Good  afternoon  1  I  am  yours,  very  sincerely, 

«  Btson.'* 

About  ten  days  afler  the  date  of  this  letter  we  find 
another,  addressed  to  Mrs  Qyron,  vrhich—with  much 
that  is  merely  a  repetition  of  whit  he  had  detailed  in 
fbnner  communications— contains  also  a  good  deal 
worthy  of  being  extracted. 

LETTER  XLV. 

TO  MBS  STSON. 
"  DBAE  MOnHBR, 

*' Mr  Hobhouse,  whovrill  forward  or  deliver  this, 
aad  is  on  his  return  to  England,  can  inform  yeu  of 
our  different  movemente,  but  I  am  very  unoertain  as 
to  my  own  return.  He  vriO  probably  be  down  in 
NoCte.,  some  time  or  other;  but  Fletcher,  whom  I 
send  back  as  an  incumbrance  (English  servaate  are 
sad  travttllen),  vrill  supply  his  place  in  the  interim, 
and  describe  our  travels,  which  have  been  tolerably 
extensive. 


**  I  remember  Mahmout  Pacha,  the  grandson  of 
Ali  Pacha,  at  Yanma  (a  little  feUow  of  ten  years  of 
age,  vrith  hurge  Uack  eyes,  which  our  ladies  woukl 
purchase  at  any  price,  and  those  reguhtr  features 
which  distinguish  the  Turks),  asked  me  how  I  came 
to  travel  so  young,  vrithout  any  body  to  take  care  of 
me.  This  question  vras  put  by  the  little  man  vrith  all 
the  gravity  of  threescore.  I  cannot  now  write  co- 
piously; I  have  only  time  to  tell  you  that  I  have 
passed  many  a  Catiguii^,  but  never  a  tedknis  mo- 
ment; and  that  aQ  I  am  afraid  of  is,  that  Isball  con- 
tract a  gip^-like  vrandering  disposition,  which  vriU 
make  home  tiresome  to  me :  this,  I  am  told,  is  veiy 

*  AnadtaDf  to  Us  hsvinf  swub  across  the  ThssMt  with 
Mr  H.  Dmry,  after  the  Montew,  to  tee  how  many  times 
thej  cooki  porfonn  the  pauafe  hockwanlt  and  forwards 
without  toaehiBK  tend.  In  this  trial  (which  took  plaee  at 
nicht,  after  mpper.  when  both  were  heated  with  drinUngi 
Lord  Byron  was  the 
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oommoii  with  men  m  the  habit  of  peregrinatioD,  and, 

mdeed,  I  feel  it  m.    On  the  third  of  Blay,  I  swam 

from  8esto$  to  Abydat,  You  know  the  stoiy  of  Lean- 

der,  but  I  had  no  Hero  to  receiTe  me  at  landing. 
*  *  «  «  « 

'*  I  have  been  in  all  the  principal  mosques  by  the 

virtue  of  a  firman :  this  is  a  fieivour  rarely  permitted 

to  infidels,  but  the  ambassador's  departure  obtained 

it  for  us.    I  have  been  up  the  Bosphorus  into  the 

Black  Sea,  round  the  walls  of  the  city,  and,  indeed,  I 

know  more  of  it  by  sight  than  I  do  of  London.  I  hope 

to  amuse  you  some  winter's  evening  with  the  details, 

but  at  present  you  must  excuse  me ; — I  am  not  able 

to  write  kuig  letters  in  June.    I  return  to  spend  my 

summer  in  Greece. 

***** 

"  F.  is  a  poor  creature,  and  requires  comforts  that 
I  can  dispense  with.  He  is  veiy  sick  of  his  travels, 
but  you  must  not  believe  his  account  of  the  countiy. 
He  sighs  for  ale,  and  idleness,  and  a  wife,  and  the 
devil  knows  what  besides.  I  have  not  been  disap- 
pointed or  disgusted.  I  have  lived  with  the  highest 
and  the  lowest  I  have  been  for  days  in  a  Pacha's 
palace,  and  have  passed  many  a  night  in  a  cow- 
bouse,  and  I  find  the  people  inoffensive  and  kind.  I 
have  also  passed  some  time  with  the  principal  Greeks 
in  the  Morea  and  Livadia,  and,  though  inferior  to  the 
Turks,  they  are  better  than  the  Spaniards,  who,  in 
their  turn,  excel  the  Portuguese.  Of  Constantinople 
you  win  find  many  descriptions  in  different  travds; 
but  Lady  Wortley  errs  strangely  when  she  says  *  St 
Paul's  would  cut  a  strange  figiwe  by  St  Sophia's.'  I 
have  been  in  both,  surveyed  ikem  inside  and  out  at- 
tentively. St  Sophia's  is  undoubtedly  the  most  in- 
teresting from  its  immense  antiquity^  and  the  circum- 
stance of  all  the  Greek  emperors,  from  Justinian, 
having  been  crowned  there,  and  several  murdered  at 
the  altar,  besides  the  Turkish  sultans  who  attend  it 
regularly.  But  it  is  inferior  in  beauty  and  size  to 
some  of  the  mosques,  particularly  *  Soleyman,'  &c^ 
and  not  to  be  mentioned  in  the  same  page  with  St 
Paul's  (I  speak  like  a  Cockney),  However,  I  prefer 
the  Gothic  cathedral  of  Seville  to  St  Paul's,  St  So- 
phia's, and  any  religious  building  I  have  ever  seen. 

**  The  walls  of  the  Seraglio  are  like  the  waDs  of 
Newstead  gardens,  ooly  higher,  and  much  in  the 
same  order;  but  the  ride  by  the  waOs  of  the  city,  oo 
the  buid  side,  is  beautiful.  Imagine  four  miles  of 
immense  triple  battlements,  covered  with  ivy,  sur- 
mounted with  318  towers,  and,  on  the  other  side  of 
the  road,  Turkish  burying-grounds  (the  loveliest 
spots  on  earth),  fuD  of  enormous  cypresses.  I  have 
seen  the  ruins  of  Athens,  of  Ephesus,  and  Delphi. 
I  have  traversed  great  part  of  Tuiikey,  and  many 
other  paru  of  Europe,  and  some  of  Asia ;  but  I  never 
beheld  a  work  of  nature  or  art  which  yielded  an 
impression  hke  the  prospect  on  each  side  from  the 
Seven  towen  to  the  end  of  the  Golden  Horn. 

**  Now  for  England.  I  am  glad  to  hear  of  the 
progress  of  *  English  Bards,'  etc^of  course,  you 
observed  I  have  made  great  additions  to  the  new 
edition.  Have  you  received  my  picture  from  Sanders, 
VigO'lane,  London?  It  was  finished  and  paid  for 
long  before  I  left  Engbmd :  pray,  send  for  it.  You 
seem  to  be  a  mighty  f«ader  of  magasnes :  where  do 


you  pick  up  all  this  inteOigence,  quotations,  etc  etc.  ? 
"Though  I  was  happy  to  obtain  my  seat  without  the 
assistance  of  Lord  Carlisle,  I  had  no  measures  to 
keep  with  a  man  who  declined  interfering  as  my 
rehuion  on  that  occasion,  and  I  have  done  with  him, 
though  I  regret  distressing  Mrs  Leigh,  poor  thing  I — 
I  hope  she  is  happy. 

**  It  is  my  opinion  that  Mr  B  *  *  ought  to  marry 
Miss  R  *  *.  Our  first  duly  is  not  to  do  evil;  but, 
alas !  that  is  impossible :  our  next  is  to  repair  it,  if 
in  our  power.  The  giri  is  his  equal :  if  she  were  his 
inferior,  a  sum  of  money  and  provision  for  the  child 
would  be  some,  though  a  poor  compensation :  as  it 
is,  he  should  many  her.  I  will  have  no  gay  deceivers 
on  my  estate,  and  I  shall  not  aUow  my  tenants  a 
privilege  I  do  not  permit  myself,  that  of  debauching 
each  other's  daughters.  God  knows,  I  have  been 
guilty  of  mauy  excesses ;  but,  as  I  have  laid  down  a 
resolution  to  reform,  and  lately  kept  it,  I  expect  this 
Lothario  to  follow  the  example,  and  begin  bj  re- 
storing this  girl  to  society,  or,  by  the  bMurd  of  my 
father!  he  shall  hear  of  it.  Pray  teke  some  notice  of 
Robert,  who  will  miss  his  master:  poor  Ixqr,  he  was 
very  unwilling  to  return.  I  trust  you  are  well  and 
happy.  It  will  be  a  pleasure  to  hear  from  you. 
«  Believe  me  youn  very  sincerely, 

"BYBWf. 

^^  P.  8.->How  is  Joe  Murray  P 

**  P.  S.— I  open  my  letter  again  to  tell  you,  Chat 
FVtcher  having  petitioned  to  accompany  me  into  the 
Morea,  I  have  taken  him  with  me,  oonlraiy  to  the 
intention  expressed  in  my  letter." 

The  reader  has  not,  I  trust,  pasae^  oarelesaly  over 
the  latter  part  of  this  letter.  There  is  a  healthfulness 
in  the  morel  feeling  so  unaffectedly  expressed  in  it, 
which  seems  to  answer  for  a  heart  sound  at  the  core, 
however  passion  might  have  scorched  it.  Some 
years  after,  when  he  had  become  more  confirmed  in 
that  artificial  tone  of  banter,  in  which  it  was,  un- 
luckily, his  habit  to  speak  of  his  own  good  feelings, 
as  wen  as  of  those  of  others,  however  capable  he 
might  stin  have  beep  of  the  same  amiable  sentiments, 
I  question  much  whether  the  perverse  fear  of  being 
thought  desirous  to  pass  for  moral  would  not  have 
prevented  him  firom  thus  naturaUy  and  honestly 
avowing  them. 

The  foUowing  extract  from  a  communication  ad- 
dressed to  a  distinguished  monthly  work,  by  a  tra- 
veUer  who,  at  this  period,  happened  to  meet  with 
Lord  Byron  at  Constantinople,  bean  suflldently  the 
features  of  authenticity  to  be  presented,  without  hesi- 
tation, to  my  readers. 

**  We  were  interrupted  in  our  debate  by  the  en- 
trance of  a  stranger,  whom,  on  the  first  glance^  I 
guessed  to  be  an  Englishman  but  lately  arrived  at 
Constantinople.  He  wore  a  scarlet  coat,  richly  em- 
broidered with  gold,  in  the  style  of  an  English  aide- 
de-camp's  dress-uniform,  with  two  heavy  epaulettes. 
His  countenance  announced  him  to  be  about  the  age 
of  two-and-twenty.  His  features  were  remarkal^y 
delicate,  and  would  have  given  him  a  feminine  ap- 
pearance, but  for  the  manly  expression  of  his  fine 
blue  eyes.  On  entering  the  inner  shop,  he  took  off 
his  feathered  cocked-hat,  and  showed  a  bead  of  outj 
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hair,  winch  improred  in  no  mall  degree  the 
MBOBmioobeautjofhts&ee.  The  impretnon  which 
Ui  whole  appe«nnoe  made  on  my  mind  was  mich, 
ilai  k  hma  erer  mace  remained  deeply  engraren  on 
it;  aad  altlioiigfa  fifteen  yean  have  since  gone  by,  the 
hpaeof  tiaie  has  not  in  the  slightest  degree  impaired 
ihe  firahoeas  of  the  recoDectioo.    He  was  attended 
bf  a  fiiniawiy  attached  to  the  English  embassy,  and 
fay  a  penon  who  profiessionany  actedas  a  Cicerone 
to  strangers.     These  drcumstances,  together  with  a 
voy  visible  laaiefliess  moneof  his  legs,  convinced  me 
at  oaee  be  was  Lord  Byron.    I  had  already  heard  of 
ka  haiiship,  and  of  his  bUe  arrival  in  the  Saketto 
hip^  vrhiefa  had  come  up  from  the  Smyrna  station, 
to  iieidh    awray  Bfr  Adair,  our  ambasndor  to  the 
Parte.  Lord  J^yron  had  been  previously  travelling  in 
^iras  and  Asia  BCnor  vrith  his  friend  Mr  Hobbtfose, 
sad  had  beoome  a  great  amateur  of  smoking ;  be  was 
~  to  this  shop  for  the  purpose  of  purehastng 
a  lew  pipeo.     Tlie  indifierent  Italian,  in  which  lan- 
gosge  be  qpoke  to  his  Cicerone,  and  the  latter's  still 
awe.  inpo-fect  Torkisb,  made  it  difficult  for  the 
Aopkeeper  to  understand  their  Irishes,  and  as  this 
■eemed  to  Tex  the  stranger,  I  addressed  him  in 
EBg&^  fifienng  to  interpret  for  him.    When  \m 
lsfdibq>  thua  discovered  me  to  be  an  Englnhman,  he 
ikssk  me  eoidiaUy  by  the  hand,  and  assured  me, 
wannth  in  his  manner,  that  he  always  felt 
1  he  met  with  a  countryman 
Hia  purchase  and  my  bargain  bemg  com- 
pleicdy  vre  walked  out  together,  and  rambled  about 
Ae  streeta,  in  Beveral  of  which  I  had  the  pleasure  of 
^Rcting  hia  attention  to  some  of  the  most  remarkable 
fwiiisilii  s  in  Constantinople.    The  peculiar  droum- 
Maaoes  under  which  otir  acquaintance  took  pkoe 
ertabliabed  between  us,  in  one  day,  a  certain  degree 
of  mlima^,  which  two  or  three  years  frequenting 
ca^  •Iher's  company  in  Rnghnd  would  most  likely 
Bst  have  aoeompliahed.    I  frequently  addressed  him 
h§  his  aaoae,  but  he  did  not  think  of  inquiring  how  I 
eaaie  to  learn  it,  nor  of  asking  mine.    His  lordship 
had  net  yet  laid  the  foundation  of  that  literary  re- 
nown whacfa  he  afterwards  acquired;  on  the  contrary, 
be  was  oaly  known  as  the  author  of  his  Hours  of 
Idleness ;  and  the  severity  with  which  the  Edinburgh 
Reviewers  had  criticised  that  production  was  still 
fresh  m  eveiy  En^h  reader's  recollection.    I  could 
be  supposed  to  seek  his  acquaintance 
of  those  motives  of  vanity  which  have 
others  since :  but  it  was  natural 
after  our  accidental  rencontre,  and  all  that 
between  us  on  that  occasion,  I  should,  on 
hill  m  the  course  of  the  same  week  at  dinner 
at  ihe  Eagiaah  ambassador's,  have  requested  one  of 
the  seoctaries,  who  was  intimately  acquainted  vrith 
hmi,  to  BBtrodoce  me  to  him  in  regular  form.    His 
ksdahip  testified  his  perfect  recollection  of  me,  but 
ia  the  coldest  manner,  and  immediately  after  turned 
his  back  on  me.    This  unceremonious  proceeding, 
ktmiaf  a  striking  contrast  with  previous  oocur- 
renees.  had  something  so  strange  in  it,  that  I  was  at 
aless  how  to  account  for  it,  and  felt  at  the  same 
liste  nmch  diqiosed  to  entertain  a  less  fevourable 
sfiaion  of  his  lordship  than  his  apparent  frankness 
had  iaspired  me  vrith  at  our  first  meetmg.    It  was 
net,  therefore,  vrithoot  surpriM,  that,  some  days 


after,  I  saw  him  in  the  streets,  coming  up  to  me  with 
a  smile  of  goodniature  in  his  countenance.  He  ac- 
costed me  in  a  fruniliar  manner,  and  offering  me  his 
hand,  said, — *  I  am  an  enemy  to  English  etiquette, 
especially  out  of  Engknd;  and  I  always  make  my 
own  acquaintance  without  waiting  for  the  formality 
of  an  introduction.  If  you  have  nothing  to  do,  and 
are  <]ispo8ed  for  another  ramble,  I  shall  be  glad  of 
your  company.'  There  was  that  irresistible  attrac- 
tion in  his  manner,  of  which  those  who  have  had  the 
good  fortune  to  be  admitted  into  his  intinmcy,  can 
alone  have  felt  the  power  in  his  moments  of  good- 
humour;  and  I  readily  accepted  hia  proposal.  We 
visited  again  more  of  the  most  remarkable  curiosities 
of  the  capita],  a  description  of  which  would  here  be 
but  a  repetition  of  what  a  hundred  travellers  have 
already  detailed  vrith  the  utmost  minuteness  and 
ocoaracy;  but  his  ferdship  expressed  much  diaap- 
pointment  at  their  want  of  interest.  He  praised  the 
picturesque  beauties  of  the  town  itself,  and  its  sur- 
rounding scenery ;  and  seemed  of  opinion  that  nothing 
else  vras  worth  looking  at.  He  spoke  of  the  Turks 
in  a  manner  which  might  have  given  reason  to  sup- 
pose that  he  had  made  a  long  residence  among  them, 
and  ck)sed  his  observations  with  these  vrords:— 
*  The  Greeks  will,  sooner  or  kter,  rise  against  them; 
but  if  they  do  not  make  haste,  I  hope  Buonaparte 
win  come  and  drive  the  useless  rascals  away.' "  * 

During  his  stay  at  Constantinople,  the  English  mi- 
nister, Mr  Adair,  being  indisposed  the  greater  part 
of  die  time,  had  but  few  opp<Mrtunities  of  seeing  him. 
He,  however,  pressed  him,  vrith  much  hospitality,  to 
accept  a  lodging  at  the  English  palace,  wtich  Lord 
Byron,  preferring  the  freedom  of  his  homely  inn,  de- 
clined. At  the  audience  granted  to  the  ambasaador, 
on  his  taking  leave,  by  die  Sultan,  the  noble  poet 
attended,  in  the  train  of  Mr  Adair,— having  shown 
an  anxiety  as  to  the  place  he  was  to  hold  in  the  pro- 
cession, not  a  little  characteristic  of  his  jealous  pride 
of  rank.  In  vain  had  the  minister  assured  him  that 
no  partieubtf  station  could  be  allotted  to  bun ;— that 
the  Turks,  in  (heir  arrangements  for  the  ceremonial, 
considered  only  the  persons  connected  with  the  em- 
bassy, and  neither  attended  to,  or  acknowledged,  the 
pre(^ence  which  our  forms  assign  to  nobility.  Seeing 
the  young  peer  still  unconvinced  by  these  representa- 
tions, Mr  Adair  vras,  at  length,  obliged  to  refer  him 
to  an  authority,  considered  infallible  on  such  points 
of  etiquette,  the  old  Austrian  Internuncio, — on  con- 
sulting whom,  and  finding  his  opinions  agree  fully 
vrith  those  of  the  English  minister.  Lord  Byron  de- 
clared himself  perfectly  satisfied. 

On  the  14th  of  July  hk  feUow-tmvdIer  and  him- 
self took  their  departure  frtm  Constantinople  on 
board  the  Salsette  frigate,— Mr  Hobhouse  with  the 
intention  of  accompanying  the  ambassador  to  Engtend, 
and  Lord  Byron  with  the  resolution  of  visiting  hia 
beloved  Greece  again.  To  Mr  Adair  he  appeared 
at  thii  time  (and  I  find  that  Mr  Bruce,  who  met  him 
afterwards  at  Athens,  conceived  the  same  impression 
of  him),  to  be  labouring  under  great  dejection  of 
spirits.  One  circumstance  related  to  me,  as  having 
occurred  in  the  course  of  the  passage,  is  not  a  little 
striking.    PerceiviBg,  as  he  walked  the  deck,  a  small 
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jataghan,  or  Tuiluth  ckgger,  on  one  of  the  benches, 
he  took  it  up,  anaheathed  it,  and,  hatinf  stood  for  a 
few  moments  contemplating  the  blade,  was  heard  to 
say,  in  an  under  Toioe,  **  I  should  Uke  to  know  how 
a  person  feels,  after  eonmitting  a  mnrder  1**  In  this 
startling  speech  we  nay  detect,  I  think,  the  germ  of 
his  future  GKaours  and  Larss.  This  intense  tDtiA  to 
explore  the  daik  workings  of  the  passions  was  what, 
with  the  aid  of  imagination,  at  Iragth  generated  the 
power :  and  that  fttcuUy  which  entitled  him  after- 
wards to  be  so  truly  styled  *'  the  searcher  of  dark 
bosoms,**  may  be  traced  to,  perhaps,  its  earliest 
stirrings  in  the  sort  of  feeling  that  produced  these 
words. 

On  tfieir  approachmg  the  island  of  Zea,  he  ex- 
pressed a  wish  to  be  put  en  shore.  Accordingly, 
haTing  taken  leare  of  his  companion,  he  was  bmded 
upon  this  small  istond,  with  his  two  Albanians,  a 
Tartar,  and  one  English  serrant,  and  m  one  of  his 
manuscripts,  he  has  himself  described  die  proud, 
solitaiy  feeling  with  which  he  stood  to  sea  the  ship 
safl  swiftly  away— leaTlng  hkm,  there,  k  a  Isad  of 


A  few  days  after,  he  addressed  the  following  letter 
(o  Mrs  %ron  fttNn  Athens* 

LETTER  XLVI. 

TO  MRS  BYRON. 

•Athelit  jQly25,lSlO. 
**  DB4R  MOTOER, 

'*  I  hRTe  arriTcd  here  in  four  days  from  Constanli- 
Dople,  which  is  considered  as  singidar|y  quick,  paiti- 
cukr^y  for*the  season  of  the  year.  You  northern 
gentry  can  hare  no  conception  of  a  Greek  summer; 
which,  however,  is  a  perfect  frost  compared  with 
Malta  and  Gibraltar,  where  I  reposed  myself  in  the 
shade  kst  year,  after  a  gentle  gallop  of  four  hundred 
miles,  without  intermission,  through  Portugal  and 
Spain.  You  see,  by  my  dale,  that  I  am  at  Athens 
again  a  place  which  I  think  I  prefer,  upon  the 
whole,  to  any  I  have  seen.      *      *      * 

**  Mj  next  movement  is  to-moiTOw  into  the  Morea, 
where  I  shall  probably  remain  a  month  or  two,  and 
then  return  to  winter  here,  if  I  do  not  change  my 
phms,  which,  however,  are  veiy  variable,  as  you 
may  suppose;  but  none  of  them  verge  to  England,  t 

**  The  Marquis  of  Sligo,  my  old  C^w  collegian,  is 
here,  and  wishes  to  accompany  me  into  the  Morea. 
We  shall  go  together  for  that  purpose.  Lord  S.  vriU 
afterwards  pursue  his  way  lo  the  capital ;  and  Lord 
B.»  having  seen  aU  the  wonders  m  that  quarter,  vnll 
let  you  know  what  he  does  next,  of  which  at  present 
he  is  not  quite  certain.  Malta  is  mgr  perpetual  post- 
office,  from  vrhioh  my  letlen  are  foiwarded  to  all 
parts  of  the  habitable  gbbe :— by  the  by,  I  have 
now  been  in  Asia,  Africa,  and  the  east  of  Europe, 
and,  indeed,  made  the  most  of  my  time,  vrithout 
hurryiog  over  the  most  interesting  scenes  of  the  aa- 
dent  world.  P  *  ^  after  having  been  toasted,  and 
roasted,  and  baked,  and  grflled,  and  eaten  bf  all 
sorts  of  creeping  thkgs,  begias  lo  phikMophiae,  is 
grown  a  refined,  aaiMll  as  resigned  character,  and 
promises  at  his  return  to  become  an  ornament  to  his 
own  parish,  and  a  Teiy  prominent  person  in  the  fti- 


turo  family  ped«rse  of  the  F  *  *s,  who  I  lake  to  be 
Goths  by  their  accomplishments,  Greeks  ky  their 
acoteness,  and  ancient  Saxons  by  their  appetite. 
He(P  «  *)  begs  leave  to  send  half  a  doMtts^  to 
SaNy  his  spouse,  and  wonders  (though  I  do  not)  that 
his  iB-vrritten  and  vrone  spdt  letters  have  nerer 
come  to  hand;  as  for  that  matter,  there  is  no  great 
loss  in  either  of  onr  letters,  saving  and  except  that  I 
wish  you  to  know  we  are  weH,  and  vrarm  enoogh  it 
this  present  vrridng,  God  knows.  You  ansl  not 
expect  kng  letters  at  present,  for  they  are  written 
with  the  sweat  of  mj  brow,  I  assure  you.  It  ii 
rather  singuhr  that  Mr  H  *  *  has  not  written  a 
syllable  since  my  departure.  Your  letters  I  have 
mostly  received,  as  weD  as  others;  from  which  I  eoa- 
jecture  that  the  man  of  kw  is  either  angiy  or  \mf. 

**  I  trust  you  like  Newstead,  and  agree  wirii  jtm 
neighbotin;  but  yon  know  yon  are  a  gisen  ii not 
that  a  dutiful  appeOatkm  P  Pray,  take  eare  of  B17 
books,  and  aevml  boxes  of  papen  m  the  handi  of 
Joseph;  and  prey  leave  me  a  few  bottles  of  okan- 
pagne  to  drink,  for  I  am  very  thirsty ;— but  I  do  sot 
insist  on  the  kst  artick,  without  you  like  it.  I  sap- 
pose  you  have  your  house  full  of  aQy  women,  pratiBf 
soandakus  things.  Have  you  ever  received  my  pic- 
ture moil  from  Sanders,  London?  It  has  been  paid 
for  these  sixteen  months :  why  do  you  not  get  it  f 
My  suite,  emisistaig  of  two  Turks,  two  Greeks,  a 
Luthenm,  and  the  nondescript,  Fletcher,  are  makiag 
80  mich  noise  that  I  am*  glad  to  sign  myself 
•*  Yours,  &C.  &c. 

*'  Byron." 

A  day  or  two  after  the  date  of  this  letter,  he  left 
Athens  k  company  with  the  Marquis  of  Sl«o. 
Having  tnveDed  together  as  far  as  Coikth,  tkey 
fiom  tfience  branched  off  m  diflRerent  directiom,' 
Lord  Sligo  to  pay  a  virit  to  the  oapitol  of  the  Mors, 
and  Lord  Qyron  to  proceed  to  Pa^,  where  he  had 
aome  busineas,  as  vrill  be  seen  by  the  foDowiag  letter, 
with  the  English  consul,  Mr  Strand. 

LETTER  XLVU. 


TO  MRa  BYRON. 


"Fatras.Jalyaf.lSM. 


**  In  four  days  from  Constaatinopk,  vrith  a  fevoa^ 
able  wmd,  I  arrived  m  the  frigate  at  the  iekiid  of 
Ceos,  from  whence  I  took  a  boat  to  Athens,  where 
I  m^  my  friend  the  Bfarquis  of  SUgo,  who  expremed 
a  wish  to  proceed  vrith  me  aa  fttr  as  Cornth.  At 
Cormth  we  separated,  he  for  THpoKtn,  I  for  Platrtf , 
where  I  had  some  business  vrith  the  consol,  Mr 
Strand,  m  vrhose  house  I  now  write.  He  has  ren- 
dered me  every  service  m  hk  power  sinoe  I  quitted 
Malta  on  my  way  to  Oonstantmopk,  whence  I  haie 
vrritten  to  you  twice  or  thrice.  In  a  few  days  I  vint 
the  Pacha  at  Tripolitu,  make  the  tour  of  the  Morea, 
and  return  agak  to  Athens,  which  at  present  ii  wj 
head<iuarten.  The  heat  k  at  present  intense,  h 
Eogknd,  if  it  reaches  98",  you  are  all  on  fire;  the 
other  day,  m  travelling  between  Athens  and  Megafs* 
the  thermometer  was  at  IX* !  I  YetlfiKlnoisooa- 
venience ;  of  eourse  I  am  modi  btonsed,  but  I  fire 
temperately,  and  never  etijoyed  better  health. 
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I  left  Co— tantmople,  I  saw  tke  Sultan 
tmik  Ifr  Adair),  and  the  kterior  of  the  mooquet, 
Hmgs  whkk  rarely  btppea  to  timvcUen.  Mr  Hob- 
iMwiagDMe  to  Ba|^and:  I  aa  k  ao  luiny  to  re^ 
MB,  bat  have  no  paiticular  oomnranicatioBi  lor 
ymr  eovBliy,  except  aqr  evpriae  at  Mr  H  *  ^t 
diHe,  aad  wkj  dene  that  he  wiD  reont  regukr^jr. 
Iw&ffom  momm  anaageaent  haa  been  mads  with 
uppd  la  WyoadhaM  and  Rochdale.  Malta  it  agr 
or  to  Mr  Slnui^,  coamd-geoeral,  Pktraa, 
Yoa  ooaqpkm  of  mj  aleBoa— I  hare  written 
or  tkiKf  tiBiei  withk  the  kst  year :  never 
hM  Ana  twice  a  month,  aad  flAflB  mora.  If  vy  let^ 
m  daaot  arm«9yaa  BBSt  Bot  oonohide  that  we  are 
I  m  a  war,  or  a  pettilenoe,  or  &- 
yott  eradit  al^  reports,  which  I 
dwe  aaj  you  have  m  Notts.,  as  asuaL  I  aa  reiy 
■ore  or  leai  happy  thaa  I  usaally 
aa,  cxBopt  tliat  I  an  Teiy  ^ad  to  be  oaoe  oKMre 
ior  I  waa  aiok  of  agr  conpantoo,— not  that  he 
bad  oae,  bat  beeauw  aiy  aature  leads  me  to 
aad  that  ereiy  day  adds  to  tha  dispositaoB. 
Ml  chsae.  have  are  many  men  who  would  wish  to 
jas  ms  aaawaats  me  to  go  to  Egypt,  anather  to 
^■i,  ef  whfeh  1  have  eeea  enough.  Hie  greater 
fsfcef  Greaee  k  akeady  my  own,  so  that  I  shall 
mj  oU  ground,  and  look  upoa  ny  old 
I,  the  onJ^  aei|uaiBtanoea  I  erer 


1  have  a  toleiabfe  suite,  a  Ttftar,  two  Albanians, 
Fletcher;  bat  k  tha  countiy 
Adair  reoetfed  me  won- 
kdeed  I  have  no  compkkts  against 
sag  eas.  Hospitality  here  is  necesauy,  for  inns  are 
Mt.  I  have  Kvcd  kthe  houses  of  Oieeks,  Tuihs, 
faisBs,  mm!  FBglii'"  1— "-I-  —  '^  |>^t~^  to-morrow 
aaeow-homm;  thk  day  with  the  Pacha,  the  next 
aith  a  shepherd.  I  shal  continue  to  write  briery, 
bat  fitqnaatly,  aad  am  ^  to  hear  from  you ;  but 
yea  fl  year  ktten  with  things  from  the  papers,  as  if 
Bs^Ui  papesiweM  not  found  an  orer  the  world.  I 
hare  at  thk  mosaeat  a  doaea  be&ire  me.  Pny  take 
cape  af  aag  baoltB»  and  believe  me,  aiy  dear  mother. 


TW  greater  part  of  the  two  foOowiag  BMaths  he 
■Mddag  a  tour  of  the 
the  very  distkguahed  reeeptionhemet 
aiihhwaVetrPiseha,thea>Bof  Ah,  a  aaationed 
aift  maeh  pride,  k  more  than  one  of  his  letters. 

Ob  hk  letam  from  this  tour  to  Pttrss,  he  was 
aoMdwilh  a  it  of  ilDeH,the  paiticukri  of  whioh 
SB*  aintirsi  i  k  the  folowing  letter  to  Mr  Hodgson; 
aad  Aey  are*  k  asany  rsspeets,  so  simikr  to  those  of 
the  hst  klal  makdy,  with  which,  fonrteea  yeanaf- 
iiiaaidi,  ha  was  attacked,  k  nearly  the  same  spot, 
that,  Erciiy  as  the  account  is  written,  it  k  dificnk  to 
mad  M  wiAaat  mekacho^. 

•  ka  nil  apiB  thtAJierthwBsatywftaitoikgisf 

irGaftia.keasf»-^IrMtad  an  three CMp«lttn,Napoli. 
mi  jkimi)  IB  1810-11.  UMl  in  Ibe  coone  of  joameyiiic 
III  sail  the  ccaatry.  froa  ny  lint  arriral  in  1800,  croMed 
Ihefift—i  eight  tiaee  la iiqr  way  froai  Attice  to  the  Mow 
«Mr  the  annariae,  or  in  the  other  ilraetloa,  whai 
frva  (he  Oair«r  Athene  to  that  or  Upaato." 


LETTER  XLVIU. 


TO  ME  BODOSOIf . 


•FatMB,  Morea,  Octtfher  M,  NIO. 

*'As  I  have  Just  escaped  from  a  physician  and  a 
fever,  which  confined  me  five  days  to  bed,  you  won't 
expect  much  *  aBegressa'  k  the  ensuing  letter.  In 
tha  place  there  is  an  kdigenous  disteoiper,  which, 
when  the  wind  blows  from  the  Gulf  of  Cormth  (as  it 
does  five  months  out  of  six),  attacks  great  and  small, 
and  makes  woeful  work  with  visitors.  Here  be  also 
two  physicians,  one  of  whom  trusts  to  his  genius 
(never  having  studied) — the  other  to  a  campaign  of 
eighteen  months  against  the  sickof  Otranto,  wbidi  he 
made  k  hk  youth  with  great  effect. 

**  When  I  was  seised  with  my  dinorder,  I  protested 
against  both  these  assassins ; — but  what  can  a  help- 
lem,  feveridi,  toasted-and-watered  poor  wretch  do? 
In  spite  of  my  teeth  and  tongue,  the  Eoghsh  consul, 
waj  Tartar,  Albanians,  dragoman,  forced  a  physickn 
upon  me,  and  k  three  days  vomited  and  glystered  me 
to  the  last  gasp.  In  this  state  I  made  my  epitaph- 
take  it. 

YooCh,  Nature,  an4  rt«eatinff  Jove, 
To  keep  ay  lamp  <«  itroagly  etrove ; 
Bat^omaiielli  wae  lo  etoat, 
He  beat  an  three-and  blew  It  out. 


But  Nature  aad  Jove,  beiag  piqued  at  my  doubts, 
did,klact,at  kst,  beat  RomaneUi,  aad  here  lam, 
weD  but  weakly,  at  your  service. 

**  Skce  I  left  Ckmstantinople,  I  have  made  a  tour 
of  the  Morea,  and  visited  Vdy  Pacha,  who  paid  me 
great  honours  aad  gave  me  a  pretty  stallion.  H.  is 
doubtlem  k  Eagknd  before  evea  the  date  of  this  let- 
ter—he  bears  a  dispatch  from  me  to  you^  hardship. 
He  vrrites  to  me  from  Malta,  and  requests  ny  jour- 
nal, if  I  keep  one.  I  have  none,  or  he  should  have  it; 
but  I  have  replied,  k  a  eonsobtory  and  exhortatory 
epistk,  praying  him  to  abate  three  and  sixpence  k 
the  prioe  of  his  next  Boke,  seeing  that  half-a-gukea 
a  aprioe  not  to  be  given  for  aay  thing  save  an  opera 
tiiiket. 

**  As  for  England,  it  is  kng  sinoe  I  have  heard  from 
it.  Every  one  at  all  connected  with  my  concerns  is 
askep,  and  ^ou  are  my  only  correspondent,  agents 
excepted.  I  have  reaQy  no  firiends  k  the  world; 
though  all  my  oU  school-companions  are  gone  fbith 
kto  that  worM,  aad  walk  about  there  k  monstrous 
diiguiaes,  k  the  garb  of  guardsmen,  kwyers,  parsons, 
fine  gentlemeB,  and  such  other  masquerade  drmses. 
Sol  here  shake  hands  aad  cut  vrith  all  these  busy 
people,  none  of  whom  write  to  me.  Indeed,  I  asked 
it  not;— and  here  I  am,  a  poor  traveller,  and  hea- 
thenish phikaopber,  who  hath  perambulated  the 
greatest  part  of  the  Levant,  and  seen  a  great  quan- 
tity of  very  improvabk  land  and  s^,  and,  after  all, 
am  BO  better  than  when  I  set  out— Lord  help  me ! 

**  I  have  been  out  fifteen  months  this  very  day,  and 
I  believe  my  eoncems  wiD  draw  me  to  Engknd 
soon ;  but  of  this  I  wHl  apprise  you  regularly  from 
Malta.  On  all  pomts,  Hobhouse  will  kform  you,  if 
you  are  curious  as  to  Our  advadturea.  I  have  seen 
some  old  Englah  papers  up  to  the  Jftth  of  May.  Isee 
the  *  Lady  of  the  Lake*  advertised.    Of  courle  it  is 
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in  his  old  ballad  tftyle^  and  prettj.  After  aD,  Soott  is 
Uie  bestof  them.  The  end  of  all  scribblement  is  to 
amuse,  and  he  certainly  tucceeds  there.  I  long  to 
read  his  new  romance. 

'*  And  how  does  '  Sir  EdgarV  and  your  friend, 
Bland?  I  suppose  you  are  iuToWed  in  some  literary 
squabble.  The  on^  way  is  to  despise  all  brothen  of 
the  quill.  I  suppose  you  won*t  allow  me  to  be  an 
author;  but  I  contemn  you  aQ,  you  dogs ! — I  do. 

"  You  don't  know  D s,  do  you?   He  had  a 

farce  ready  for  the  stage  before  I  left  England,  and 
asked  me  for  a  prologue,  which  I  promised,  but  sailed 
in  such  a  hurry,  I  never  penned  a  couplet.  I  am 
afraid  to  ask  after  his  drama,  for  fear  it  should  be 
damned — Lord  forgive  me  for  using  such  a  word  1-^ 
but  the  pit,  sir,  you  know,  the  pit — they  will  do  those 
things,  in  spite  of  merit.  I  remember  this  &rce  from 
a  curious  circumstance.  When  Drury>Iane  was 
burnt  to  the  ground,  by  which  accident  Sheridan  and 
his  son  lost  the  few  remaining  shillings  they  were 
worth,  what  doth  my  friend  D— —  do  ?  Why,  before 
the  fire  was  out,  he  writes  a  note  to  Tom  Sheridan, 
the  manager  of  this  combustible  concern,  to  inquire 
whether  this  &rce  was  not  cooTerted  into  fuel,  with 
about  two  thousand  other  unactable  manuscripts, 
which  of  course  were  m  great  peril,  if  not  actually 
consumed.  Now,  was  not  this  chara^rtstic? — the 
ruling  passions  of  Pope  are  nothing  to  ir  Whilst  the 
poor  distracted  manager  was  bewailing  the  loss  of  a 
building  only  worth  tdOOfiOO,  together  with  some 
twenty  thousand  pounds  of  rags  and  tinsel  in  the  tir- 
ing rooms.  Blue-beard's  elephants,  and  all  Uiat— in 
comes  a  note  from  a  scorching  author,  requiring  at 
his  hands  two  acts  and  odd  scenes  of  a  fiunce !  1 

**  Dear  H.,  remind  Drury  that  I  am  his  well-wisher, 
and  let  Scrope  Daries  be  well  aifiected  towards  me.  I 
look  forward  to  meeting  you  at  Newstead,  and  re- 
newing our  old  champagne  erenings,  with  all  the  glee 
of  anticipation.  I  have  written  by  every  opportunity, 
and  expect  responses  as  regular  as  those  of  the  liturgy, 
and  somewhat  kmger.  As  it  is  impossible  for  a  man 
in  his  senses  to  hope  for  happy  days,  let  us  at  least 
look  forward  to  merry  ones,  which  come  nearest  to  the 
other  in  appearance,  if  not  in  reality ;  and  in  such  ex- 
peetatioiit  I  remain^  &c.'* 

He  was  a  good  deal  weakened  and  thinned  by  his 
ilhieas  atPMnw,  and,  on  his  return  to  Athens,  stand- 
ing one  day  before  a  kioking-glass,  he  said  to  Lord 
Sligo—*' How  pale  I  look  !■*!  should  like,  1  think,  to 
die  of  a  consumption.'* — ^Why  of  a  consumption?" 
asked  his  friend.  '*  Because  then  (he  answered)  the 
women  would  all  say,  *'  See  that  poor  Byron— how 
interesting  he  kK»ks  in  dying!**  In  this  anecdote,— 
which,  slight  as  it  is,  the  relater  remembered,  as  a 
proof  of  the  poefii  consdousness  of  his  own  beauty, 
—may  be  traced  ako  the  habitual  reference  of  his 
imagination  to  that  sex,  which,  however  he  afiected 
to  despise  it,  influenced,  more  or  lew,  the  flow  and 
cokxir  of  all  his  thoughts. 

He  spoke  often  of  his  mother  to  Lord  Sligo,  and 
with  a  feeling  that  seemed  little  short  of  aversion. 
*'  Some  time  or  other,"  he  said,  *'  I  will  teU  you  toAy 
I  feel  thus  towards  her.^— A  few  days  after,  when 
they  were  bathing  together  in  the  Gulf  of  Lepanto, 
he  referred  to  this  promise,  and,  pomting  to  his  naked 


leg  and  fbot,  exefauned— *'  Look  there !— it  is  to  ber 
fake  delica<7  at  my  birth  I  owe  that  deformity;  and 
yetf  M  long  as  I  can  remember,  she  has  never  ceaied 
to  taunt  and  reproach  mevrith  it.  Even  a  few  days 
before  we  parted,  for  the  last  time,  on  my  learing 
England,  she,  m  one  of  her  fits  of  passion,  uttered  an 
imprecation  upon  me,  praying  that  I  might  prore  as 
iU-fbrmed  in  mind  as  I  am  in  body !"  His  kwk  and 
manner,  in  relating  this  frightful  circumstance,  can  be 
conceived  only  by  those  who  have  seen  him  in  a 
similar  state  of  excitement. 

The  little  value  he  had  for  those  relict  of  ancient 
art,  in  pursuit  of  which  he  saw  all  his  daasic  feDow- 
travelto  so  ardent,  was,  like  every  thing  he  erer 
thought  or  felt,  unreservedly  avowed  by  him.  Lord 
Sligo  having  it  in  contemplation  to  expend  some  mo- 
ney in  digging  for  antiquities.  Lord  Byron,  in  offering 
to  act  as  his  agent,  and  to  see  the  money,  at  least, 
honestly  applied,  said — '*  You  may  safely  trust  ««— 
I  am  iK>  Dilettante.  Your  connoiaseurB  are  all 
thieves ;— but  I  care  too  little  for  these  things  erer  to 
steal  them." 

The  qrstem  of  thinning  himself,  which  he  had  be 
gun  befiwe  he  left  England,  was  contmued  stiD  more 
rigidly  abroad.  While  at  Athens,  he  took  the  hot 
bath,  for  this  purpose,  three  times  a  week,— his  usual 
drink  being  vinegar  and  water,  and  his  food  seUon 
more  than  a  little  rioe. 

Among  the  persons,  besides  Lord  Sligo,  whom  be 
saw  most  of  at  this  time,  were  Lady  Hester  Stanhope 
and  Mr  Bruce.  One  of  the  first  objects,  indeed,  that 
met  the  eyes  of  these  two  distinguished  traveDen,  on 
their  approaching  the  coast  c?  Attica,  was  Lord 
Byron,  disporting  in  his  fovourite  element,  under  the 
rodu  of  Cape  Cokmna.  They  were  afterwards  made 
acquainted  with  each  other  by  Lord  Sligo,  and  it  was 
in  the  course,  I  believe,  of  thdr  first  interview,  at  his 
table,  thatiLady  Hester,  vrith  that  lively  ekyqaence 
for  whioh  she  is  so  remarkable,  took  the  poet  brisUy 
to  task  for  the  depreciating  opinion  which,  as  she  on- 
derstood,  he  entertained  of  all  female  intellect  Being 
but  Uttle  inclined,  were  he  even  ^ble,  to  sustain  sach 
a  heresy,  against  one  who  was,  in  her  own  perMio, 
such  an  irresistible  refutation  of  it,  Lord  ^ran  bad 
no  other  refuge  Arom  the  foir  orator's  arguments  than 
in  assent  and  silence ;  and  this  wdl-bred  deference 
being,  in  a  sensible  woman's  eyes,  equivalent  to  eon- 
cession,  they  became,  from  thenceforward,  most  cor- 
dial friends.  In  recalling  some  recollections  of  this 
period  m  his  ^  Memoranda,"  after  relating  the  cir- 
oumstance  of  his  being  caught  bathing  by  an  Eogliah 
party  at  Sunium,  he  added,  ^  This  was  the  beginning 
of  the  most  delightful  acquaintance  which  I  formed 
in  Greece."  He  then  went  on  to  assure  Mr  Bruce, 
if  ever  those  pages  should  meet  his  eyes,  that  the 
days  they  had  passed  together  at  Athens  were  remem- 
bered by  him  with  pleasure. 

During  this  period  of  his  stay  in  Greece,  we  fiad 
him  forming  one  of  those  extraordinary  firiendships*'- 
if  attachment  to  persons  so  inferior  to  himself  can  be 
called  by  that  name, — of  which  I  have  already  men- 
tioned two  or  three  instances  in  his  younger  days,  and 
in  which  the  pride  of  being  a  protector,  and  the  plea- 
sure of  exciting  gratitude,  seem  to  have  constituted  to 
his  mind  the  chief  pervading  charm.  The  person, 
whom  he  now  adopted  in  this  manner,  and  from  simi- 
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to  those  wfakh  had  inspired  his  euijr  al- 
io the  ooCtage-bojr  near  NewiCead,  and  the 
at  Gambridge,  was  a  Greek  youth, 
Nicolo  Giiaad,  the  son,  I  bdieve,  of  a  widow 
h%,  in  wfaooe  hoose  the  artisi  Lnsieri  lodged.  In 
ikit  joong  Baa  he  afipean  to  have  taken  the  most 
ive^,  and  ereo  brotheriy,  interest;— eo much  so,  as 
■stoalsr  to  have  presented  to  him,  on  their  parting,  at 
a  comiderahle  sum  ofmoney,  but  to  haYesub- 
'  dfigned  for  him,  as  the  reader  will  learn, 
i  monifioent,  as  wdl  as  permanent,  profi- 

Thoqgfa  he  occasionany  made  excursions  through 
lliea«  and  the  Morea,  his  head-quarters  were  fixed 
It  Athens,  where  he  had  taken  lodgings  in  a  Francia- 
eia  eooreat,  and,  in  the  intenrals  of  his  tours,  em- 
pkfcd  himaelf  in  collecting  materials  for  those  notices 
m  the  stale  of  modem  Greece,  which  he  has  ap- 
pended to  the  second  Ganto  of  Childe  Harold.  In 
tUi  retreat  also,  as  if  in  utterddiance  of  the  ^genius 
100,"  he  wrote  his  **  Hints  from  Horace,**— a  satire 
syleh,  impfegnated  as  it  is  with  London  life  from  be- 
to  end,  bears  the  date,  **  Athens,  Capuchin 
GoBYent,  Bfarefa  IS,  1811.'' 
F^OBB  the  lew  remaining  letteii  addressed  to  his 
V  I  ihaH  content  myself  with  selecling  the  two 


LETTER  XLIX. 

TO  MRS  BYRON. 

•Athens,  Jsooary  Utb,  1811. 
**  MT  DBAR  MADAM, 
*  I  seise  an  occssioo  to  write,  as  usual,  shortly, 
hat  frequently,  as  the  arriYal  of  letters,  where  there 
cxislB  no  regular  communication,  is,  of  course,  reiy 
^  *  *  I  hare  btely  made  sereral  small 
hundred  or  two  miJes  about  the  Morea, 
Attica,  &C.,  as  I  hare  finished  my  gruid  giro  by  the 
Tnmi,  Constantinople,  &C.,  and  am  returned  down 
a^ia  to  Athens.  I  betiere  I  hsYC  mentioned  to  you 
more  dmn  once,  that  I  swam  (in  imitation  of  Leander, 
thongh  without  his  lady)  across  the  HeUespoot,  from 
ScstostoAbydos.  Of  this,  and  all  other  particulars, 
P.,  whom  1  hare  sent  home  with  papers,  &c.,  will 
you.  I  cannot  find  that  he  is  any  loss ; 
tolerably  master  of  the  Italian  and  modem 
Qieek  la^gnages,  which  kst  I  am  also  studying  with 
amasler,  I  can  order  and  disoourse  more  than  enough 
fpr  a  renssnahfe  man.  Besides,  die  perpetual  lamoi- 
tatioas  after  beef  and  beer,  the  stupid,  bigoted  con- 
tempt lor  every  thing  foreign,  and  insurmountoble  in- 
rapsfiiy  of  acquiring  even  a  few  words  of  auy  kn- 
gsage,  rendered  him,  like  aD  other  English  serraats, 
an  inenmdiiranoe.  1  do  assure  you,  the  plague  of 
speaking  lor  him,  the  comforts  he  required  (more  than 
■yseif  by  fitf),  the  pikiws  (a  Turkish  dish  of  rice  and 
meat]  which  he  could  not  eat,  the  wines  which  he 
eorid  not  drink,  the  beds  where  he  coukl  not  sleep, 
and  the  hmg  list  of  cakmities,  such  as  stumbling 
bsriis, want  dteaHl  8tc.  Yrhich  sisailed him, would 
have  madea  lasting  source  of  laughter  to  a  spectator, 
sad  iaeoaYenience  to  a  master.  After  all,  the  man  is 
:  hflaest  enough,  and,  in  Christendom,  capable  enough ; 
bat  m  T^irkey,  Lord  forgive  me!  my  Albanian  sol- 


diers, vy  Tartars  and  Jcniaaiy,  worked  for  him  and 
us  too,  as  my  friend  Hobhouse  can  testify. 

**  It  is  probable  I  may  steer  homewards  in  spiiiy ; 
but,  to  enable  me  to  do  that  I-  must  have  remit- 
tances. BIy  own  funds  wouhl  have  lasted  me  veiy 
well ;  but  I  was  obliged  to  assist  a  friend,  who,  I 
know,  will  pay  me ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  I  am  out 
of  pocket  At  present,  I  do  not  care  to  Yenture  a 
Yrinter's  Yoyage,  OYen  if  1  were  otherwise  tired  of 
traYcBing ;  but  I  am  so  couYinced  of  the  adYantages 
of  looking  at  mankind,  instead  of  reading  about  them, 
and  the  bitter  efiects  of  staying  at  home  with  all  the 
narrow  prejudices  of  an  islander,  that  1  think  there 
should  be  a  hiw  amongst  us,  to  set  our  young  men 
abroad,  for  a  term,  among  the  few  allies  our  wars 
have  left  us. 

**  Here  I  see  and  have  cooYersed  with  French, 
Italians,  Germans,  Danes,  Greeks,  Turks,  Amen- 
cans>  &c.  &c.  &c;  and  Yrithout  losing  sight  of  my 
own,  I  can  judge  of  the  countries  and  manners  of 
others.  Where  I  see  the  superiority  of  England 
(which,  by  the  by,  we  are  a  good  deal  mistaken 
about  in  many  thii^),  I  am  pleased,  and  where  I 
find  her  inferior,  I  am  at  least  enlightened.  Now,  I 
might  have  staid,  smoked  in  your  towns,  or  fogged 
in  your  country,  a  century,  without  being  sure  of 
this,  and  without  acquiring  any  thing  more  useful  or 
«mii«ng  at  home.  I  keep  no  journal,  nor  have  I 
any  intention  of  scribbling  my  travels.  1  have  done 
with  authorship;  and  if,  in  my  last  production,  I 
have  convinced  die  critics  or  the  world  I  was  some- 
thing more  than  they  took  me  for,  I  am  satisfied ;  nor 
YriD  I  hasard  (kat  repuMkn  by  a  future  effort.  It 
is  true  I  have  some  others  m  manuscript,  but  I  leave 
them  for  those  who  come  after  me ;  and,  if  deemed 
worth  publishing,  they  ^nay  serve  to  proUmg  my 
memoiy  when  I  myself  shall  cease  to  remembo'.  I 
have  afamous  Bavarian  artist  taking  some  views  of 
Athens,  &c.  &c.,  for  me.  Tliis  wOl  be  better  than 
scribbling,  a  disease  I  hope  my  self  cured  of.  I  hope, 
on  my  return,  to  lead  a  quiet,  recluse  life,  but  God 
knows  and  does  best  for  us  all ;  at  least,  so  they  say, 
and  I  have  nothing  to  object,  as,  on  the  whole,  I 
have  no  reason  to  complain  of  my  lot.  1  am  con- 
vinced, however,  that  men  do  more  harm  to  them- 
selves than  ever  the  devil  could  do  to  them.  I  trust 
this  win  find  you  well,  and  as  happy  as  we  can  be ; 
you  will,  at  least,  be  pleased  to  hear  1  am  so,  and 
yours  ever." 

LETTER  L. 

TO  MRS  BTRON. 

•Atbeni,  February  98tb,  I8I1. 
^  OBAR  MADAM, 

**  As  I  have  received  a  firman  for  Egypt,  &c.,  I 
shall  proceed  to  that  quarter  m  the  spring,  and  I  beg 
you  will  state  to  Mr  H.  that  it  is  necessary  to  further 
remittances.  On  the  subject  of  Newstead,  I  answer, 
as  before,  no.  If  it  is  necessary  to  sell,  sell  Roch- 
dale. Fletcher  will  have  arrived  by  this  time  with 
my  letters  to  tiiat  purport.  I  will  tell  you  feirly,  I 
have,  in  the  first  place^  no  opinion  of  funded  pro- 
perty ;  if,  by  any  particukur  circumstances,  I  shall  be 
led  to  adopt  such  a  determination,  I  will,  at  all 
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erento,  pas  my  life  abroad,  tf  «y  only  tie  to  Eof^uid 
it  Newstead,  and,  that  oooe  gone,  Bcitber  iotemA 
DW  indinatioii  lead  ne  northward.  Gonpelaioe  m 
your  coontiy  ii  ample  wealth  in  the  east,  inch  is 
the  difcrance  in  the  rahie  of  money,  and  the  abond- 
ance  of  the  nocewariee  of  life ;  and  I  feel  myedf  ■• 
much  a  citisen  of  the  world,  that  the  apot  where  I 
eanei^  a delicioua  climate,  and e?efy  luzniy,  aia 
low  expenw  than  a  common  college  life  m  Enghmd, 
wffl  ahrayt  be  a  country  to  me ;  and  each  are  in 
fact  the  thoret  of  the  Archipelago.  Thia  then  it 
the  altematiTe— if  I  pretenre  Newttead,  I  return ; 
if  I  tell  it,  I  atay  away.  I  hare  had  no  letters  ainoe 
yours  ef  June,  bat  I  have  written  sereral  times,  and 
shaJl  continue,  as  usual,  on  the  same  plan. 
^  Beliere  me,  youn  ever, 

**  P.S.— I  ahaO  most  likely  see  you  m  the  coum  of 
the  summer,  but,  of  coarse,  at  such  a  distance,  I 
cannot  specify  any  particuhur  month." 

The  Tiqrage  to  Egypt,  whidf  he  appears  from  this 
letter  to  hare  contemplated,  was,  probably  for  want 
of  the  expected  remittances,  reUnquished;  and,  on 
the  Mof  June,  he  set  safl  fitMn  Bfaka,  in  the  Vdage 
frigate,  for  Enghmd,  haring,  during  hia  short  stay 
at  Malta,  sa8b«d  a  serere  attack  of  the  tertian 
ferer.  The  feelings  with  which  he  returned  home 
may  be  collected  from  the  following  mefauwholy 
letters. 

LETTER  U. 

T0MBHODO60M. 

«  Volage  frigate,  at  tea,  Jane  SMh,  1811. 

**  In  a  week,  widi  a  feir  wuid,  we  shall  be  at 
Portsmouth,  and  on  the  9d  of  July,  I  ahall  hare  com- 
pleted (to  a  day)  two  years  of  peregrination,  from 
whioh  I  am  returning  with  as  KtUeemotion  as  I  set 
out.  I  think,  upon  the  whole,  I  was  nmre  griered 
at  kaving  Greece  than  England,  which  I  am  impa- 
tient to  see,  simplly  hecawe  I  am  tired  of  a  kog 
Tsyage. 

''Indeed,  my  prospects  are  not  veiy  pleaaut. 
Embarrassed  in  mj  prirate  affiim,  indifferent  to 
public,  soKtaiy  without  the  with  to  be  social,  with 
a  body  a  little  enfeebled  bf  a  saocession  of  lerers, 
but  a  spirit,  I  trust,  yet  unbroken,  I  am  returning 
howu  without  a  hope,  and  ahnost  without  a  desire. 
The  trst  thmg  I  shall  have  to  encounter  will  be  a 
lawyer,  the  next  a  creditor,  then  colliery  fimnen, 
surveyors,  and  aD  the  agreeable  attachments  to 
estates  out  of  repair  and  contested  coal-pits.  In 
diort,  I  am  sick  and  sony,  and  when^  Ij  have  a 
little  repaired  my  irreparable  afkirs,  away  I  shall 
march,  either  to  campaign  in  ftiain,  or  back  again 
to  the  East,  where  I  can  at  least  have  ckmdiesB  skies 
and  a  cessation  from  impertinence. 

*^  I  trust  to  meet,  oc  see  you,  in  town  sr  at  New- 
stead,  whenever  yoa  can  make  .it  convenient— 1 
soppose  you  are  in  fove  and  in  poetiy,  as  usual. 
That  hurimnd,  H.  Druiy,  has  never  written  to  me, 
albeitl  have  sent  bun  more  than  one  letter ;— but  I 
dare  say  the  poor  man  has  a  fern  i|y,  and  of  coarse 
aO  his  cares  are  confined  to  hit  chide. 


Por  cWhIrea  irsdi  expeuM  w^* 
And  Dkky  now  for  school  b  ili. 

WABTON. 

If  you  nee  him,  teB  bun  I  have  a  letter  for  him  froai 
Tucker,  a  regimental  chinurgeon  and  fmnd  of  hii, 
who  prescribed  for  me,  *  *  *  and  ii  a  vciy 
worthy  man,  bat  too  fond  of  hard  wordi.  1 111011111 
be  too  kte  for  a  q>eech-day,  orlshouklprobah||r|o 
down  to  Harrow. 

I  regretted  rery  much  in  Greece  havmg  omitted  to 
cany  the  Anthofogy  with  me— I  mean  Bland  and 
Merivale's. 

♦       **♦♦# 

What  has  Sir  Edgar  done?  And  the  ImitatkiBSiiid 
Tkaaolationfr— where  are  they?  I  siqtpose  yoa 
don't  mean  to  let  the  publio  oiF  so  easily,  but  charge 
them  home  with  a  quarto.  For  me,  I  am  *  sick  of 
fops  and  poeqr and  prate,' and  shall  leave  the '  whole 
Gastahan  state'  to  Bufe,  or  any  body  dv*  Bol 
you  are  a  sentimental  and  senaibilitous  person,  aad 
win  rhyme  to  the  end  of  the  chapter.  Howbdt,  I 
have  written  some  4000  lines,  of  one  kind  or  anotbcr« 
on  my  travels. 

*<  I  need  not  repeat  that  I  shall  be  happy  to  tee 

you.    I  shall  be  m  town  about  the  8th,  at  Doiaot's 

Hotd,  in  Albemarie-street,  and  proceed  in  a  fipw 

days  to  Notts.,  and  thence  to  Rochdale  on  busiaess. 

**  I  am,  here  and  there,  youn  &c." 

LETTER  Ln. 

TO  MRS  BTRON. 
•Volage  frigate,  at  tea,  Jnae  96ta,  lUl. 


**  TUs  letter,  whioh  vrill  be  forwarded  on  our  ar- 
rival at  PortsBMUth,  prohabbr  about  the  foorth  of 
July,  is  begun  about  twenty-three  days  afiter  our  d^ 
paiture  fhnn  Malta.  I  have  just  beat  two  yean  (lo 
a  day,  on  the  9d  of  July)  abaent  fWim  England,  and 
I  return  to  it  wkh  much  the  aaaae  feelmgi  which 
prevailed  on  mj  departure,  vis.  indifference;  hot 
within  diat  apadiy  I  certainly  do  noi  oompiiw  yoar 
aelf,  at  I  vrill  prove  by  every  means  in  mj  power. 
Yoa  win  be  good  enough  to  get  my  apartmentt  rea47 
at  Newttead,  but  don't  dirtorb  yoindf  on  any  ac- 
count, partieulariy  mine,  nor  oonsidei^me  in  uij 
other  ligla  than  as  a  viator.  I  most  only  mfoim  yoa 
that  for  a  long  time  I  have  been  reatrieted  to  an  enliir 
vegetable  di^  neither  fkh  nor  flesh  coming  withis 
my  regimen ;  so  I  expect  a  powerful  stock  of  potaloei, 
greens,  and  biscuit :  I  drink  no  wine.  I  have  two 
servants,  middl»«ged  men,  and  both  Greeks.  It  is 
my  intention  to  proceed  first  to  town,  to  see  Mr  H*^ 
aiidthencetoNewstead,cnmyvraytoRoehdak.  1 
have  only  to  beg  you  will  not  forget  my  diet,  which  it 
is  very  nccestnry  for  me  to  obsore.  I  am  wel  it 
health,  as  I  have  generally  been,  vrith  the  exceptisB 
of  two  agues,  both  of  which  I  quickly  got  ever. 

**  My  plans  vriD  so  much  depend  on  divumttenwij 
that  I  shall  not  venture  to  lay  down  an  opinion  on  the 
subject.  My  prospecta  are  not  veiy  promiwig,  but 
I  suppose  we  shall  wrestle  through  life  like  our  neigh- 
boon;  hideed,  by  H.*s  last  advices,  I  have  soKe 
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of  ftndiiig  NewBtead  diniMmtled  by 
B^othen,  &e.,  and  he  teems  detemined  to 
Ine  aw  into  sdCng  it,  bat  he  wiD  be  baffled.  I 
4n1t  Hippose  I  ahall  be  much  pestered  wkh  finton ; 
brt  if  1  aoi,  yoa  mast  leoeive  them,  for  I  am  deter- 
mmtA  to  liAYe  nobody  breaking  in  upon  my  retire- 
not:  yoo  know  that  I  never  waa  fond  of  society, 
aai  I  aaa  leaa  ao  than  before.  1  have  brought  you  a 
ikani,  and  a  quantity  of  attar  of  roses,  but  these  I 
not  sMnggie,  if  posidble.  1  trust  to  find  my  library 
iiferierable  order. 

**  FVicbcr  is  no  doubt  arrired.  I  shall  separate 
ihr  ail  froa  Mr  B**'s  fium,  for  his  son  is  too  gay 
a  demrer  to  inberit  both,  and  pboe  Fletcher  in  it, 
red  me  fiuthfuUy,  and  whose  wife  is  a 
9Bsd  mmmn;  besides,  it  is  necessaiy  to  sober  young 
Mr  B**,  or  he  will  people  the  parish  with  bastards, 
ha  wnsd,  if  he  had  seduced  a daury-maid,  he  might 
tarn  faand  eomeihing  like  an  ^xilogy  ;  but  the  girl  is 
la  eqoal,  and  in  high  life  or  low  life  reparation  is 
nade  m  sadi  cireumstances.  But  I  shall  not  inter- 
fov  further  than  (like  Buonaparte)  by  dismembering 
Hr  B.*s  fcinfrfnw,  and  erecting  part  of  it  mto  a  prin- 
qpa^y  far  field-maiBhal  Fletoherl  I  hope  you  gorem 
^  Ettle  «mg9trr  and  its  sad  h)ad  of  national  debt  with 
To  drop  my  met^dior^  I  begleaTe  to 
■lysdr  yours,  &C. 

P.S. — ^TliiB  letter  was  written  to  be  sent  from 
faiiiniili.  hoi.  on  aniring  there,  the  squadron  was 
adered  to  the  Nore,  from  whence  I  diall  forward  it. 
TVii  I  have  not  done  before,  supposing  you  might  be 
ahimed  by  the  interral  meiUioned  in  the  letter  being 
hagerdian  expected  between  our  arriral  in  port  and 
nf  i|ipeaiaaee  at  Newstead.** 

LETTER  Lm. 

TD  Mm  BIMKY  DBUEY: 

«yola«e  IHcate,  otf  Uitent,  Jolj  17th,  1811. 
**  MT  DIAK  DBDBT, 

After  two'yeaN*  absence  (on  the  9d)  and  some 
add  day«,  I  am  approaching  your  countiy.  The  day 
of  osv  arrival  you  wiD  see  by  the  outside  date  of  my 

At  present,  we  are  beoahned  comfortably, 
is  Bnm,  Harbour;— I  have  never  been  sa  near 

I  left  DodL  Puddle.  «  «  «  « 
We  left  Malta  thir^-four  days  ago,  and  have  had  a 
ledmns  parage  of  it.  You  wil  either  see  or  hear 
from  or  of  nse,  soon  after  the  receipt  of  thk,  as  I  pass 
thrangh  town  to  repair  my  irreparable  affiun ;  and 
(henee  I  waat  to  go  to  Notts,  and  nuse  rents,  and  to 
I  ears,  and  aeB  eoBieries,  and  back  to  London  and 
it  seems  I  shall  neither  have  coab  or 

til  I  go  down  to  Rochdale  in  person. 
**  I  have  bvmight  hoBM  some  sMurbles  for  Hobhouss ; 
^fcraqredl^fMvandent  Athenian  skuQs,*  dug  out 
efSarasphagi— apfaialof  attic  heBdockf— four  live 
tortoiMa— a  gpeyhoond  (died  on  the  passage)— two 
fi«*  Greek  servants,  one  an  Athenian,  t'  other  a 
YasBSle,  who  can  speak  nothing  but  Romaic  and 
llaian  and  w^^lf,  as  Blooes  in  the  Vicar  of  Wake- 
iiU  says,  sE|y,  and  I  may  say  it  too,  for  I  have  as 

*  GIrea  afterwards  to  Sir  Walter  Scott, 
t  At  pmeat  in  the  powesrioo  of  Mr  Hurray. 


little  cause  to  boast  of  my  expedition  as  be  had  of  his 
to  the  fiur. 

**1  wrote  to  yon  from  the  Qyanean  Rocks,  to  tell 
you  I  had  swam  from  Sestos  to  Abydos— have  you 
received  my  letter?  *  *  *  Hodgson,  I  suppose,  is 
four  deep  by  this  time.  What  would  he  have  given 
to  have  seen,  like  me,  the  reai  Panuumuy  where  I 
robbed  die  Kshop  of  ChriasB  of  a  book  of  geography  ? 
—but  this  I  ody  call  pbgiarins,  as  itvraadone  within 
an  hour's  ride  of  Delphi.** 

Having  hnded  the  young  pilgrim  once  more  in 
Enghmd,  it  may  be  worth  while,  before  we  acoom- 
paiqr  him  into  the  scenes  that  awaited  him  at  home, 
to  consider  how  for  the  general  character  of  his  mind 
and  disposition  may  have  been  affected  by  the  course 
of  travel  and  adventure,  in  which  he  bad  been,  for 
the  kst  two  years,  engaged.  A  Bfo  less  savouring 
of  poetiy  and  romance  than  that  which  he  had  pur- 
sued previously  to  his  departure  on  his  traveb,  it 
woukl  be  difficult  to  imagine.  In  his  chiklhood,  it  is 
true,  he  had  been  a  dweller  and  wanderer  among 
scenes  well  calculated,  according  to  the  ordinary  no- 
tion, to  implant  the  fiiit  rudiments  of  poetic  feeling. 
But,  though  the  poet  may  afterwards  feed  on  the  re- 
collection of  such  scenes,  it  is  more  than  questiottable, 
as  has  been  already  observed,  vrhether  he  ever  has 
been  formed  by  them.  If  a  chfldhood,  indeed,  passed 
among  mountainous  scenery  were  so  fovourable  to  the 
awakening  of  the  imaginative  power,  both  the  Welsh, 
among  ourselves,  and  the  Swiss,  abroad,  ougllt  to 
rank  much  higher  on  the  scale  of  poetic  excellence 
than  diey  do  at  present.  But,  even  aUowing  the  pio- 
turesqueness  of  his  early  haunts  to  have  had  some 
share  in  giving  a  directian  to  the  foncy  of  B|yron,  the 
actaal  operation  of  this  mfkience,  vrhatever  it  may 
have  been,  ceased  with  his  chiklhood;  and  the  life 
which  he  led  afterwards,  during  his  sdiod-days  at 
Harrow,  vras,— as  naturally  the  life  of  so  klle  and 
daring  a  schoolboy  must  be,— the  very  reverse  of 
poeticaL  For  a  soldier  or  an  adventurer,  the  oourw 
of  training  through  which  he  then  passed  would  have 
been  perfect;— his  athletic  sports.  Us  battles,  his 
love  of  dangerous  enterpnse,  gave  every  promise  of  a 
spirit  fit  for  the  most  stormy  career.  But  to  the  me- 
ditative pumiits  of  poesy,  these  dispositions  seemed, 
of  all  others,  the  least  friendly;  and  however  they 
might  promise  to  render  him,  at  some  future  time,  a 
su^ect  for  bards,  gave,  assuredly,  but  little  hope  of 
his  shining  first  among  bards  himself. 

The  habits  of  his  life  at  the  university  were  even 
still  less  intellectual  and  literary.  While  a  schoolboy, 
he  had  read  abundantly  and  eageriy,  though  desulto- 
rily ;  but  even  this  discipline  of  his  mind,  irregular 
and  undirected  as  it  was,  he  had.  in  a  great  mea- 
sure, given  up,  after  leaving  Harrow;  and  among  the 
pursuits  that  occupied  his  academic  hours,  those  of 
pkyiog  at  hasard,  sparring,  and  keeping  a  bear  and 
bull-dogs,  were,  if  not  the  most  foveurile,  at  least, 
perhaps,  the  most  innocent.  His  tune  in  London 
passed  equally  unmarked  either  by  mental  cuhivatioo 
or  refined  amusement.  Having  no  resonrees  in  pri- 
vate society,  from  his  total  want  of  friends  and  con- 
nexions, he  was  left  to  live  kxwely  about  town  among 
the  loungers  in  cofl^houses ;  and  to  those  who  re- 
member what  his  two  fovourite  haunts,  Linuncr*ii 
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and  Stereos't,  were  at  that  period,  it  it  needlett  to 
saj  that,  whatever  else  may  have  been  the  merits  of 
these  establishments,  they  were  any  thing  bat  fit 
schools  for  the  formation  of  poetic  character. 

But  however  incompatible  such  a  life  must  have 
been  with  those  habits  of  contemplation,  by  which, 
and  which  only,  the  faculties  he  had  already  dis- 
played could  be  ripened,  or  those  that  were  still 
latent  could  be  unfolded,  yet,  m  another  point  of 
view,  the  time,  now  apparently  squandered  by  him, 
was,  in  after-days,  turned  most  invaluably  to  account. 
By  thus  initiating  him  into  a  knowledge  of  the  varie- 
ties of  human  character,— by  giving  him  an  insight 
into  the  details  of  society,  in  their  least  artificial 
form,— in  short,  by  mixing  him  up,  thus  early,  with 
the  worid,  its  businesses  and  its  pleasures,  his  Lon- 
don life  but  contributed  its  share  in  forming  that 
wonderful  combination,  which  his  mind  afterwards 
exhibited,  of  the  imaginative  and  the  practical— the 
heroic  and  the  humorous — of  the  keenest  and  most 
dissecting  views  of  real  life,  witb  the  grandest  and 
most  spiritualized  conceptions  of  ideal  grandeur. 

To  the  same  period,  perhaps,  another  predominant 
characteristic  of  his  maturer  mind  and  writings  may 
be  traced.  In  this  anticipated  experience  of  the 
worid  which  his  eariy  mixture  with  its  crowd  gave 
him,  it  is  but  little  probable  that  many  of  the  more 
favourable  specimens  of  human  kind  should  have 
fallen  under  his  notice.  On  the  contraiy,  it  is  but 
too  likely  that  some  of  the  lightest  and  least  estimable 
of  both  sexes  may  have  been  among  the  models,  on 
which,  at  an  age  when  impressions  sink  deepest,  his 
earliest  judgments  of  human  nature  were  formed. 
Hence,  probably,  those  contemptuous  and  debasing 
views  of  humanity,  with  which  he  was  so  often  led  to 
alloy  his  noblest  tributes  to  the  feveliness  and  ma- 
jesty of  general  nature.  Hence  the  contrast  that 
appeared  between  the  fruits  of  his  imagination  and 
of  hii  experience,— between  those  dreams,  full  of 
beauty  and  kindliness,  with  which  the  one  teemed  at 
his  bidding,  and  the  dark,  desolating  bitterness  that 
overflowed  when  he  drew  from  the  other. 

Unpromising,  however,  as  was  his  youth  of  the 
high  destiny  that  awaited  him,  there  was  one  unfail- 
ing characteristic  of  the  imaginative  order  of  minds — 
his  k>ve  of  solitude— which  veiy  early  gave  signs  of 
those  habits  of  self-study  and  introspection,  by  which 
alone  the  ^  diamond  quarries'*  of  genius  are  worked 
and  brought  to  light.  When  but  a  boy  at  Harrow, 
he  had  shown  this  disposition  strongly,— being  often 
known,  as  I  have  ah^y  mentioned,  to  withdraw 
himself  from  his  playmates,  and  sitting  akme  upon  a 
tomb  in  the  churchyard,  give  himself  up  for  hours  to 
thought.  As  his  mind  began  to  disclose-  its  resources, 
this. feeling  grew  upon  him;  and,  had  his  foreign 
travel  done  no  more  than,  by  detaching  him  from 
the  distractions  of  society,  to  enable  him,  solitarily 
and  freely,  to  commune  with  his  own  spirit,  it  would 
have  been  an  all-important  step  gained  towards  the 
fuU  expansion  of  his  faculties.  It  was  only  then,  in- 
deed, that  be  began  to  feel  himself  capable  of  the 
abstraction  which  self-study  requires,  or  to  en}oj  that 
fre^omfrom  the  intrusion  of  others'  thoughts,  which 
alone  leaves  the  contemplative  mind  roaster  of  its 
own.  In  the  solitude  of  his  nights  at  sea,  in  his  lone 
wanderings  through  Greece,   he  had  sufficient  lei- 


sure and  seclusion  to  kiok  withm  himsetf  ,  and  there 
catch  the  first  **  glimpses  of  his  gkNrious  mind."  Ooe 
of  his  chief  delights,  as  he  mentioned  in  his  **  Memo- 
randa," was,  when  bathing  in  some  retired  spot,  to 
seat  himself  on  a  high  rock  above  the  sea,  and  there 
remain  for  hours,  gazing  upon  the  sky  and  the  wa- 
ters,'* and  lest  in  that  sort  of  vague  reverie,  which, 
however  formless  and  indistinct  at  the  moment,  settled 
afterwards,  on  his  pages,  into  those  dear,  bright  pic- 
tures, which  will  endure  for  ever. 

Were  it  not  for  the  doubt  and  diffidence  that  hang 
round  the  first  stepa  of  genius,  this  growing  oooscious- 
ness  of  his  own  power,  these  openings  into  a  new  do- 
main of  intellect  where  he  was  to  reign  supreme,  muit 
have  made  the  solitary  hours  of  the  young  traveDerone 
dream  of  happiness.  But  it  vrill  be  seen  that,  even 
yet,  he  distrusted  his  own  strength,  nor  was  at  aS 
aware  of  the  height  [to  which  the  spirit  he  was  now 
caDing  up  would  grow.  So  enamoured,  nevertheless, 
had  he  become  of  these  lonely  musings,  that  even  the 
society  of  his  fellow-traveller,  though  with  pursoits  so 
congenial  to  his  own,  grew  at  kst  to  be  a  chain  and 
a  burthen  on  him ;  and  it  was  not  till  he  stood,  com- 
panionless,  on  the  shore  of  the  little  island  in  the 
iEgean  that  he  foimd  his  spirit  breathe  freely.  If  snj 
stronger  proof  were  wanting  of  his  deep  passioa  for 
solitude,  we  shall  find  it,  not  many  yean  after,  in  his 
own  written  avowal,  that  even  when  m  the  company 
of  the  woman  he  most  loved,  be  not  unfrequentlj 
found  himself  sighing  to  be  al<me. 

It  vras  not  only,  however,  by  afibfding  him  the  con- 
centration necessary  for  this  silent  drawing  out  of  hii 
feelings  and  powen,  that  travel  conduced  so  essen- 
tially to  the  formation  of  his  poetical  character.  To 
the  East  he  had  looked,  with  the  eyes  of  romance, 
from  his  very  chfldhood.  Before  he  was  ten  yean  of 
age,  the  perusal  of  Rycaut'a  History  of  the  Turin 
bad  taken  a  strong  hold  of  his  imaginatioo,  and  he 
read  eagerly,  in  consequence,  every  book  concerning 
the  East  he  could  find.f    In  visiting^  therefore,  those 

«  TotbisheanodeiinthOMbeantiftdstaasas, 
To  dt  on  racks,  to  mate  o'er  flood  and  fell,  &c 

A]fleri.  befora  his^lrainatlc  fenios  bad  yet  unfolded  itMtf. 
used  to  pass  boors,  as  be  tella  os,  ia  tbb  sort  of  dreafflnf 
•tate.  gazing  upon  tbe  ocean :— «  Apr^  le  •pectaele,  ■>  *» 
met  amoMinens  k  Marseille  «tait  dene  Mlsn«rP'*f^ 
tons lef  Mir* dans  lamer.  J*avals  troov^  vn petK  eiHbvit 
fort  agr6able,  snr  une  lasfue  de  terre  placto  k  droite  kon 
da  p<^,  <A  en  m*asaejant  aor  le  sable,  le  doe  appvr^  coatre 
an  petit  rocber  qui  emp6cbalt  qa'on  ne  pftt  ase  rdx  <n 
e6U  de  la  terre  Je  n'avais  pins  deraat  mot  que  le  ciel  et  la 
ner.  Bntre  cea  deox  immentilte.  qu'esBbelHasaioit  •«• 
rayons  d'an  soleU  coocbant,  je  passaia  en  rirant  des  bearei 
d^licienses;  et  U.  Je  serais  deveau  poMe,  si  j^arais  ta 
terire  dans  one  lancae  qaelconqiie.*  ^^_ 

t  But  a  few  naontba  before  be  died,  ia  a  cenvenatisa 
witb  Haaiocordatoat  MiMoIongU.  Lord  Byron  said-'^ 
TuTtisb  History  was  one  of  tbe  first  books  that  gar*  "^ 
pleasure  wben  a  child :  and  I  believe  it  bad  mucb  influence 
on  my  •uhsequent  wisbes  to  vbit  tbe  Levant,  aad  gave 
perhaps  the  oriental  colouring  wbieb  ia  obserred  ia  ar 
poetry.*— Coam/  Oamba"$  Narrative.  _^ 

In  tbe  laM  edition  of  BIr  D'IsraeU's  work  on  *Tne 
Literary  Character,*  that  gentlenian  bas  given  s««J 
curious  marginal  notes,  which  be  found  written  bf  l^^ 
Byron  in  a  copy  of  tbis  work  tbat  beloogad  to  bin.  Aae^ 
tbem  is  tbe  following  enumeration  of  tbe  writers  tnv. 
besides  Rycaut,  bad  drawn  bis  attention  so  early  to  tae 
East:— 

"Knolles,  Cantealr,  De  Tolt.  Lady  M.  W.  Montogje, 
Uawkina's  Translation  from  Mlgnofs  History  of  tbe  Tarts. 
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he  ynm  bat  realiznig  the  dreams  of  his 
;  and  this  return  of  his  thoughts  to  that  in- 
gare  a  fredmess  and  purity  to  their  cur- 
fCBi  which  they  had  kmg  wanted.  Under  the  spdl  of 
■ch  recoDecdons,  the  attraction  of  norelty  was  among 
ihe  last  that  the  scenes  through  which  he  wandered 
pcMBied.  Fond  traces  of  the  past — and  few  have 
ever  retained  them  so  midly — ^mingled  themsehes 
mik  the  imprtseions  of  the  objects  before  him ;  and 
ss,  aaoBg  the  Highlands,  he  had  often  trayersed,  in 
fuKj,  the  land  of  the  Moslem,  so  memory,  from  the 
vfld  hUb  of  Albania,  now  ^  carried  him  back  to 


Whfle  such  sources  of  poetic  feeling  were  stirred 
'  St  ewtrj  step,  there  was  ajso  in  his  quick  change  of 
pbee  and  scene — m  the  dirersity  of  men  and  man- 
sen  snrrejed  by  him — in  the  perpetual  hope  of  ad- 
I II*  I  lit  and  thirst  of  enterprise,  such  a  succession 
sad  -nnetj  of  erer  fresh  excitement,  as  not  onfy 
broaight  bOo  play,  but  invigorated,  aD  the  eneigies  of 
Us  rharmrtPT :  as  he  himself  describes  his  mode  of 
k  waa  **  To-day  in  a  palace^  to-morrow  in  a 
use — this  day  with  the  Pacha,  the  next  with 
a  Aqtherd."  Thus  were  his  powers  of  observation 
fairirfiifd,  and  the  impressions  on  his  imagination 
Thus  schooled,  too,  in  some  of  the  rough- 
aad  prhrations  of  life,  and,  so  &r,  made  ac- 
with  the  flavour  of  adversity,  he  learned  to 
BK>re  than  is  common  in  his  high  station,  the 
of  hia  sympathies,  and  became  inured  to  that 
and  Tigorous  cast  of  thought  which  is  so  im- 
'  on  afl  bis  writings.  Nor  must  we  forget, 
smong  these  strengthenmg  and  animating  effects  of 
tavd,  the  ennobling  excitement  of  danger,  which  he 
■BR  than  once  experienced, — having  been  placed  in 
■ituatioas,  both  on  land  and  sea,  well  calculated  to 
eaS  fivdi  diat  pleasurable  sense  of  energy,  which  pe- 
ril eaUy  confronted  never  fiiil  to  inspire. 

Hie  strong  interest  which — in  spite  of  his  assumed 
ph&Mophy  on  this  subject,  in  Childe  Harold — he  took 
ia  eveiy  thing  connected  with  a  life  of  warfare,  found 
freqoeat  opportunities  of  gratification,  not  only  on 
bosurd  the  English  ships  of  war  in  which  he  sailed,  but 
'  ~  intercourse  with  the  soldiers  of  the 
At  Sskiia,  a  solitary  place  on  the  Oulf  of 
Arta,  he  ooee  passed  two  or  thiee  days,  lodged  in  a 
mall  nisefable  barrack.  Here,  he  lived  the  whole 
tone  £uiiliariy  among  the  soldiers ;  and  a  picture  of 
the  siqgalar  scene  which  their  evenings  presented— 
of  those  wikl,  half-bandit  warriors,  seated  round  the 
yoang  poet,  and  examining,  with  savage  admiration. 
Us  ise  Manton  gun*  and  English  sword— might  be 
ooatiasied,  but  too  touching^,  with  another  and  a 
laio'  picture  of  the  same  poet  dying,  as  a  chieftain. 


(ks  AnUsa  Nigbts,  all  trsTeli,  or  histories,  or  books  npoa 
tke  Esit  I  coold  oieet  with.  I  had  read,  ai  well  ai  Rycaat, 
beiwe  I  was  ten  year*  old.  I  think,  the  Arabian  Nights 
int.  AAsr  fbeae,  1  preferred  the  history  of  naval  actions, 
D«a  Qaixole,  and  Ssaollet**  novels,  particularly  Roderick 
■aaieai ;  and  I  was  passionate  for  the  Roman  History. 
Whea  a  boy,  I  coold  never  bear  to  read  any  Poetry  what- 
ever witbeat  disfvst  and  reluctance.* 

*  «It  faiacd  hard  the  next  day,  and  we  spent  another 
cveau«  with  oar  soldiers.  The  captain,  Elmas,  tried  a  fine 
Xaetaa  faabekng iag  to  my  friend,  and,  hitting  his  mark 
evoy  iimm,  was  highly  delighted.*— A^AoNse's  Journey, 


on  the  same  land,  with  SuUotes  for  his  guards  and  all 
Greece  for  his  mourners. 

It  is  true,  amid  all  this  stimulating  variety  of  ob- 
jects, the  mekincholy  which  he  had  brought  from 
home  still  lingered  around  his  mind.  To  Mr  Adair 
and  Bfr  Bruce,  as  I  have  before  mentioned,  he  gave 
the  idea  of  a  person  kbouring  under  deep  dejection ; 
and  Cokmd  Leake,  who  was,  at  that  time,  resident  at 
loannina,  conceived  veiy  much  the  same  impression 
of  the  state  of  his  mind.*  But,  assuredly,  even  this 
melancholy,  habitually  as  it  still  clung  to  him,  must, 
under  the  stirring  and  healthful  influences  of  bis  rov- 
ing Hfe,  have  become  a  far  more  elevated  and  abstract 
feeling  than  it  could  hate  expanded  to  within  reach 
of  those  annqyanoes,  whose  tendency  vras  to  keep  it 
whoDy  concentrated  round  self.  Hbd  he  remained 
id]y  at  home,  he  would  have  sunk,  perhaps,  into  a 
querulous  satirist.  But  as  his  vievrs  opened  on  a 
freer  and  vrider  horizon,  eveiy  feeling  of  his  nature 
kept  pace  with  their  enlargement;  and  this  inborn 
sadness,  mingling  itself  with  the  effusions  of  his 
genhis,  became  one  of  the  chief  constituent  charms 
not  only  of  their  pathos,  but  their  grandeur.  For, 
when  did  ever  a  sublime  thought  spring  up  in  the 
soul,  that  mehmchoiy  was  not  to  be  found,  however 
ktent,  in  its  neighbourhood  t 

We  have  seen,  from  the  letters  written  by  him  on 
his  passage  homeward,  how  far  from  cheerful  or 
happy  was  the  state  of  mind  in  which  he  retuined. 
In  truth,  even  for  a  disposition  of  the  most  sanguine 
cast,  there  vras  quite  enough  in  the  discomforts  that 
now  awaited  him  in  England,  to  sadden  its  hopes  and 
check  its  buoyancy.  **To  be  happy  at  home,"  nys 
Johnson,  **  is  the  ultimate  result  of  all  ambition,  the 
end  to  which  every  enteiprise  and  labour  tends." 
But  Lord  Byron  had  no  home,— at  least  none  that 
deserved  this  endearing  name.  A  fond,  family  circle, 
to  accompany  him  with  its  prayers,  while  away,  and 
draw  rouiid  him  with  listening  eagerness  on  hk  re- 
turn, was  what,  unluckily,  he  never  knew,  though 
with  a  heart,  as  we  have  seen,  by  tiature  formed  for 
it.  In  the  absence,  too,  of  all  that  might  cheer  and 
sustain,  he  had  eveiy  thing  to  encounter  that  could 
distress  and  humiliate.  To  the  dreariness  of  a  home 
without  afiection,  was  added  the  burden  of  an  estab- 
lishment without  means,  and  he  had  thus  all  the  em- 

*  It  nrast  be  recollected  that  by  two  of  these  gentlemen 
he  was  seen  chiefly  under  the  restimints  of  presentation  and 
etiquette,  when  whatever  gloom  there  vras  on  his  syiritt 
would,  ia  a  shy  nature  like  his,  most  show  itself.  The 
account  vrfaich  his  fellow-traveller  gives  of  him  b  altogether 
different.  In  introducing  the  narration  of  a  short  tour  to 
Negroponte,  in  which  his  noble  friend  vras  unable  to  ac- 
company Um,  Mr  Hobhouse  expreseet  strongly  the  defi- 
ciency of  which  he  Is  lensible,  At>m  the  absence,  on  thia 
occasion,  of  "  a  companion,  who,  to  quickneu  of  obaerra- 
tion  and  ingenuity  of  remaik,  united  that  gay  good-humour 
which  keeps  alive  tlie  attention  under  the  presnire  of 
latigne,  and  softens  the  aspect  of  every  dilBcuUy  and 
danger.*  In  lome  Unei,  too,  of  the  *  Hints  from  Horace,* 
addressed  evidently  to  Mr  Hobhouse.  Lord  Byron  not  only 
renders  the  same  justice  to  his  own  social  cheer^lness, 
but  gires  a  somewhat  more  distinct  idea  of  the  frame  of 
mind  out  of  which  it  rose  :— 

MoKhofl  I  with  whom  I  hope  ouce  more  to  rit. 
And  ■mile  at  folly,  if  we  can't  at  wit ; 
Yes,  friend,  for  thee  I  Ml  quit  my  Cynic  cell. 
And  bear  Swift**  motto,  '<  Vive  la  l»agmteUe4'' 
Which  cliannM  oar  day*  in  each  Aigesn  cUme, 
And  oft  at  home  with  revelry  and  rhyme. 
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barrassments  of  domestic  life  without  its  charms.  His 
affairs  had  during  his  absence  been  suffered  to  fiiU 
into  coaivmoa,  even  greater  than  their  inherent  ten- 
denoj  to  such  a  state  warranted.  There  had  been, 
the  preceding  year,  an  execution  on  Newstead,  for  a 
debt  of  £1600,  owing  to  the  Messrs  Brothers,  uphols- 
terers ;  and  a  circumstance  told  of  the  veteran,  Joe 
Murray,  on  this  occasion,  well  deserves  to  be  men- 
tioned. To  this  fiiithful  old  servant,  jealous  of  the 
ancient  honour  of  the  Qyrons,  the  sight  of  the  notice 
of  sale,  pasted  up  on  the  abbey-door,  could  not  be 
otherwise  than  an  unsightly  and  intolerable  nuisance. 
Having  enough,  however,  of  the  fear  of  the  law  before 
his  eyes,  not  to  tear  the  vrriting  dovm,  he  vras  at  last 
forced,  as  his  only  consolatory  expedient,  to  paste  a 
large  piece  of  brown  paper  over  it. 

Notwithstanding  the  resolution,  so  recently  ex- 
pressed by  Lord  E^ron,  to  abandon  forever  the  voca- 
tion of  authorship,  and  leave  ^  the  whole  Castalian 
state  *^  to  others,  he  was  hardly  landed  in  England 
when  we  find  him  busily  engaged  in  preparations  for 
the  publication  of  some  of  the  Poems  which  he  had 
produced  abroad.  So  eager  vras  he,  indeed,  to  print* 
that  he  had  already,  in  a  letter  vnitten  at  sea,  an- 
nounced himself  to  Mr  Dallas,  at  ready  for  the  press. 
Of  this  letter,  which,  from  its  date,  ought  to  have 
preceded  some  of  the  others  that  have  been  given,  I 
shall  here  lay  before  the  reader  the  most  material 
parts. 

LETTER  LIV. 

TO  MR  DALLAS. 
«  Volsce  (Hgate,  at  tea,  Jane  tSth.  181 1. 
**  After  two  years'  absence  (to  a  day,  on  the  3d  of 
July,  before  which  we  shall  not  arrive  at  Portsmouth), 

I  am  retracing  my  way  to  England. 

•  ♦♦♦•♦ 

**  I  am  coming  back  with  little  prospect  of  pleasure 

at  h<»ne,  and  with  a  body  a  little  shaken  by  one  or 

two  smart  fevers,  but  a  spirit  I  hope  yet  unbroken. 

My  affiurs,  it  seems,  are  considerably  involved,  and 

much  business  must  be  done  vrith  lawyers,  coHiers, 

fanners,  and  creditors.  Now  this,  to  a  man  who  hates 

bustle  as  he  hates  a  bishop,  is  a  serious  concern.  But 

enough  of  my  home  department. 

♦         ♦         ♦         #         ♦         ♦     ■     ♦ 

''My  Satire,  it  seems,  is  in  a  fourth  edition,  a  suc- 
cess rather  above  the  middling  run,  but  not  much  for 
a  production  which,  from  its  topics,  must  be  tempo- 
rary, and  of  course  be  snocesiful  at  first,  or  not  at  aU. 
At  this  period,  when  I  can  think  and  act  more  coolly, 
I  regret  that  I  have  written  it,  though  I  shall  probably 
find  it  forgotten  by  aU  except  those  whom  it  has  of- 
fended. 

**  Yours  and  Pratt*8  prottfgd,  Blackett,  the  cobbler, 
is  dead,  in  spite  of  his  rhymes,  and  is  probably  one  of 
the  instances  where  death  has  saved  a  man  from 
damnation.  You  were  the  ruin  of  that  poor  fellow 
amongst  you :  had  it  not  been  for  his  patrons,  he 
might  now  have  been  in  a  very  good  plight,  shoe-  (not 
verse-)  making :  but  you  have  made  him  immortal 
vrith  a  vengeance.  I  vnite  this,  supposing  poetry, 
patronage,  and  strong  waters  to  have  been  the  death 
of  him.  If  you  are  in  town  in  or  about  the  begin- 
ning of  July,  you  win  find  me  at  Dorant's,  in  Albe- 


morie-strect,  glad  to  see  you.  I  have  aa  imitHtion  of 
Horace's  Art  of  Poetry  ready  for  Cawtbom,  but  don't 
let  that  deter  you,  for  I  shan't  inflict  it  upon  yon.  You 
know  I  never  read  my  rhymes  to  visitors.  I  shall  quit 
town  in  a  few  days  for  Notts.,  and  thence  to  Roch- 
dale.   Yours,  Sec." 

Immediately  on  Lord  Byron's  arrival  in  Loodoo, 
Mr  Dallas  called  upon  him.  **  On  the  16th  of  July," 
says  this  gentleman,  **  I  had  the  pleasure  of  shaldng 
hands  with  him  at  Reddish's  Hotel  in  St  James's- 
street.  I  thought  his  looks  belied  the  report  be  hsd 
given  me  of  his  bodily  health,  and  his  connteasoce 
did  not  betoken  melancholy,  or  displeasure  at  his 
return.  He  was  very  animated  m  the  account  of  his 
travels,  but  assured  me  he  had  never  had  the  ksst 
idea  of  writing  them.  He  said  he  believed  satire  to 
be  his  forie^  and  to  that  he  had  adhered,  hariog 
written,  during  his  stay  at  different  places  abroad,  a 
Paraphrase  of  Horace's  Art  of  Poetfy,  which  would 
be  a  good  finish  to  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Re- 
viewers. He  seemed  to  promise  himself  additional 
iame  from  it,  and  I  undertook  to  superintend  its 
publication,  as  I  bad  done  that  of  the  Satire.  I  bad 
chosen  the  time  ill  for  my  visit,  and  we  had  hardly 
any  time  to  converse  uninterruptedly ;  he  therefore 
engaged  me  to  breakfiast  with  him  next  moroing." 

In  the  interval  Mr  Dallas  looked  over  this  Para- 
phrase, which  he  had  been  permitted  by  Lord  Byron 
to  take  home  vrith  him  for  the  purpose,  and  his  dis- 
appointment was,  as  he  himself  describes  it, "  griev- 
ous,'* on  finding  that  a  pilgrimage  ot  two  years  to  the 
inspiring  lands  of  the  East  had  been  attended  with 
no  richer  poetical  result.  On  their  meeting  again 
next  morning,  though  unwilling  to  speak  disparag- 
ingly of  the  work,  he  could  not  refrain,  as  he  informs 
us,  from  expressing  some  surprise  that  his  noUe 
friend  should  have  produced  nothing  else  daring  his 
absence.  **  Upon  thiB,"  he  continues, "  Lord  Byron 
told  me  that  he  had  occasionally  written  Astt 
poems,  besides  a  great  many  stanzas  in  Spcauers 
measure,  relative  to  the  countries  he  had  fisited. 
*  They  are  not  worth  troubling  you  with,  but  you 
shall  have  them  all  with  you,  if  you  like.'  So  came 
I  by  Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage.  He  took  it  from  a 
small  trunk,  with  a  number  of  verses.  He  said  tbqr 
had  been  read  but  by  one  person,  who  had  found 
very  little  to  commend  and  much  to  condemn :  that 
he  himself  was  of  that  opinion,  and  he  was  sure  I 
should  be  so  too.  Such  as  it  was,  however,  it  was 
at  my  service  :  but  he  was  urgent  that  *  The  Hints 
fVom  Horace'  should  be  immediately  put  in  tram, 
which  I  promised  to  have  done." 

The  value  of  the  treasure  thus  presented  to  hffl», 
Mr  Dalfais  was  not  sk>w  in  discovering.  That  vay 
evening  he  dispatched  a  letter  to  his  noble  friend, 
saying — **  You  have  written  one  of  the  most  de- 
lightful poems  I  ever  read.  If  I  vrrote  this  in  ^- 
teiy,  I  should  deserve  your  contempt  rather  thsn 
your  friendship.  I  have  been  so  fascinated  witt 
Childe  Harold,  that  I  have  not  been  able  to  hy  it 
down.  I  would  ahnost  pledge  my  life  on  its  ad- 
vancing the  reputation  of  your  poetical  powers,  snd 
on  its  gaining  you  great  honour  and  regard,  if  J^ 
win  do  me  the  credit  and  favour  of  attending  to  my 
suggestions  respecting,**  &c.  &c.  &c. 
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NdCwithstenduig  this  Joiit  pmue,  and  the  secret 
I  ccfa*  it  miist  iMiTe  found  in  a  heart  to  awake  to  the 
i||hteat  whisper  of  fiune,  it  was  some  time  before 
Lord  iron's  obstinate  repugnance  to  the  idea  of 
pnbGibiBs  Childe  Harold  could  be  remoYed. 

**  AttaatiTe,'*  says  Mr  Dallas,  "  as  he  had  hitherto 
becK  to  WHj  opinions  and  suggestions,  and  natural  as 
k  was  tiMHt  he  diould  be  swayed  by  such  decided 
pnise,  I  was  surprised  to  find  that  I  could  not  at 
inrt  obtain  credit  with  him  for  my  judgment  on  Childe 
Huolda  Pilgrimage.  *  It  was  any  thing  but  poetry 
— k  had  been  condemned  by  a  good  critic — had  I  not 
B^ysdf  seen  the  sentences  on  (he  margins  of  the 
Banoserqrt  f  He  dwelt  upon  the  Paraphrase  of  the 
.%it  of  Poetry  with  pleasure,  and  the  manuscript  of 
ihat  was  given  to  Cawthom,  the  publisher  of  the 
Sstire«  to  be  brought  forth  without  delay.  I  did  not, 
hswevcTy  leaYe  him  so :  before  I  quitted  him  I  re- 
to  the  charge,  and  told  him  that  I  was  so 
~  of  the  flwrit  of  Childe  HaroId*s  Pilgrimage, 
thst,  as  be  bad  giren  it  to  me,  I  should  certainly 
pabBib  it,  if  he  would  have  the  kindness  to  attend  to 
•esse  eonectioos  and  i^teratioDS.'* 

ABOttf  the  many  instances,  recorded  hi  literary 
hisloiy,  of  the  fiJse  judgments  of  authors  respecting 
Aar  own  piodnctioos,  this  preference  giren  by  Lord 
B^nm  lo  a  work  so  little  worthy  of  his  genius,  OTer 
a  poem  of  such  rare  and  original  beauty  as  the  first 
Cmos  of  Chikle  Harold,  may  be  accounted,  per- 
haps, one  of  the  most  extraordinary  and  inexpli- 
cable.^ ^  It  is  in  men  as  m  soils,"  says  Swift, 
*  where  sometimes  there  is  a  vein  of  gold  which  the 
owner  knows  not  of."  But  Lord  Byron  had  made 
the  fsoorery  of  the  Tein,  without,  as  it  would  seem, 
bexsf  aware  of  its  yalue.  I  hare  already  had  occa- 
■sa  to  obserre  that,  ercn  while  occupied  with  the 
eosBpositkm  of  Childe  Harold,  it  is  questionable 
whether  he  himself  was  ful^y  conscious  of  the  new 
powen,  both  of  thought  and  feeling,  that  had  been 
awakened  in  him ;  aold  the  strange  estimate  we  now 
find  him  ibfming  of  his  own  production  appears  to 
warrant  the  remark.  It  would  seem,  indeed,  as  if, 
while  the  imaginatiTe  powers  of  his  mind  had  re- 
eetred  sofchan  impulse  forward,  the  faculty  of  judg- 
ment, sfewer  IB  its  deTelopment,  was  stiO  immature, 
and  that  of  se^-judgment,  the  most  difficult  of  all. 
stiB  nnaltauied. 

On  the  other  hand,  from  the  deference,  which, 
partienlarly  at  this  period  of  his  life,  he  was  inclined 
to  p^  to  the  opinions  of  those  with  whom  he  asso- 
osted,  it  woold  be  fiurer,  perhaps,  to  conclude  that 
(Us  cnoneoos  raluation  arose  rather  from  a  diffi- 
deaee  in  his  own  judgment,  than  from  any  deficiency 
of  iL  To  his  coDege  companions,  almost  all  of 
idiom  were  his  saperiors  in  scholarship,  and  some  of 
themcTcn,  at  this  time,  his  competitors  in  poetry, 
he  kwked  np  with  a  degree  of  fond  and  admiring  de- 
facnee,  for  which  his  ignorance  of  his  own  intellec- 

•  it  is.  Wwever,  loss  woBderftd  tbst  antbon  shoold  thoa 
■aMte  €beir  productions,  when  wIk^  generations  hare 
■oaetteeofiUleB  into  eke  nune  sort  of  error.  TheSonnets 
•f  Petrardi  were  by  tlie  learned  of  his  day  considered  only 
vwtkf  of  Ibe  ballMUioffen  by  whom  they  were  chanted 
■boat  the  atreeUi  while  his  Epic  Poem,  'AUrica.'  of  which 
fcv  a«w  even  know  the  eiMence,  was  sonffht  for  on  all 
■lies,  sad  the  smallest  fragaient  of  it  begged  from  the 
ucbor  for  the  fihiariei  of  the  learned. 


tual  strength  alone  could  account ;  and  the  example, 
a^  well  as  tastes,  of  these  young  writers  bemg  mostly 
on  the  side  of  established  models,  their  authority,  as 
long  as  it  influenced  him,  would,  to  a  certain  degree, 
interfere  with  his  strikmg  cpnfidently  into  any  new 
or  original  path.  That  some  remains  of  this  bias, 
with  a  little  leaning,  perhaps,  towards  school-recol- 
lections,* may  have  had  a  share  in  prompting  his 
preference  of  the  Horatian  Paraphrase,  is  by  no 
means  improbable ; — at  least,  that  it  was  enough  to 
lead  him,  untried  as  he  had  yet  been  in  the  new  path, 
to  content  himself,  for  the  present,  with  following  up 
his  success  in  the  old.  We  have  seen,  indeed,  that 
the  manuscript  of  the  two  Cantos  of  Childe  Harold 
had,  preriously  to  its  being  pkced  in  the  hands  of 
Mr  Dallas,  been  submitted  by  the  noble  author  to 
the  perusal  of  some  friend — the  first  and  only  one,  it 
appears,  who  at  that  time  had  seen  them.  Who 
this  &stidiou8  critic  was,  Mr  Dallas  has  not  men- 
tioned ;  but  the  sweeping  tone  of  censure  in  which 
he  conveyed  his  remarks  was  such  as,  at  any  period 
of  his  career,  would  have  disconcerted  the  judgment 
of  one,  who,  years  after,  in  all  the  plenitude  of  his 
fiune,  confessed,  that  **  the  depreciation  of  the  lowest 
of  mankind  was  more  painful  to  him,  than  the  ap- 
plause of  the  highest  was  pleasing."  f 

Though  on  every  thing  that,  afiker  his  arrival  at 
the  age  of  manhood,  he  produced,  some  mark  or 
other  of  the  master-hand  may  be  traced,  yet,  to  print 
the  whole  of  his  Paraphrase  of  Horace,  which  extends 
to  nearly  800  Unes^  would  be,  at  the  best,  but  a 
questionable  compliment  to  his  memory.  That  the 
reader,  however,  may  be  enabled  to  form  some  opi- 
nionH>f  a  performance,  which — ^by  an  error  or  caprice 
of  judgment,  unexampled,  perhaps,  in  the  annals  of 
literature — its  author,  for  a  time,  preferred  to  the 
sublime  musings  of  Childe  Harold,  I  shaU  here  select 
a  few  such  passages  from  the  Paraphrase  as  may 
seem  calculated  to  give  an  idea  as  wdl  of  its  merits 
as  its  defects. 

The  opening  of  the  poem  is^  with  reference  to  the 
original,  ingenious : 

Who  would  not  lauffh,  if  Lawrenoe,  hired  to  grace 
His  costly  canvas  with  each  flattor'd  face. 
Abased  his  art,  till  Nature,  with  a  blush, 
Saw  cits  grow  centaurs  underneath  his  brush  ? 
Or  should  some  limner  Join,  for  show  or  sale, 
A  Bsald  of  honour  to  a  mermaid^s  (ail  ? 
.  Or  low  Dabost  (as  once  (he  world  has  seen) 
Degrade  God's  creatures  in  his  graphic  spleen  ? 
Not  all  tha(  forced  politeness,  which  defends 
Fools  in  their  fiiults,  could  gag  his  grinning  Mends. 
Beliere  me,  Moochns,  like  that  picture  seems 
The  book  which,  sillier  than  a  sick  man's  dreams, 
Displays  a  crowd  of  flgures  incomplete. 
Poetic  ni^it^nares,  without  head  or  feet. 

The  foUowing  is  pointed,  and  felicitously  express* 
ed:— 

*  Oray ,  under  the  influence  of  a  similar  predilection,  pre- 
ferred, for  a  long  time,  his  Latin  poems  to  thooe  by  which 
he  has  gained  such  a  station  in  Baglisb  literature.  «  Shall 
we  attribute  tliis,*  says  Mason,  *  to  his  having  been  educated 
at  Eton,  or  to  what  other  cause  ?  Certain  it  if,  that  when 
I  flrst  knew  him,  he  seemed  (o  set  a  greater  valbe  on  his 
lAtin  poetry  than  on  that  which  lie  had  composed  in  his 
aative  language** 

t  One  of  the  manuscript  notes  of  Lord  Byron  on  Mc 
D'lsraeli's  work,  already  referred  to.— Vol.  i.  p.  144. 
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Then  gUde  down  Orab-ftr«eC,  flMttaf  and  lbrgot» 
Laiif  h*d  into  Lethe  bj  lonie  quaint  Reriew, 
Whoae  wit  if  nerer  tronbleMnie  till--tnie. 

Of  the  greTer  p«rt8»  the  annexed  if  a  fiiTOiiralhe 
epectmen: — 

New  words  And  credit  In  these  latter  daji, 

If  neatly  graAed  on  a  Oallic  pbraae : 

What  Chancer,  Spencer  did,  we  acarce  reftue 

To  Dryden'a  m  to  Pope**  matnrer  mose. 

If  yon  can  add  a  little.  My,  why  not, 

Am  weU  ai  William  Pitt  and  Waiter  Scott, 

Since  they,  by  force  of  rhyme,  and  force  of  kmgs, 

Bnrich'd  oar  island'*  iil^inited  tongnes  7 

*T  ie  then,  and  shaU  be,  lawful  to  present 

Befonns  in  writing  as  in  parliament 

Am  forests  Aed  their  foliage  by  degrees. 

So  ihde  expressions  which  in  season  please ; 

And  we  and  ours,  alas  I  are  due  to  fhte. 

And  works  and  words  hot  dwindle  to  a  date. 

Though,  as  a  monarch  nods  and  commerce  calls. 

Impetuous  rirers  stagnate  in  canals : 

Though  swamps  subdued,  and  marshes  drain'd,  sostain 

Hie  heary  plou^ishare  and  the  yellow  grain; 

And  rising  ports  along  the  busy  shore 

Protect  the  ressel  firmn  old  Ocean's  roar<* 

All,  all  must  perish.   Bat,  surrirlng  last. 

The  lore  of  letters  half  preserres  the  past : 

Troe,— some  decay,  yet  not  a  tew  sunrive, 

Thoogh  tliose  shall  sink  which  now  appear  to  thrive. 

As  cnstooi  aiUtrates,  whose  shifting  sway 

Ow  UfcaBd  laagnage  most  alike  obey. 

I  quote  what  foDows  ohieflbr  for  the  nke  of  the  note 
attached  to  it : 

Satirie  rhyme  first  sprang  from  selfish  spleen. 
Ton  doubt  ?-see  Dryden,  Pope,  St  Patrick's  Dean.* 

Blank  Terse  is  now  with  one  consent  allied 

To  tragedy,  and  rarely  quits  her  side : 

Thon^  mad  Almansor  rhymed  in  Diyden's  dayf* 

No  stog-song  hero  rants  in  modem  plays  ;— 

While  ouKlest  comedy  her  rerse  forgoes 

Fbr  jest  and  pan  in  rery  middling  prose. 

Not  that  our  Bens  or  Beanmonts  show  the  worse. 

Or  lose  one  point,  because  they  wrote  in  rerse ; 

But  so  nialia  pleases  to  appear^— 

Poor  virgin  !~damn'd  sooie  twenty  times  a  year. 

There  is  more  of  poetiy  in  the  following  fenea 
upon  IfOton  than  in  koj  other  passage  throughout 
the  Ptotphrase : — 

"Awake  a  lender  and  a  loftier  strain  !* 
And,  pray,  what  follows  ft-om  his  boiling  bralB  7 
He  sinks  to  S«  *  's  IotcI  in  a  trice. 
Whose  epic  mountains  nerer  lUl  in  mice! 
Not  so  of  yore  awoke  your  mighty  sire 
The  temper'd  warbliogs  of  his  master  lyre : 
Soft  as  the  gentler  breathing  of  the  lute, 
•Of  awn's  first  disobedience  and  the  ftnit ' 
He  speaks;  but  as  bis  subject  swells  along. 
Berth,  Hearea,  and  Hades,  echo  with  the  song. 

The  annexed  sketch  contains  some  lirely  touches : — 

Behold  Um  Freshman  (-Arced  no 
O'er  Virgfl's  derilish  Terses,t 

*  «llae  Flecknoe.  the  Dunciad.  and  all  Swift's  lampoon- 
lag  baIlads.-.WhateTer  their  other  works  may  be,  these 
originated  In  personal  Ibelings  and  angry  retort  on  un- 
worthy rirals;  and  though  the  ability  of  these  satires 
elerates  the  poetical,  their  poignancy  detracts  firom  the 
penonal,  character  of  the  writers-' 

t  'Harrcy.  the  etrculator  of  the  HreulMon  of  the  blood, 
need  to  fling  away  Virgil  In  his  ecstacy  of  admiration,  and 
say. '  the  book  had  a  deriL*  Now,  such  a  character  as  I 
am  copying  would  probably  fling  it  away  also,  but  rather 
wish  that  the  deril  had  the  book;  not  from  dislike  to  the 
poet,  bat  a  well-foaMled  horror  of  bexaaMters.   Indeed, 


i  too  tetfoas,  lectures  too  abstruse, 

He  flies  from  T ^ll's  ftvwn  to  «  Fordham's  Mews  ;** 

(Unlucky  T 11,  doom'd  to  dally  cares 

By  pugilistic  pupils  and  by  bears  I) 
Fines,  tutors,  tasks,  conventions,  threat  in  vala, 
Before  hoonds,  hunters,  and  Newmarket  phda : 
Rough  with  his  elders— with  his  equals  rash- 
Ciril  to  sharpers— prodigal  of  cash. 

♦  *  *  •  » 

Fool'd,  pillaged,  dnnn'd,  he  wastes  his  terms  awiy ; 
And,  nnexpell'd  perliaps,  retires  M.  A<- 
Master  of  Arts  I— as  Hells  and  Clubs*  proclaim. 
Where  scarce  a  black-leg  bears  a  brighter  name. 
Lannch'd  into  lift,  extinct  bis  early  fire. 
He  apesihe  selfish  prudence  of  his  sire : 
Marries  for  money— chuses  friends  for  rank. 
Buys  land,  and  shrewdly  trasts  not  to  the  Bank: 
Sits  In  the  senate :  gets  a  son  and  heir- 
Sends  him  to  Harrow.for  himself  was  there : 
If  ate  though  he  rotes,  unless  when  call'd  to  deer 
His  son  *s  so  sharp— he  '11  see  the  dog  a  peer  I 
Manhood  declines— age  palsies  erery  limb : 
He  quits  the  scene,  or  else  the  scene  quits  him; 
Scrapes  wealth,  o'er  each  departing  penny  grieves. 
And  ATarice  seises  all  Ambition  leaTCs— 
Counts  cent,  per  cent,  and  smiles,  or  vainly  frets 
O'er  hoards  diminish'd  by  yoong  Hopefol's  debts ; 
Weighs  well  and  wisely  what  to  sell  or  buy. 
Complete  in  all  life's  lessons-bat  to  die : 
Peevish  and  q>iteAil,  doting,  hard  to  please, 
Commending  erery  time  aare  times  like  these; 
erased,  querulous,  forsaken,  half  forgot, 
Expires  unwept,  is  baried— let  him  rot  i 

In  speaking  of  the  opera,  he  says : 

Hence  the  pert  shopkeeper,  whose  throbUag  eor 
Aches  with  orchestras  which  he  pays  to  hear. 
Whom  shame,  not  sympathy,  forbids  to  snore. 
His  anguish  doubled  by  his  own  'encme  !* 
Sqoeesed  in  «  Fop's  Alley,'  Jostled  by  the  beasx, 
Teased  with  his  hat,  and  trembling  for  his  toes. 
Scarce  wrestles  through  the  night,  nor  tastes  of  ease 
Tin  the  dropp'd  curtain  gives  a  glad  release : 
Why  this  and  more  he  snflbrs,  can  ye  guess  7— 
Because  It  costs  him  dear,  and  makes  him  dress! 

The  concluding  couplet  of  the  foDowing  lines  is 
amusingly  characteristic  of  that  mixture  of  fun  aiul 
bitterness  with  which  their  author  sometimes  spoke 
in  oonrersation ;— so  much  so  that  those  who  knew 
him  might  ahnost  fimcj  thc7  hear  him  utter  (be 


Bat  every  tUng  has  fiuilts,  nor  is  *t  unkaowa 
That  harps  and  fiddles  often  lose  their  tone. 
And  wayward  Toioes  at  their  owners*  call. 
With  aU  their  best  endeavours,  only  squaU; 
Dogs  bUnk  their  covey,  fiints  withhold  the  spaik. 
And  double-barreU  (damn  them  0  miss  their  mark !  t 

One  more  passage,  with  the  humorous  note  ap- 
pended to  it,  win  complete  the  whole  amount  of  ■} 
fiiTOuraUe  speomens  :— 

And  that  *s  enou^— then  write  and  print  so  fost- 
If  SaUn  take  the  hindmost,  who  *d  be  lart  ? 
They  storm  the  types,  they  publish  one  and  all. 
They  leap  the  coonter,  and  they  leave  the  staU  :* 

the  public-school  penance  of '  Long  and  Short  *  Is  enoof  b 
to  beget  an  antipathy  to  poetry  for  the  residue  of  a  ■>•"  • 
lifo,  and  perhaps  so  far  may  be  an  advantage." 

♦  « *  Hell,'  a  gaming-house  so  called,  vrhere  yea  ™» 
Uttle  and  are  cheated  a  good  deal :' Club,' a  pleasant  pv- 
gatory,  where  yoa  lose  more,  and  are  not  supposed  to  •« 
cheated  at  alL* 

t  «AsMrPope  took  the  liberty  of  damning  Homer,  to 
whom  he  was  under  great  obligations-*  And  Homer  (dssui 
him)  calls'-tt  may  be  presumed  that  any  body  or  any  thiai 

Bwy  be  damned  in  verse  by  poetical  llceace ;  and  Ib^s<^ 
of  accident,  I  teg  leaTe  to  plead  so 
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en  of  high  c 
Tea,  hmnmeU  hare  iak'd  tbe  Mood  j  hand  I 
CtA  cumot  4«ell  them— PoHio  plajr'd  this  prank : 
(Tkea  Phoebas  flnt  foand  credit  in  a  bank  0 
Net  an  the  livinc  only,  hut  the  demi 


a^d  an  their  dejrs,  they  poethnmooely  thrire, 
DvK  «p fron dust. thoofffa baried  wheaalirel 
Brriewa  record  thia  epidemic  crime, 
Aeee  books  of  martyrs  to  the  rafe  tbr  rhyme. 
AJaa !  woe  worth  tlie  scribbler,  often  seen 
tai  Moraiaf  Post  or  Monthly  Magasine ! 
There  Ink  Us  earlier  lays,— bat  soon,  hot-prets'd. 
Behold  a  qoartol— taits  most  tell  the  restl 
Then  Icaire,  ye  wise,  the  lyre's  precarioos  chords 
To  mwae  mad  baronets  or  madder  lords. 
Or  cammtrj  Crispins,  now  grown  somewhat  stale, 
TwiB  Doric  minstrels,  drunk  with  Doric  ale  I 
Bark  to  thoee  notes,  narcotically  soft, 
T¥e  cobbler- laureates  sinf  to  Capel  Loft  t* 

FVoBi  tbete  adecC  q^ecunens,  which  comprise,  alto- 
gether,  little  more  thaa  an  eighth  of  the  whole  Poem, 
Ike  icttder  may  be  enabled  to  fonn  tome  notion  of  the 
1 1  ■■■nil  I,  which  ii,  for  the  most  part,  of  a  Teiy  in- 
fierior  qnalHr,  and,  in  some  parts,  descending  to  the 
dtptha  oC  doggerd.  Who,  for  instance,  could  trace 
Ike  hand  of  fitf ran  in  such  **  prose,  fringed  with 
ikrae,"  a*  the  followii«?— 


naco  to  owift^  I  

Uamafrh-a  by  all,  sure  matchless  HudibrM, 
Whooe  aalbor  is  perhaps  the  first  we  meet 
Who  tnm  oar  couplet  lopp'd  two  final  Ibet: 
Ifer  leas  in  merit  than  the  longer  line 
lUs  satasaie  mores,  a  terourite  of  the  Nine. 
«  «  «  «  ♦ 

Ikaagh  at  int  Tlew,  df  ht  feet  may  seem  In  Tufai 
nona'd,  aare  ia  odes,  to  bear  a  serioos  strain, 

*  'lUa  well-BManiaf  gentleman  has  spoilt  some  excel- 
leat  ibniBsalfirs,  and  been  accessary  to  the  poetical  undoing 
rfmaay  of  tbe  iadostiious  poor.  Nathaniel  Bloomfleld  and 
Ushrother  Bobby  hare  set  all  Somersetshire  singing.  Nor 
hm  the  nmlaity  confined  itself  to  one  county.  Pratt,  too 
fvha  eocc  was  wiser),  has  caught  the  contagion  of  patron- 
age, aad  decoyed  a  poor  IbUow,  named  Blackett,  into 
pattij ;  bat  he  died  daring  the  operation, learing  one  child 
aad  two  lelames  of'  Remains,'  utterly  destitute.  The  girl, 
tf  aha  daan  take  a  poetical  twist,  and  come  forth  as  a  shoe- 
makiac  Sapfbo,  saay  do  well,  but  the  *  Tragedies*  are  as 
rickety  as  If  they  had  been  the  oApring  of  an  Earl  or  a  8ea- 
taaiaa  priao^pact.  The  patrons  of  this  pow  lad  are  cer- 
forhis  end,  and  it  ought  to  be  an  indict- 
Batthlsbthe  least  they  bare  done ;  for,  by 
sf  barbarity,  they  hare  made  the  (late)  man 
ridicaloas,  by  printing  what  he  would  bare 
eaaugb  nerer  to  print  himself.  Cortes,  these 
of*  llrmaini' come  ander  the  statute  against  resnr- 
L  What  does  it  signiiy  whether  a  poor  dear 
Is  to  be  stock  up  in  Suiveons*  or  in  Stationers' 
HsO?  iatt  so  bod  to  aneartk  his  bones  as  his  blunders?  is 
it  aot  better  to  gBibet  his  body  on  a  heath  than  Us  soul  in 
on  octavo?  *  We  know  what  we  are.  bat  we  know  not  what 
ocamy  be,*  and  It  is  to  be  hoped  we  nerer  shall  know,  if 
a  mm  who  bae  passed  through  lilb  wtth  a  sort  of  «clat  is  to 
lad  Ifmiilf  a  aioontebank  on  the  other  side  of  Styx,  and 
■ads.  Uke  poor  Joe  Blackett,  the  laughlng-stoA  of  pur- 
Tlw  plea  of  publication  is  to  provide  for  the  child, 
of  this 'sutor  ultra  crepidam's' friends 
M  a  decent  action  without  Inveigling 
Frstt  iato  Uegraphy  ?  And  then,  his  inscription  spUt  into 
so  msay  BMdlcams !  '  To  the  Duchess  of  So  Much,  the 
light  HaBoarabieSo.and  so,  and  Mrs  and  Miss  Somebody. 
these  viilamiii  are,'  Sec.  ftc  Why,  this  is  doling  out  tbe 
'  sail  mOk  of  dedkation '  in  gills;  there  is  but  a  quart,  and 
hedMdeait  amoogadosen.  Why,  Pratt  I  hadst  thou  not 
a  puff  left  7  dost  thou  think  six  fimrilies  of  distinction  can 
iharatktoia^niet?  There  is  a  child,  a  book,  and  a  dedi- 
tbegM  to  her  grace,  the  vohnaes  to  the 
tothed-v-l.» 


Tet  Seott  has  shown  our  wondering  isle  of  late 
This  measure  shrinks  not  from  a  theme  of  wei^. 
And  varied  skilihlly,  surpasses  flur 
Heroic  rhyme,  but  most  in  love  or  war. 
Whose  fluctuations,  tender  or  sublime. 
Are  cnrb*d  too  much  by  long  recurring  rhyme. 
«  ♦  «  «  « 

In  sooth,  I  do  aot  know,  or  greatly  care 

To  learn,  who  our  first  English  strollers  were. 

Or  if— tin  roots  received  the  vagrant  art— 

Our  Muse— like  that  of  Thespis-kept  a  cart. 

But  this  is  certain,  since  our  Shakspeare's  days. 

There  *s  pomp  enough,  if  little  else,  in  plays ; 

Nor  will  Melpomene  ascend  her  throne 

Without  high  heels,  white  plume,  and  Bristol  stone 


Where  is  that  living  language  whkh  coald  claim 
Poetic  more,  as  philosophic  fhme. 
If  all  our  bards,  more  patient  of  delay. 
Would  stop  Uke  Pope  to  polish  by  the  way? 

In  tracing  the  fortunes  of  men,  it  is  not  a  Utde  cu- 
rious to  obserre,  how  often  the  course  of  a  whole  life 
has  depended  on  one  single  step.  Had  Lord  Byron 
now  persisted  m  his  original  purpose  of  giving  this 
Poem  to  the  press,  instead  of  Childe  Handd,  it  is 
more  than  probable  that  he  would  haTe  been  lost,  as 
a  great  poet,  to  the  world.*  Inferior  as  the  Para- 
phrase is,  in  ereiy  respect,  to  his  former  Satire,  and, 
in  some  places,  eren  desoendiog  below  the  level  of 
under-gntduate  Teniilers,  its  fti^nre,  there  can  be 
little  doubt,  would  haTe  been  certain  and  signal ; — 
his  former  assailants  would  have  resumed  their  ad- 
vantage over  him,  and  either,  in  the  bitterness  of  his 
mortification,  he  would  have  flung  Childe  Harold  into 
the  fire,  or,  had  he  snmmcmed  up  sufficient  confi- 
dence to  pubUsh  that  Poem,  its  reception,  eyen  if 
sufficient  to  retrieve  him  in  the  eyes  of  the  public  and 
his  own,  oouU  never  have,  at  all,  resembled  that  ex- 
plosion of  success, — that  instantaneous  and  universal 
aodaim  of  admiration  into  which,  coming  as  it  were 
fresh  firom  the  land  of  song,  he  now  surprised  the 
worid,  and  in  the  midst  of  which  he  was  borne,  buoy- 
ant and  self-assured,  along,  through  ta  succession  of 
new  triumphs,  each  more  splendid  than  the  last. 

Ili4>pily,  the  better  judgment  of  his  friends  averted 
such  a  risk;  and  he,  at  length,  consented  to  tbe  im- 
mediate publication  of  Childe  Harold, — stiO,  however, 
to  the  last  expressing  his  doubts  of  its  merits,  and  his 
alarm  at  the  sort  of  reception  it  might  meet  with  in 
the  vrorld. 

<*  I  did  an  I  could,"  says  his  adviser,  '*  to  raise  his 
opinion  of  thn  composition,  and  I  succeeded;  but  he 
varied  much  in  his  feelings  about  it,  nor  was  he,  as 
will  appear,  at  his  ease  until  the  world  decided  on  its 
merit.  He  saidagain  and  again  that  I  was  going  to 
get  him  into  a  scrape  vrith  1^  old  enemies,  and  that 
none  of  them  would  rejoice  more  than  the  Edinburgh 
Reviewers  at  an  opportunity  to  humble  him.  He 
said  I  must  not  put  his  name  to  it.  I  entreated  him 
to  leave  it  to  me,  and  that  I  would  answer  for  this 
Poem  silencing  all  his  enemies.** 

The  publication  being  now  determined  upon,  there 

*  That  he  himself  attributed  every  thing  to  fortune,  ap- 
pears from  the  following  passage  in  one  of  his  journals : 
«  Like  Sylla,  I  have  always  believed  that  all  things  depend 
upon  fortune,  and  nothing  upon  ourselves.  I  am  not  aware 
of  any  one  thought  or  action  worthy  of  being  called  good 
to  myself  or  others,  which  is  not  to  be  attributed  to  the 
good  goddem,  Forttme  /» 
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aroM  fome  doubts  and  dlfficultj  ai  to  a  publisher. 
Though  Lord  Byron  had  intrusted  Cawthom  with 
what  he  considered  to  be  his  surer  card,  the  **  Hints 
from  Horace,'*  he  did  not,  it  seems,  think  him  of  suf- 
ficient station  in  the  trade  to  give  a  sanction  or  fashion 
to  his  more  hasardous  experiment.  The  former  re< 
fusal  of  the  Messrs  Longman  to  publish  his  **  Eng- 
lish Bards  and  Scotch  Reriewers''  was  not  forgotten ; 
and  he  expresslj  stipulated  with  Bfr  Dallas  that  the 
manuscript  should  not  be  offered  to  that  house.  An 
application  was,  at  firat,  made  to  Mr  Miller,  of  Albe- 
marle-«treet ;  but,  m  consequence  of  the  seTcrity  with 
which  Lord  Elgin  was  treated  in  the  poem,  MrMillei 
(already  the  publisher  and  bookseller  of  this  latter  no- 
bleman) declined  the  work.  Even  this  circumstance, 
— so  apprehensiTe  was  the  poet  for  his  ftune, — began 
to  re-awaken  all  the  qualms  and  terrors  he  had  at 
flrrt  ftlt;  and,  had  any  further  difficulties  or  objec- 
tions arisen,  it  is  more  than  probable  he  might  have 
rdapsed  into  his  original  intention.  It  was  not  long, 
however,  before  a  person  was  found  willing  and  proud 
to  undertake  the  publication.  Mr  Murray,  who,  at 
this  period,  resided  in  Fleet-street,  having,  some  time 
before,  expressed  a  desire  to  be  allowed  to  publish 
some  work  of  Lord  Qyron,  it  vras  in  his  hands  that 
Mr  Dallas  now  placed  the  manuscript  of  Chflde 
HaroM ;— and  thus  iras  laid  the  first  foundation  of 
that  connexion  between  this  gentleman  and  the  noUe 
poet,  which  continued,  with  but  a  temporary  inter- 
ruption, throughout  the  lifetime  of^e  one,  and  has 
proved  an  abundant  source  of  honoqr*  as  well  as 
emolument,  to  the  other. 

Whfle  thus  busily  engaged  m  his  literary  projects, 
and  having,  besides,  some  law  afiairs  to  transact  with 
his  agent,  he  was  called  suddenly  away  to  Newstead 
by  the  mteDigence  of  an  event,  which  seems  to  have 
affected  his  tdnd  far  more  deeply  than,  considering  all 
the  circumstances  of  the  case,  could  have  been  ex- 
pected. Mrs  Qyron,  whose  excessive  corpulence 
rendered  her,  at  afl  times,  rather  a  pepknis  subject 
lor  iUness,  had  been  of  late  indisposed,  but  not  to 
any  akrming  degree;  nor  does  it  ^pear  that,  when 
the  foOowing  note  was  vrritten,  there  existed  any 
grounds  for  iq>prehension  as  to  her  state. 

•Reddich'f  Hotel,  St  James'i-street, 
London.  July  23d.  1811. 

**  mr  DS4R  MADAM, 

**l  am  only  detained  by  Mr  H  *  *  to  sign  some  co- 
pyhold papers,  and  will  give  you  timely  notice  of  my 
appnach.  It  is  with  great  reluctance  I  remain  in 
town.  I  shall  pay  a  short  visit  as  we  go  on  to  Lan- 
cashire on  Rochdale  business.  I  shall  attend  to  your 
directions  of  course,  and  am, 

**  With  great  respect,  yours  ever, 

«Btbon. 

**  P.8.— Yon  vrin  consider  Newstead  as  your  house, 
not  mine,  and  me  only  as  a  visitor.** 

On  his  gomg  abroad,  she  had  conceived  a  sort  of 
superstitious  fancy  that  she  should  never  see  him 
again;  and  when  he  returned,  safe  and  well,  and 
wrote  to  inform  her  that  he  should  soon  see  her  at 
Newstead,  she  said  to  her  waiting- vroman,  **  If  I 
shoukl  be  dead  before  Byron  comes  down,  vrfaat  a 
strange  thing  it  would  be !  "—and  so,  m  fa<^  it  hap- 


pened. At  the  end  of  July,  her  iOness  took  a  new 
and  fatal  turn ;  and,  so  sadly  characteristic  was  the 
dose  of  the  poor  lady's  life,  that  a  fit  of  rage,  broughl 
on,  it  is  said,  by  reading  over  the  upholsterer's  bills, 
was  the  ultimate  cause  of  her  death.  Lord  Byroo 
had,  of  course,  prompt  intelligence  of  the  attack.  But 
though  he  started  instanti^y  from  town,  he  was  too 
late,— she  had  breathed  her  last. 

The  following  letter,  it  vrill  be  perceived,  was 
vrritten  on  his  way  to  Newstead. 

LETTER  LV. 

TO  DR  nOOT. 

•  Newport  FScneIl«  Aafvst  9,  Mil. 
^'MTDSAR  DOCTOR, 

^My  poor  mother  died  yesterday  1  and  lam  on  my 
way  from  town  to  attend  her  to  the  family  vault  I 
heard  one  day  of  her  iOness,  the  next  of  her  death.— 
Thank  God,  her  last  moments  were  most  tranqufl.  1 
am  told  she  was  m  little  pain,  and  not  aware  of  her 
situation. — I  now  feel  the  truth  of  Mr  Gray's  obser- 
vation«  *  That  we  can  only  have  one  mother.*— Peace 
be  widi  her !  I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  expresiioas 
of  regard,  and  as  in  six  weeks  I  shaO  be  in  Lanca- 
shire on  business,  I  may  extend  to  Liverpool  asd 
Chester, — at  least  I  shall  endeavour. 

^  If  it  vfiD  be  any  satisfaction,  I  have  to  infom  you 
that  m  November  next  the  Editor  of  the  Scourge  wil 
be  tried  for  two  different  Hbeb  on  the  late  Mrs  E  aod 
n^self  (the  decease  of  Mrs  B.  makes  no  difference  in 
the  proceedings),  and  as  he  is  guilty,  by  kis  veiy 
foolish  and  unfounded  assertion,  of  a  breach  of  pmi- 
lege,  be  vrin  be  prosecuted  with  the  utmost  rigour. 

"I  inform  you  of  this,  as  you  seem  interested  ia 
the  aflair,  whkh  is  now  in  the  hands  of  the  attorney- 
general. 

''IshaU  remain  atNewstead  the  greater  part  of  (htt 
month,  where  I  shall  be  happy  to  hear  from  jou, 
after  my  tvro  years'  absence  in  the  East. 
"  I  am,  dear  Pigot,  yours  very  truly, 

•'Btroh." 

It  can  hardly  have  escaped  the  observation  of  d>e 
reader,  that  the  general  tone  of  the  noble  poet's  cor- 
respondence with  his  mother  is  that  of  a  son,  peifonn- 
ing,  strictly  and  conscientiously,  what  he  deems  to  be 
his  duty,  vrithout  the  intermixture  of  any  sentiment  o| 
cordiality  to  sweeten  the  task.  The  very  tide  of 
"  Madam,"  by  which  he  addresses  her— and  which 
he  but  seldom  exchanges  for  the  endearing  name  of 
"  mother,"*— is,  of  itself,  a  sufficient  prwf  of  the 
sentimenU  he  entertained  for  her.  That  such  dM)oki 
have  been  his  dispositions  towards  such  a  parent  can 
be  matter  neither  of  surprise  or  blame,— but  tUt, 
notwithstanding  this  alienation,  which  her  own  unnr- 
tunate  temper  produced,  he  should  have  continued  to 
consult  her  wishes,  and  minister  to  her  comforts,  with 

•  In  many  InstancM  the  mothers  ofniastriotts  P«^  *•!* 
had  reawm  to  be  proud  no  less  of  the  affection  thanofj*'' 
glory  of  their  sons ;  and  T«mo,  Pope,  Gray,  and  CoW- 
are among  these  memorable  examples  of  fflW  t««w?™*!: 
In  the  lessor  poems  of  Tasso  there  are  few  thhofi  so  !»»(■: 
ftal  as  his  detcription.  in  the  Cansone  to  the  MeUoro,  «• 
his  flrat  parting  with  Us  mother  :— 

Me  dal  ten  dells  madra  OBTia  fortaaa 

Pargoletto  dlrelie,  te. 
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mkmiuEmg  thoogfatfiilBai  m  it  erinced  not  odj 
■  the  freqaoMgr  of  his  leiten,  bol  in  the  afanott  exr 
I  ^Bfe  approprintioQ  of  Newitead  to  her  me,  re- 
in no  ordinai7  degree,  to  his 
mm  eren  the  more  strikingly  meritorious 
'  Ina  the  abeeo«c  of  that  aflectioo,  f?  hich  renders 
,  kii^caMn  to  a  beloTed  ol^fect  little  more  than  an 
laUgeMeofaelt 

I    Bat,  however  estranged  from  her  his  fedings  must 
i  W  alofived  to  have  been  while  she  lifed,  her  death 
I  teems  to  have  restored  them  into  their  natural  chan- 
■eL    Whether  from  a  return  of  eariy  fondness  and 
;  ^  al  atnaing  power  of  the  grave,  or  from  the  pros- 
pect of  that  void  in  his  future  life,  which  this  loss  of 
i  his  mij  link  with  the  past  would  leave,  it  is  certain 
;hat  he  Celt  the  death  of  his  mother  acutely,  if  not 
<ecp^.     Ob  the  night  after  his  arrival  at  Newstead, 
the  wailin^vroiiian  of  Mrs  Qyron,  in  passing  the  door 
flf  the  roon  vrhcre  the  deceased  bdy  lay,  heard  a 
wimil,  an  of  soaie  one  sighing  heavily  from  within ; 
•ad,  oa  entering  the  chamber,  found,  to  her  surprise, 
Lord  QyroBy  sitting  in  the  dark,  beside  the  bed.    On 
ha  lepwsfnting  to  him  the  weakness  of  thus  giving 
war  10  grief y  he  burst  into  tears  and  exclaimed,  "Ob, 
)fn  By,  I  had  bat  one  friend  in  the  world,  and  she  is 
fsael" 

While  his  real  thoughts  were  thus  confided  to 
deaee  and  <laTknesa,  there  was,  in  other  parts  of  his 
osadnet  more  open  to  observation,  a  degree  of  eooen- 
iridiy  and  indJlMonim  which,  with  superficial  ob- 
arvcfs,  Buight  weD  bring  the  sensibility  of  his  nature 
On  the  mormng  of  the  funeral,  having 
following  the  remains  himself,  he  stood  k>ok- 
iag,  frsai  the  abbey  doer,  at  the  procession,  till  the 
whole  had  nwred  off; — then  turning  to  young  Rush- 
tsa,  who  was  the  only  person  left  besides  himself,  he 
desired  him  to  fetch  the  sparring-gloTes,  and  proceeded 
to  his  iiml  exerdse  with  the  boy.  He  was  silent 
sad  abstiaeted  afl  the  time,  and,  as  if  from  an  effort 
lo  get  the  better  of  lus  feelings,  threw  more  violence, 
llashioa  thought,  into  his  blows  than  was  his.  habit; 
bat,  at  last/— 4he  struggle  seeming  too  much  for  him, 
— he  ivag  away  the  gloves,  and  retired  to  his  room. 

Of  Mrs  Bynn,  sufficient,  perhaps,  has  been  related 
in  these  pages  to  enable  the  reader  to  form  fully  his 
owB  opnuoB,  as  well  vrith  respect  to  the  character  of 
thsi  htfy  henelf,  as  to  the  degree  of  influence  her 
icaqwr  and  conduct  may  have  exercised  on  those  of 
her  SOB.  It  was  said  by  one  of  the  most  extraordi- 
aaiy  of  men,* — ^who  was  himself,  as  he  avowed, 
pnadpaBy  indebted  to  maternal  culture  for  the  un- 
j  eiaaiplfd  elevation  to  which  be  subsequently  rose, 
~ihat  **  the  future  good  or  bad  conduct  of  a  child 
depends  entirelx  on  the  mother.'*  How  far  the  leaven 
that  soBsetiBies  mixed  itself  with  the  better  nature  of 
B^roa, — hia  uncertain  and  wayward  impulses, — his 
dsfiaBoe  of  restraint, — the  occasional  bitterness  of 
fail  hate,  and  the  jirecipitaoce  of  his  resentments, — 
BM7  have  had  thdr  origin  in  his  early  collisions  with 
smienal  caprice  and  violence,  is  an  inquiry  for  which 
sdfeaeBt  materials  have  been,  perhaps,  furnished  in 
these  pages,  but  which  every  one  will  decide  upon, 
to  the  more  or  lem  weight  he  may  attribute 

•  NspoteoB. 


to  the  nifliwnne  of  looh  oauses  on  the  formation  d 
character. 

That,  notwithstanding  her  injudicious  and  coarse 
treatment  of  him,  Mrs  Byron  loved  her  son,  with  thai 
sort  of  fitful  fomfaiess  of  which  akme  such  a  nature  ii 
capable,  there  can  be  little  doubt,— and  still  less, 
that  she  was  ambitiously  proud  of  him.  Her  anxiety 
for  the  success  of  his  fint  literary  essays  may  be  col- 
lected from  the  pams  which  he  so  oonriderately  took 
to  tranquillise  her  on  the  appearance  of  the  hostile 
article  m  the  Review.  As  his  fiune  began  to  brighten, 
that  notion  of  his  future  greatness  and  gk>ry,  which, 
by  a  singular  forecast  of  superstitmn,  she  had  enter- 
tained from  his  very  childhood,  became  proportion- 
ably  confirmed-  Every  mention  of  him  in  print  wat 
watched  by  her  with  eagemem,  and  she  had  goi 
bound  together  in  a  volume,  which  a  friend  of  min< 
once  saw,  a  coDeotion  of  all  the  litenuy  notices  thai 
had  then  appeared  of  his  early  Poems  and  Satire,— 
written  over,  on  the  margin,  with  observations  of  hei 
own,  which  to  mj  informant  appeared  indicative  oJ 
much  more  sense  and  ability  than,  from  her  genera' 
character,  we  should  be  inclined  to  attribute  to  her. 

Among  those  lesser  traits  of  his  conduct  througli 
which  an  observer  can  trace  a  filial  wish  to  uphold, 
and  throw  respect  rouhd,  the  station  of  his  mother, 
may  be  mentioned  his  insisting,  while  a  boy,  on  beinf 
called  ^  George  Byron  Gordon" — giving  thereby  pre- 
cedence to  the  maternal  name,— and  his  continuing, 
to  the  htft,  to  address  her  as  ^  the  Houoorable  Mn 
Byron," — a  mark  of  rank  to  which,  he  must  have 
been  aware,  she  had  no  daim  whatever.  Neithei 
does  it  appear  that,  in  his  habitual  manner  toward! 
her,  there  was  any  thing  denoting  a  want  of  eithei 
affection  or  deference, — with  the  exception,  perhaps 
occasionally,  of  a  somewhat  greater  degree  of  broi 
liarity  than  comports  with  the  ordinary  notions  of  filia 
respect.  Thus,  the  usual  name  he  called  her  by 
when  they  were  on  good-humoured  terms  together 
was  *^  Kitty  Gordon ;"  and  I  have  heard  an  eye 
witness  of  the  scene  describe  the  look  of  arch,  dira 
matic  humour,  with  which,  one  day,  at  Southwell 
when  they  were  in  the  height  of  their  theatrical  rage 
he  threw  open  the  docNr  o(  die  drawing-room,  to  admi 
his  mother,  saying,  at  the  same  time,  ''Enter  thi 
Honourable  Kitty." 

The  pride  of  birth  was  a  feeling  common  alike  V 
mother  and  son,  and  at  times  even  became  a  poin 
of  rivalry  between  them,  from  their  respective  claims 
English  and  Scotch,  to  high  lineage.  In  a  lette 
written  by  him  from  Italy,  referring  to  some  anecdot 
which  his  mother  had  told  him,  he  says, — ^''M: 
mother,  who  was  as  haughty  as  Lucifer  with  he 
descent  from  the  Stuarts,  and  her  right  line  from  lh( 
old  Chrthns, — not  the  Seyton  Oordontf  as  she  dis 
dainfully  termed  the  ducal  branch, — told  me  th' 
story,  always  remindnig  me  how  superior  her  Gordon 
were  to  the  southern  Byrons,  notwithstanding  ou 
Norman,  and  always  masculine  descent,  which  ba 
never  lapsed  into  a  female,  as  my  mother  s  Gordon 
had  done  in  her  own  person." 

If,  to  be  able  to  depict  powerfully  the  painful  emo 
tions,  it  is  necessary  first  to  have  experienced  them 
or,  in  other  words,  if,  for  the  poet '  to  be  great,  th 
man  must  suffer.  Lord  Byron,  it  must  be  owned,  pai( 
early  this  dear  price  of  mastery.    Few  as  were  th. 
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tiei  1^  which  his  affections  held,  whether  withm,  or 
without,  the  circle  of  rehUionship,  he  was  now 
doomed,  within  a  short  space,  to  see  the  most  of  them 
swept  away  by  death.*  Besidet  the  loss  of  his 
mother,  he  had  to  mourn  over,  in  quick  suecessioo, 
the  untimely  fatalities  that  carried  off,  within  a  few 
weeks  of  each  other,  two  or  three  of  his  most  k>Ted 
and  Talued  friends.  **  In  the  short  space  of  one 
month,"  he  says,  in  a  note  on  Childe  Harold,  ^'I  hare 
lost  htr  who  gave  me  being,  and  most  of  those  who 
made  that  being  tolerable."  f  ^^  thesie,  young 
Wingfield,  whom  we  have  seen  high  on  the  list  of 
his  Harrow  fatouritea,  died  of  a  fcrer  at  Coimbra  ; 
and  Blatthews,  the  idol  of  his  admiration  at  eoDege, 
was  drowned  while  bathing  in  the  waters  of  the  Cam. 
The  following  letter,  written  immediately  after  the 
latter  erent,  bean  the  impress  of  strong  and  eten 
agonised  feeling,  to  such  a  degree  as  renders  it 
almost  painful  to  read  it. 

LETTER  LVI. 

TO  MR  SOIOFB  DAYIES. 

'*  Newstewl  Abbey.  AngustT.  1811. 
^^ar  DEAREST  DAYIES. 

**  Some  curse  hangs  oter  me  and  mine,  lly  mother 
lies  a  coipoe  in  this  house :  one  of  my  best  friends  is 
drowned  in  a  ditch.  What  can  I  say,  or  think,  or  do  ? 
I  received  a  letter  from  him  the  day  before  yesterday, 
lly  dear  Scrope,  if  you  can  spare  a  moment,  do  come 
down  to  me;  I  want  a  friend.  Matthevrs's  last  letter 
was  written  on  Friday ,— on  Saturday  he  was  not. 
In  ability,  who  was  like  Matthews  t  How  did  we  all 
shrink  before  him  ?  You  do  me  but  justice  m  saying, 
I  would  have  risked  my  paltiy  existence  to  have  pre- 
served his.  This  very  evening  did  I  mean  to  write, 
inviting  him,  as  I  mvite  you.  my  very  dear  friend,  to 
visitme.  God  forgive  *  *  *for  his  apathy  1  What  will 
our  poor  Hobhouae  feel  1  His  letters  breathe  but  of 
Matthews.  Come  to  me,  Scrope;  I  am  almost  deso- 
bte— left  ahnost  alone  in  the  worid— I  had  but  you, 
and  H.  and  M.,  and  let  me  eqjoy  the  survivors  whilst 
I  can.  Poor  M.,  in  his  letter  of  Friday,  speaks  of 
his  intended  contest  for  Cambridge,!  and  a  q>eedy 

*  la  a  letter  written  between  two  and  tbree  montlu  after 
Us  moCber'f  death,  be  ■tate*  no  less  a  namber  than  tix 
persona,  all  Ariends  or  relatlyes.  who  had  b«en  snatched 
away  Arom  hfan  by  death  between  May  aid  the  end  of 
AttfiiaC. 

t  Ib  contlnnatlon  of  the  note  quoted  in  the  text,  be'nVg 
(^Matthews— « His  powers  of  mind,  diown  In  the  attain- 
ment <^  frrater  honoora,  afaintt  the  ablttt  cantUdate; 
than  those  of  any  fraduate  on  record  at  Cambridge,  have 
sofflclently  established  his  fliite  on  the  ipot  where  it  was 
acquired."  One  of  the  candidates  thns  described,  was  Mr 
nomas  Barnes,  a  fentleman  whose  career  since  bai  kept 
Ailly  the  pronlae  of  his  youth,  thoogh,  from  the  nature  of 
the  channels  throofh  which  his  literary  labours  hare  beei* 
directed,  his  freat  talents  are  Ar  more  extensiTely  known 
than  his  name. 

t  It  had  been  the  Intention  of  Mr  Matthews  to  ofllsr  him- 
self, at  the  ensuing  election.  Ant  the  nnlverrity.  In  re- 
ference to  this  purpose,  a  manuscript  Memoir  of  him,  now 
lying  before  me,  says— « If  acknowledged  and  successIM 
Ulents— if  principles  of  the  strictest  honour— if  the  de- 
votion of  many  friends  could  have  secured  the  success  of 
'  an  independent  pauper*  (as  he  Jocularly  called  himself 
In  a  letter  on  the  subject),  the  vision  would  have  been 
realiaed.* 


joomey  to  London.  Write  or  come,  bat  come  if  yon 
can,  or  one  or  both.    Yours  ever." 

Of  this  remarkable  young  man«  diaries  Skinaer 
Matthews,*  I  have  already  had  occasion  to  speak; 
but  the  high  station  which  he  heU  in  Lord  Byron's 
afiection  uid  admiration  may  justify  a  somewhat 
ampler  tribute  to  his  memory. 

There  have  seldom,  perhaps,  started  together  io 
life  so  many  youths  of  high  promise  and  hope  as 
were  to  be  found  among  the  society  of  which  Lord 
Byroo  formed  a  part  at  Cambridge.  Of  some  of 
these,  the  names  have  since  eminently  distinguiihed 
themselves  in  the  vrorld,  as  the  mere  mention  of  Bfr 
Hobhouse  and  Mr  WiUiam  Bankes  is  sufficient  to 
testify ;  while  in  the  mstance  of  another  of  this  lively 
circle,  Mr  Scrope  Davies,t  the  only  regret  of  his 
foends  is,  that  the  social  wit  of  which  he  is  inch  s 
master  should,  in  the  memories  of  his  heareit  skuei 
be  likely  to  leave  any  record  of  its  briBianqr.  Anoof 
an  these  young  men  of  learning  and  talent  (inckidiBC 
Byron  himself,  whose  genius  vras,  however,  as  yet, 
**  an  undiscovered  worid"),  the  superiority,  in  alnort 
every  department  of  inteUeot,  seems  to  have  been, 
by  the  ready  consentof  all,  awarded  to  Matthews ;- 
a  concurrence  of  homage  which,  oonsideriog  the 
persons  from  whom  it  came,  gives  such  a  high  aotka 
of  the  powers  of  his  mind  at  that  period  as  readen 
the  thought  of  what  he  might  have  been,  if  spared, 
a  matter  of  interesting,  though  vain  and  moonfol, 
specuktioD.  To  mere  mental  pre-eminence,  anBO> 
companied  1^  the  kindlier  qualities  of  the  heart,  such 
a  tribute,  however  deserved,  might  not,  perhaps, 
have  been  so  uncontestedly  paid.  But  young  Mst- 
thews  appears,— in  spite  <^  some  little  asperities  of 
temper  and  manner,  which  he  vras  already  begmoiog 
to  soften  down  when  snatched  avray,— to  have  been 
one  of  those  rare  individuals  who,  vrhile  they  ooai- 
mand  deference,  can,  at  the  same  time,  win  regard, 
and  who,  as  it  were,  relieve  the  intense  feeling  of  sd- 
miration  which  they  excite  by  blending  it  with  krre. 

To  his  religious  opinions,  and  their  unfortossle 
oomcidence  with  those  of  Lord  Byron,  I  have  before 
adverted.  Like  his  noble  friend,  ardent  in  the  po^ 
suit  of  Truth,  he,  like  him  too,  unluckily  kist  his  wij 
in  seeking  her,—"  the  light  that  led  astray**  being  W 
both  friends  mistaken  for  hers.  Thai  in  his  scepti- 
cism he  proceeded  any  farther  than  Lord  Qfroo,  v 
ever  suffi^  his  doubting,  but  still  ingenuous,  Bund 

«Hewasthe  third  son  of  the  late  John  Katthews,  M- 
of  Belmont.  Herefordshire,  repreaentatif  e  of  that  coosty 
in  the  parliament  of  1808-6.  The  author  of  'The  Disiy  of 
an  luTalid,*  also  untimely  snatehed  away,  was  anotjer 
son  of  the  same  gentleman,  as  is  likewise  the  present  Fte- 
bendary  of  Hereford,  the  Reverend  Arthur  Matthews.  wb». 
by  his  ability  and  attainmenU.  sustains  worthily  the  repa- 
tatlonofthenaaM. 

The  father  of  thU  accomplished  Ihmlly  was  himself  siasn 
of  considerable  talent,  and  the  author  of  sereml  unavewcd 
poetical  pieces ;  one  of  which,  a  Parody  of  Pope's  WcJ** 
written  in  early  youth,  has  been  erroneousl>  ascrilw  w 
the  late  Professor  Porson.  who  was  In  the  haUt  of  redtlaf 
It.  and  even  printed  an  edition  of  the  verses. 

t  •  One  of  the  dereresl  men  I  ever  knew.  In  conretss- 
tion,  was  Scrope  Berdmore  Davies.  Hobhouse  is  also  ▼«» 
good  in  tiiat  line,  ftbongh  it  Is  of  less  consequence  to  a  vbd 
who  has  other  ways  of  showing  his  talents  than  in  compaiT- 
bcrope  was  always  ready  and  often  witty— Hobhoosess 
witty,  but  not  always  so  ready,  beinf  ■M>redi«dBnt.»-Jt* 
Jommal  qT  Lord  Bprcn, 
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iterif  into  the  «« incredible  oreed»  of 
is  I  find,  (noCivithstending  an  usertion  in  a 
I  kMer  of  the  noUe  poet  to  thk  eflbet)  diqurored  by 
I  *e  iHtiBanj  of  thoae  UBOog  bis  refauiont  and  friends, 
vio  are  tke  BMMt  ready  to  admit,  and,  of  course,  la- 
■eiA  bia  other  iKresies;— nor  should  I  bare  fdt  that 
I  hid  say  right  to  allude  thus  to  the  rebgious  opinions 
of  one  who  had  nerer,  by  promulgating  bis  hetero* 
ds^y,  btooght  himself  wilhm  the  jurisdictioa  of  the 
fahic,  hetd  not  tbe  wrong  impresstoo,  as  it  appears, 
^nm  of  thoaa  opinioDS,  on  tbe  autbority  of  Lord 
E^TBB,  rcsidered  it  an  act  of  justice  to  both  friends  to 
Rmore  the  inpatation. 

in  the  leiters  to  Mrs  Qyron,  written  preriously  to 
ibe  depoitore  of  ber  son  on  bis  trarels,  there  occurs, 
it  «a  be  lecoBeeted,  some  mention  of  a  WiH,  wbicb 
itfssa  his  intwitinn  to  leave  behind  him  in  the  bands 
of  his  tnmtces.  Wbaterer  may  bare  been  tbe  oon- 
imtsof  this  foraaer  instrument,  we  find  that,  in  about 
s  fatiBight  after  bis  mother^  death,  he  tbougbt  it 
rifbt  lo  have  a  new  form  of  wiQ  drawn  up,  and  tbe 
fallowing  letter,  endosiog  bis  instructions  for  tbat' 
,  was  addressed  to  tbe  kte  Mr  Bolton,  a 
of  Nottingham.  Of  tbe  existence,  in  any 
or  fbnnal  sbape,  of-die  strange  directions  here 
pnat;  regpecdag  bis  own  interment,  I  was  for  some 
IBK,  I  oooifeaB,  much  mdined  to  doubt ;  but  tbe  cu- 
OMs  doeiuDents  here  annexed  put  this  remarkable 
hsisnf  I  nf  his  eecentricity  beyond  all  questioa. 

TO BOLTON,  B6Q. 

"  Newstesd  Abbey,  Angof t  Uth,  I8U. 

"I  endoae  a  rough  draft  of  my  mtended  WiD, 
vbieh  I  beg  to  have  drawn  up  as  soon  as  possible  in 
the  imcat  Bmnoer.  Hie  alterations  are  principally 
■ade  ia  consequence  of  the  death  of  Mrs  Byron.  I 
have  ealy  to  request  tbat  it  may  be  got  ready  in  a 
ihort  tine,  and  hare  tbe  honour  to  be, 

**  Your  most  obedient,  bumble  servant, 

**  BYmoN." 

•Newsteid  Abbey,  Angut  IStb.  1811. 

DIBBCTlOm  POR  THB  OONTBNTS  OF  A  WHJL  TO 
MM  nUWN  UP  nCMBDUTELY. 

*  The  estate  of  Newstead  to  be  entailed  (subject  to 
ecrtaia  dedoetioDs)  on  George  Anson  Qyron,  heir  at 
law,  ar  whoever  may  be  tbe  heir  at  kw  on  tbe  death 
ofLoffdE.  The  Rochdale  property  to  be  sold  in  part 
or  the  vfhole,  according  to  tbe  debts  and  legacies  of 
Ibe  pneent  Lord  B. 

"  To  Nieolo  Giimiid  of  Athens,  subject  of  France, 
bat  bora  in  Greece,  the  sum  of  seven  thousand 
pamMli  stciliug,  to  be  paid  from  tbe  sale  of  sucb 
parts  of  Boehdale,  Newstead,  or  elsewhere,  as  may 
cmble  the  said  Nicob  Giraud  (resident  at  Athens 
sad  Malta  in  the  year  1810)  to  reoeire  tbe  above  sum 
sa  bis  attaining  the  age  of  twenty-one  years. 

**  To  WiDiam  Fletcher,  Joseph  Murray,  and  De- 
■strias  Zografb  *  (natire  ol  Greece},  servants,  the 

*  *I/aepsperaIienot(wbkhtheyKenerinydo>kI>eme- 
trtai  Zograib  of  Atbens  Is  st  the  bead  at  the  Atbenlan  pui 
•rtltt  Giwk  iMnntcUon  He  wm  ay  servant  In  IMIQ,  181V, 
■1 1.  WS.  at  dUfereat  intervals  in  those  yean  (for  I  leA  him 

>  ■  Oiaece  whea  1  went  to  CooitanUDople),  and  acoom- 


sum  offif^  poiuidspr.  ami.  each,  fiv  their  natural 
lire*.  To  Wm  Fletcher  the  Mill  at  Newstead,  on 
condition  that  be  payeth  rent,  but  not  subject  to  the 
caprice  of  the  landlord.  To  Rt.  Rusbton  tbe  sum 
of  fifty  pounds  per  am.  for  life,  and  a  further  sum  of 
one  thousand  pounds-  on  attaining  the  age  of  twenty- 
fire  years. 

*^  To  Jn.  Hanson,  Esq.,  tbe  sum  of  two  thousand 
pounds  sterling. 

*<  The  claims  of  8.  B.  Davies,  Esq.,  to  be  satisfied 
on  proving  the  amount  of  the  same. 

^Tbe  body  of  Lord  B.  to  be  buried  in  the  vault 
of  tbe  garden  of  Newstead,  without  any  ceremony 
or  burial-service  whatever,  or  any  inscription,  save 
hb  name  and  age.  His  dog  not  to  be  removed  from 
tbe  said  vault. 

*'My  libreiy  and  furniture  of  every  description  to 
my  friends  Jn.  Cam  Hobbouse,  Esq.,  and  8.  B.  Da- 
vies,  Esq.,  my  executors.  In  case  of  their  decease, 
the  Rev.  J.  Becher,  of  Southwell,  Notts.,  and 
R.  C.  Dallas^  Esq.,  of  Mortlake,  Surrey,  to  be  execu- 
tors. 

**  Tbe  produce  of  the  sale  of  Wymondbam  in  Nor- 
folk, and  the  late  Mrs  B.'s  Scotch  property,*  to  be 
appropriated  in  aid  of  tbe  payment  of  debts  and 
legacies. " 

In  sending  a  copy  of  the  WHl,  framed  on  these 
instructions^  to  Lord  Qyron,  the  solicitor  accompanied 
some  of  the  dauses  with  marginal  queries,  calling 
the  attention  of  his  noble  client  to  pomts  which  be 
considered  inexpedient  or  questionable;  and  as  tbe 
short,  pithy  answers  to  these  suggestions  are  strongly 
characteristic  of  their  writer,  I  shall  here  give  one 
or  two  of  the  clauses  in  full,  with  the  respective 
queries  and  answert  annexed. 

^'This  tt  tbe  hstwiD  and  testament  of  me  the 
Rt.  Honble.  George  Gordon  Lord  Qyron,  Baron 
Byron  of  Rochdale  in  the  county  of  Lancaster.— I 
desire  that  my  body  may  be  buried  m  tbe  vault  of 
the  garden  of  Newstead,  vritbout  any  ceremony  or 
burial-service  whatever,  and  that  no  inscription, 
save  my  name  and  age«  be  written  on  the  tomb  or 
tablet ;  and  it  ii  my  will  that  my  firithful  dog  may 
not  be  removed  from  the  said  vault.  To  the  per- 
formance of  this  my  particular  desire,  I  rely  on  the 
attention  of  my  executors  hereinafter  named.** 

"  It  ia  tubmitied  to  Lord  Byron  tthether  this  elauM 
relative  to  thefimeraihad  not  better  be  omitted.  The 
tubitance  of  U  con  be  given  in  a  tetter  from  hit  lord- 
ship  to  the  executors,  and  aocompany  the  tot//;  and 
the  will  may  state  that  the  funeral  shatt  be  performed 
m  Mcfc  MMiin^  us  his  lordship  may  by  letter  direct, 
and,  m  default  of  any  sudi  letter,  then  at  the  discre- 
tion of  his  executors," 

«<  It  must  stand.  ''B." 

^I  do  hereby  specifically  order  and  direct  that  aD 

panted  me  to  England  in  1811 ;  he  returned  to  Greece, 
•pring,  181S.  He  waa  a  clerer,  bat  not  appanntlw  an 
enterpiriainf  man ;  bat  circomatanoetf  oMke  nwn.  His  two 
•ooa  {then  inihntf)  we«e  named  MUtiadea  and  Alcibiades  : 
may  tbe  ooMn  be  happy  V'—MS,  JourtuU. 

*  On  the  death  ofhis  mother  a  considerable  sam  of  money , 
the  remains  of  the  price  of  the  estate  of  Oifht,  was  paid  into 
hb  hands  bf  her  tmstee,  Baron  Ckrfc. 
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the  daiim  of  the  said  8.  B.  Dalies  upon  me  ihall  be 
foRj  paid  and  satisfied  as  so«m  as  comreniently  may 
be  after  my  decease,  on  his  proring  [by  Touchers, 
or  otherwise,  to  the  salisfactioD  of  my  execaton 
hereinafter  named]*  the  amoonl  thereof  and  the 
correctness  of  the  same. »» 

**  If  Mr  Dwiet  ha*  any  muetiled  claimi  upim 
Lord  Byron,  that  eiratmttance  i$  a  rtaton  for  lUt 
not  being  appointed  executor ;  each  executor  hating 
an  opportunity  of  paging  him»e{fhit  own  debt  toith" 
out  consulting  hi*  co-executor*." 

^So  much  the  better— if  possible,  let  him  be  an 
executor.  "B.** 

Tire  two  foDowing  letters  contain  further  instruc- 
tions on  the  same  subject. 

LETTER  LVII. 

TO  MR  BOLT(Mf. 
«  Newitead  Abbey,  Anfost  16(h.  1811. 
«8IK, 

^  I  haTe  answered  the  queries  on  the  maigin.t  I 
wish  Mr  DaWes's  claims  to  be  most  fully  allowed, 
and,  further,  that  he  be  one  of  my  executors.  I  wish 
the  will  to  be  made  in  a  manner  to  prcTent  all  dis- 
cussion, if  possible,  after  my  decease ;  and  this  I 
leare  to  you,  as  a  professional  gentleman. 

**  With  regard  to  the  few  and  simple  directions  for 
the  disposal  of  my  carca**^  I  must  hare  them  impli- 
citly fulfilled,  as  they  wiO,  at  least,  prevent  trouble 
and  expense;— and  (what  would  be  of  little  conse- 
quence to  me,  but  may  quiet  the  consdenoe  of  the 
survivors)  the  garden  is  conteerated  ground.  These 
directions  are  copied  verbatim  from  my  fonner  will ; 
the  alterations  in  other  parts  have  arisen  from  the 
death  of  Mrs  B. 

^  I  have  the  honour  to  be  your  most  obedient, 
humble  servant, 

**  Btaon.** 

LETTER  LVni. 

TO  MR  BOLTON. 


'  Newitesd  Abbey,  Aoffnstao,  1811. 


•ctr. 


**  The  witnesses  shall  be  provided  firom  amongst  my 
tenants,  and  I  shall  be  happy  to  see  you  on  auy  day 
most  convenient  to  yourself.  I  forgot  to  mention  that 
it  must  be  specified  by  codicO,  or  otherwise,  that  my 
body  is  on  no  account  to  be  removed  from  the  vault 
where  I  have  directed  it  to  be  phiced ;  and,  in  case 
any  of  my  successors  within  the  entail  (from  bigotry, 
or  otherwise)  might  think  proper  to  remove  the  car- 
cass, such  proceeding  shall  be  attended  by  forfeiture 
of  the  estate,  which,  in  such  case,  shall  go  to  my 
sister  the  Honble.  Augusta  Leigh  and  her  heirs,  on 
simihur  conditions.  I  have  the  honour  to  be.  Sir, 
*^  Your  very  obedient,  humble  servant, 
"Byron." 

•Over  the  woris  which  I  have  here  plseed  between 
hracketa.  Lord  Byron  drew  his  pen. 

fin  the  claoM  enumenthix  the  Muaes  and  places  of 
abode  of  the  execntors,  the  solicitor  had  left  blanks  Ibr  the 
chriMian  names  of  thoM  Kentlemea.  and  Lord  Byron, 
having  filled  up  all  hot  that  of  Dallas,  writes  in  the  margin 
— *  I  ftirget  the  christian  name  of  DalfaM— cat  him  oat.* 


In  oooseqnenoe  of  this  last  letter,  a  pnmio  and 
declaration,  in  oonliNinity  with  its  instractions,  were 
Inserted  in  the  wSL  He  abo  executed,  on  the  98ili 
of  this  month,  a  codicfl,  h$  vrhich  he  revoked  the 
bequest  of  his  ^^  household  goods  and  fuiaitiire, 
libmry,  pictures,  sabres,  watches,  phUe,  linen, 
trinkets,  and  other  personal  estate  (except  nooei 
and  securities)  situate  vrithin  the  vraDs  of  the  msd- 
sioD-house  and  premises  at  his  decease"— and  ke- 
queathed  the  same  (except  his  wine  and  spiritnooi 
liquors)  to  his  friends,  the  said  J.  C.  Hobkoese, 
J.  B.  Davies,  and  Prands  Hodgson,  their  exeer 
tors,  ficc,  to  be  equally  divided  between  Ikca  fer 
their  own  use;— and  he  bequeathed  his  wins  sod 
spirituous  liquors,  which  shoidd  be  in  the  oeBarsand 
premises  at  Newstead,  "  unto  his  friend  ike  wid 
J.  Becher  for  his  own  use,  and  requested  the  «id 
J.  C.  Hobhoose,  J.  B.  Dttvies,  F.  Hsdgsoa,  sod 
J.  Becher,  respectively,  io  accept  the  bequest  thcRsi 
contained,  to  them-  respeodvefy,  as  a  token  of  bis 
friendship.'* 

The  foOowing  letters,  vrritten  while  his  hUe  kvset 
were  fresh  in  his  mind,  will  be  read  with  painfol 
interest. 

LETTER   LIX. 

TO  MR  DALLAS. 

«Newsteid  Abbey,  Notts.,  Angsst  19ft.  VM 
•*Peace  be  vrith  the  dead!  Regret  cannot  wike 
them.  With  a  sigh  to  the  departed,  let  us  resume  tbe 
dull  busmess  of  life,  in  the  certain^  that  we  abo 
shall  have  our  repose.  Besides  her  who  gave  ne 
being,  I  have  kst  more  than  one  who  made  that 
being  tolerable.— The  best  friend  of  nv  frieMl  Hob- 
house,  Matthews,  a  man  of  the  first  talents,  and 
also  not  the  wont  of  my  narrow  circle,  has  periibed 
miserably  in  the  muddy  waves  of  the  Osm,  alwaji 
fiUal  to  genius :  —  my  poor  schodfeflow,  Wisg- 
field,  at  Coimbra— within  a  month ;  and  whilst  I  ksd 
heani  from  aU  three,  but  not  seen  on*.  Matthews 
vrrote  to  me  the  very  day  before  his  death;  snd 
though  I  feel  Ibr  his  fate,  I  am  stiD  more  anxioui  fiv 
Hobhouse,  who,  I  very  much  fear,  wiD  hanflj  re- 
tain his  senses;  his  letters  to  me  smce  tbe  ereot 
have  been  most  incoherent.  But  let  this  pass-we 
shall  aU  one  day  pass  along  vrith  the  rest-4be  woHd 
is  too  fun  of  such  things,  and  our  very  sonow  0 


I  received  a  letter  from  you,  which  soy  lst0 
occupations  prevented  me  from  duly  notioiBf .— 1 
hope  your  friends  and  €uni|y  vriD  long  hoM  together. 
I  shaQ  be  glad  to  hear  from  you,  on  business,  oa 
oommon-pku;e,  or  any  thing,  or  nothing— but  destk; 
_I  am  abeady  too  familiar  vrith  tbe  dead.  It  • 
strange  that  I  kiok  on  the  skulb  vrhich  stand  M^t 
me  (I  have  always  had  four  in  my  stndy)^^"^*^ 
emotion, 
have  known  i 

withoutL , _^_ 

ceremonious.— Surely,  the  Romans  did  weD  whes 
they  burned  the  dead.— I  shall  be  happy  to  hear 
firom  you,  and  ami  yours,  fito." 


have  always  had  fbmr  in  my  study)  ^^^^ 
0,  but  I  cAnnot  strip  the  features  of  those  I 
uiown  of  their  fleshy  covering,  even  in  ides, 
tt  a  hideous  sensation;  but  the  vronns  are  Is* 
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LETTER  LX. 
10  MB  aooosoN. 

•NevftMd  AMW7,  Anputad,  1811, 

'  Yov  Boy  have  heard  of  the  tuddm  death  of  mj 
Bodwr  and  poor  Biatthewi,  which,  with  that  of 
Wiagield  (of  which  1  was  not  fuVj  awara  till  juit 
bdbfe  I  left  Iowa,  and  indeed  hanl]j  belieTed  it), 
hMMadeaaadchaaniniajrceiuiexiooi.  Indeed  the 
Uowa  fioBowed  each  other  so  ia|iidly  that  I  am  yet 
'I  bom  the  shook,  and  though  I  do  eat  and 
mad  talk,  and  erenlaugh,  at  times,  yet  I  ean 
haidly  panraade  aiyself  that  I  am  awake,  did  not 
CVB7  BMKBiBg  convinoe  me  aiounifuVy  to  the  ooa- 
Buy. — I  ahafl  mm  wave  the  sul^leet,— the  dead  aie 
sticBt,  and  none  but  the  dead  can  be  so. 

"  Yoa  win  fed  for  poor  Hobhoase,— Matthews 
aao  the  '  god  of  his  idolatiy;'  and  if  intellect  oould 
exak  a  man  above  his  feUows,  no  one  oould  refuse  him 
pn^emiDenoe.  1  knew  bun  most  inthnately,  and 
mhied  him  proportionably ;  but  I  am  recuirinff— to 
let  OS  talk  of  life  and  the  livmff. 

**  Ifyoa  should  feel  a  diqpositioa  to  come  here,  you 
w9  isd  '  beef  and  a  sea-coal  ftie,'  and  not  uofene- 
raas  wine.  Whether  Otway*s  two  other  requisites 
faraaEngiishamn  or  not,  I  cannot  tell,  but  probably 
mt  of  iheBS.— Let  me  know  when  I  may  expect  you, 
ihst  I  maj  teO  you  when  I  go  and  when  retum.^! 
kavc  not  je(  been  to  Lanes.  •  *  *  * 
Ekvies  baa  been  here,  and  has  invited  me  to  Osm- 
bri^ge  for  m  wed  in  October,  so  that,  persdventure, 
ae  may  caooanter  glass  to  glass.  His  gaie^  (death 
eaamic  mar  it)  bas  done  me  senrioe;  but,  after  aU, 
svs  waa  *  boBow  laughter. 

"  Yoa  wiD  write  to.me?  I  am  solitaiy,  and  I  never 
fck  soliiode  irksome  before.  Youranxiety  about  the 
^a  book  is  amusing;  as  it  was  anony- 
cotci  itwas  of  little  oouequenoe:  I  vrish  it 
had  prodaeed  a  little  more  confusion,  being  a  lover  of 
iicsaiy  amliDe.  Are  yoa  doing  nothing?  vrritingno- 
priafiag  nothing?  why  not  your  Satire  on 
!  the  subject  (supposing  die  public  to  be 
bfiwita  meat)  wouU  do  wonders.  Besides,  it  wouM 
be  aa  wdl  for  a  destined  deaooa  to  prove  his  ortho- 
daxj. — II  fca|y  would  give  me  pleasure  to  see  yon 
propel^  appreciated.  I  say  rea%,  as,  being  an  au- 
thor,  my  hnmsnity  might  be  suspected.  Believe  me, 
dear  U.,  yours  ahrays." 

LETTER  LXI. 

TO  MR  DALLAS. 

«  Mswstesd.  AsffOft  SI,  1811. 
"Tear  letter  gives  me  credit  for  more  acute  feel- 
mplhanlptWBcm;  for  though  I  fed  tolembly  miser- 
able, yet  I  am  at  the  same  tune  subject  to  a  kmd  of 
hysteikaJ  meirimcnt,  or  rsther  laughter  without  mer- 
naeat,  vrfaich  I  can  neither  account  for  nor  conquer, 
smiyet  I  do  not  foel  relieved  by  it ;  bat  an  indiffibreat 
pcfBoa  wooU  think  me  in  exoeOent  spirits.  *  We 
moit  foffget  these  things,'  and  have  recourse  to  our 
iU  sdiih  eoaiferts,  or  rather  comfortable  selfisbness. 
1  do  not  thiak  I  shall  reton  to  London  immediate^, 
sad  AaH  therefore  accept  freely  what  is  oferedcour- 


teoaaly— irour  mediation  between  me  and  Blurray. 
I  don't  think  my  name  will  answer  the  puipose,  and 
you  must  be  aware  that  my  phiguy  Satire  will  bring 
the  north  and  south  Grub-streets  down  upon  the 

*  Pilgrimage ;'— but,  neverthelem,  if  Mumy  makes  a 
point  of  it,  and  you  coincide  with  him,  I  w31  do  it 
daringly;  so  let  it  be  entitled,  *  By  the  Author  of 
English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewen.'  My  remark* 
on  the  Roomie,  &c.,  onoe  intended  to  accompany  the 

*  Hints  from  Horace,'  shall  go  along  with  the  other, 
as  being  indeed  more  appropriate;  also  the  smaller 
poems  now  in  my  possession,  with  a  few  selected 
from  those  published  in  *  *'s  MisceUaay.  I  have 
found  amongst  my  poor  mother's  papers  all  my  letters 
from  the  East,  and  one  in  particuhtf  of  some  length 
from  Albania.  From  this,  if  necessary,  I  can  vrork 
up  a  note  or  two  on  that  subject.  As  I  kept  no 
journal,  the  letters  written  on  the  spot  are  the  best. 
But  of  this  anon,  when  we  have  definitively  arranged. 

^  Has  Murray  shown  the  work  to  any  one  ?  He  may 
— ^but  I  will  have  no  traps  for  applause.  Of  course 
there  are  little  things  I  would  wish  to  alter,  and  per- 
haps the  two  stanzas  of  a  buflfooning  .cast  on  Lon- 
dofl^s  Sunday  are  as  well  left  out.  I  much  wish  to 
avoid  identifying  Childe  Harold's  character  vrith 
mine,  and  that,  in  sooth,  is  ngr  second  objection  to 
my  name  appearing  in  the  title-page.  When  you 
have  made  arrangements  as  to  time,  sixe,  type,  &c., 
fiivour  me  with  a  reply.  I  Am  giving  you  a  universe 
of  trouble,  which  thanks  cannot  atone  fqr.  I  made  a 
kind  of  prose  apotogy  for  my  scepticism  at  the  head 
of  the  MS.,  which,  on  recollection,  is  so  much  more 
like  an  attack  than  a  defence,  that,  haply,  it  might 
better  be  omitted  :~perpend,  pronounce.  After  all, 
I  fear  Murray  will  be  in  a  scrape  with  the  orthodox ; 
but  I  cannot  help  it,  though  1  wish  him  well  through 
it.  As  for  me,  *  I  have  supped  fuU  of  criticism,' 
and  I  don't  think  that  '  the  most  dimial  treatise'  will 
stir  and  rouse  my  *  feD  of  hair'  till  *  Bimam  wood  do 
come  to  Dnnsinane.* 

**  I  shall  continue  to  vrrite  at  intervals,  and  hope 
you  vrin  pay  me  in  kind.  How  does  Pratt  get  on,  or 
rather  get  off  Joe  Bhtckett's  posthumous  stock?  You 
killed  that  poor  man  amongst  you,  in  spite  of  your 
Ionian  friend  and  myself,  who  would  have  saved  him 
from  Pratt,  poetry,  present  poverty,  and  posthumous 
oblivion.  Cruel  patronage !  to  ruin  a  man  at  his 
calling;  but  then  he  is  a  divine  subject  for  subscrip- 
tion and  biography ;  and  Pratt,  who  makes  the  most 
of  his  dedications,  1ms  inscribed  the  volume  to  no  less 
than  five  families  of  distinction. 

^  I  am  sorry  you  dont  like  Harry  White;  vrith  a 
great  deal  of  cant,  which  in  him  was  rincere  (indeed 
it  killed  him,  as  you  killed  Joe  Bbckett),  certes  there 
is  poe^  and  genius.  I  don't  say  this  on  account  of 
ngr  simile  and  rhymes;  but  surely  he  was  beyond  aD 
the  Bkxmifidds  and  Bhu^etts,  and  their  collateral 
cobblers,  vrbom  Lofii  and  Pratt  have  or  may  kidknap 
from  thdr  calling,  into  the  service  of  the  trade.  You 
mast  excuse  my  flippancy,  for  I  am  writifl^  I  know 
mlvrhat,  to  escape  from  myself.  Hobhouse  is  gone 
to  Ireland.  Mr  Davies  has  been  here  on  his  vray  to 
Harrowgate. 

M  You  did  not  know  M. ;  he  vras  a  man  of  the  most 
astonishing  powers,  as  he  suiBcientiiy  proved  at  Cam- 
bridge, hj  canying  off  more  prises  and  feDowships, 
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againftthe  ablest  candidatea,  than  any  other  giadoate 
oo  record;  bat  a  mottt  decided  athdit,  indeed 
noxiously  so,  for  he  proclaimed  his  principles  in  afl 
societies.  I  knew  him  weD,  and  feel  a  loss  not  easily 
to  be  supplied  to  myself— to  Hobbouse  nerer.  Let 
me  hear  from  you,  and  betiere  me,  ficc." 

The  progress  towards  publication  of  his  two  forth- 
coming wOTks  win  be  best  traced  in  his  letters  to  Mr 
Munay  and  Mr  Dallas. 

LETTER  LXn. 

TOMKMURBAT. 
News tesd  Abbey*  Notts.,  Anput  93, 1811. 

^  A  domestic  calamity  m  the  death  of  a  near  rela- 
tion has  hitherto  prevented  my  addressing  you  on  the 
sul^ect  of  this  letter.— My  friend  Mr  DaUas  has 
placed  in  your  hands  a  manuscript  poem  written  by 
me  in  Greece,  which  he  tells  me  you  do  not  object  to 
publishing.  But  he  also  informed  me  in  London  that 
you  wished  to  send  the  MS.  to  Mr  Giflfbrd.  Now, 
though  no  one  would  feel  more  gratified  by  the  chance 
of  obtaining  his  obsenrations  on  a  work  than  myself, 
there  is  in  such  a  proceeding  a  kind  of  petition  for 
praise,  that  neither  my  pride — or  whaiterer  you 
please  to  call  it—will  admit.  Mr  G.  is  not  only  the 
first  satiriat  of  the  day,  but  editor  of  one  of  the  prin- 
cipal Reviews.  As  such,  he  is  the  last  man  whose 
(howerer  eager  to  atoid  it)I  would  deprecate  by 
You  win  therefore  retain  the  MS. 
in  your  own  care,  or,  if  it  must  needs  be  shown,  send 
it  to  another.  Though  not  very  patient  of  censure,  I 
would  fam  obtain  fiiirly  any  little  praise  my  rhymes 
might  desenre,  at  all  erents  not  by  extortion  and  the 
humble  solicitations  of  a  bandied  about  MS.  I  am 
sure  a  little  consideration  will  oonTinoe  you  it  would 
be  wrong. 

**  If  yon  determine  on  publication,  I  have  some 
smaller  poems  (neter  published),  a  few  notes,  and  a 
short  dissertation  on  the  literature  of  the  modem 
Greeks  (written  at  Athens),  which  will  come  in  at 
the  end  of  the  volume. — And  if  the  present  poem 
should  succeed,  it  is  my  intention,  at  some  subse- 
quent period,  to  pubU^  some  selections  from  my 
first  work,— my  Satire,— another  neariy  the  same 
length,  and  a  few  other  things,  with  the  MS.  now 
in  your  hands,  in  two  volumes.— But  of  these  here- 
after. You  will  apprize  me  of  your  determination. 
I  am,  sir,  your  veiy  obedient,  ficc." 

LETTER   LXIII. 

TO  MR  DALLAS. 

«  Newftesd  Abbey.  Ancnat  95. 1811. 
**  Being  fortunately  enabled  to  frank,  I  do  not 
spare  scribbling,  having  sent  you  packets  vnthin  the 
last  ten  days.  I  am  passing  solitary,  and  do  not 
eapeet  my  agent  to  accompany  me  to  Rochdale  be- 
fore the  second  week  in  Sieptember,  a  delay  which 
perplexes  me,  as  I  vrish  the  business  over,  and 
should  at  present  welcome  employment.  I  sent  you 
exordiums,  annotations,  &c,  for  the  forthcoming 
qpmrto,  if  quarto  it  is  to  be ;  and  1  also  have  vrritten 


to  Mr  Murray  my  objoction  to  sending  the  MS.  to 
Juvenal,  but  allowing  him  to  show  it  to  any  others 
of  the  calling.  Hobhouse  is  amongst  the  types  al- 
ready; so,  between  his  prose  and  my  verse,  the 
world  vrin  be  decently  drawn  upon  for  its  paper- 
money  and  patience.  Besides  all  this,  mj  '  Imita- 
tion of  Horace'  is  gaspmg  for  the  press  at  Gaw- 
thora's,  but  I  am  hesitating  as  to  theAots  and  the 
when,  the  sin^  or  the  double,  the  present  or  the 
future.  You  must  excuse  all  this,  for  I  hare  no- 
thing to  say  in  this  \f)oe  mansion  but  of  myself,  and 
yet  1  would  wiHingty  talk  or  think  of  aught  else. 

^  What  are  yon  about  to  do  ?  Do  you  think  of 
perching  in  Cumberland,  as  you  opined  when  I  was 
in  the  metropolis?  If  you  mean  to  retire,  whj  not 
occupy  Miss  **  *'s  *  Cottage  of  Friendship,'  late  the 
seat  of  Cobbler  Joe,  for  whose  death  you  and  otiiefs 
are  answerable  f  His  *  Orphan  Daughter*  (pathetic 
Pratt !)  vriD,  oertes,  turn  out  a  shoemaking  Sappho. 
Have  you  no  remorse  f  1  think  that  elegant  adilress 
to  Bliss  Dallas  should  be  inscribed  oo  the  cenotaph 
which  Miss  *  *  *  means  to  stitch  to  his  memory. 

**  The  newspapers  seem  much  disappobted  at  his 
majesty's  not  dying,  or  doing  something  better.  I 
presume  it  is  almost  over.  If  parliament  meets  in 
October,  I  shall  be  in  town  to  attend.  I  am  also 
invited  to  Cambridge  for  the  beginning  of  that 
month,  but  am  first  to  jaunt  to  Rochdale.  Now 
Matthews  is  gone,  and  Hobhouse  m  Ireland,  I  have 
hardly  one  left  there  to  bid  me  welcome,  except  my 
mviter.  At  three-and-twenty  I  am  left  akme,  and 
what  more  can  we  be  at  seventy  ?  It  is  true,  I  am 
young  enough  to  begin  again,  but  with  whom  can  I 
retrace  the  bughing  part  of  life  ?  It  b  odd  how  few 
of  my  friends  have  died  a  quiet  death,— I  mean,  in 
their  beds.  But  a  quiet  life  is  of  more  consequence. 
Yet  one  toves  squabbling  and  jostling  better  than 
yawning.  This  latt  word  admonishes  me  to  relieve  I 
you  from  yours,  very  truly,  ficc."  | 

LETTER  LXIV. 

TO  MR  DALLAS. 

•Newstead  Abbey,  Asfnst »,  1811. 
**  I  was  so  sincere  in  my  note  on  the  hUe  Chaiies 
Matthevrs,  and  do  fed  myself  so  totally  unable  to  do 
justice  to  his  talents,  that  the  passage  must  stand  for 
the  very  reasonyou  bring  agabst  it.  To  him  aD  the 
men  I  ever  knew  were  pigmies.  He  was  an  intel- 
lectual  giant.  It  is  true  I  k>ved  W.  better;  he  was 
the  eariiest  and  the  dearest,  and  one  of  the  few  one 

could  never  repent  of  having  loved :  but  in  ability 

ah!  you  did  not  know  Matthews  1 

**  Childe  Harold  may  vtait  and  wdoomo— booka 
are  never  the  worse  for  dday  m  the  publication.  So 
you  have  got  our  heir,  George  Anson  Byron,  and  his 
sister,  with  you. 


^  You  may  say  wliat  you  please,  but  yon  are  ene 
of  the  murderers  of  Blackett,  and  yet  you  won't  aOow 
Harry  Whiter  genhis.  Setting  aside  his  bigotry,  be 
surely  ranks  next  Chatterton.  It  is  astonishing  how 
little  he  was  known ;  and  at  Cambridge  no  one 
thought  or  heard  of  such  a  man,  till  his  death  rcn- 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LUKll. 


LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


101 


MalnotieeiiMleas.  For  1117  own  part,  I  ihould 
kncbeaiiDOft  proacf  of  tuch  an  aoquaintanoe  t  his 
107  pRJodioes  were  respectable.  There  is  a  sucking 
(pie  poet  at  Gianta,  a  Mr  Townsend,  pro^/  of  the 
kuCoBberiand.  Did  70a  erer  hear  of  him  and  his 
'imgeddoor  I  think  his  plan  (the  man  I  don't 
km)  borden  on  the  sublime ;  though,  perhaps,  the 
ipitim  of  the  <  Last  Day'  (accordmg.  to  you 
irbm),  is  a  Uttle  too  darbg;  at  least,  it  looks 
ieieiii^  the  Lord  what  he  is  to  do,  and  might  re- 
■UaoiD-iiatared  person  of  the  " 


Aid  iiMb  rath  la  where  aogeb  rear  to  tread. 

"  BotI  dooH  mean  to  caTil,  only  other  folks  will, 
■d  he  waj  bring  aD  the  lambs  of  Jacob  Behmen 
■botflnican.  Howerer,  I  hope  he  will  bring  it  to 
teasdBMB,  though  Milton  is  m  hu  way. 

"Write  to  me— I  dote  on  gossip— *nd  make  a  bow 
to  J»-,  sod  shake  George  by  the  hand  for  me ;  but, 
tike  cue,  fiv  he  has  a  sad  sea  paw. 

"P. 8^1  would  ask  George  here,  but  I  don't 
bov  how  to  amuse  him — all  my  horses  were  sold 
whcilleft  England,  and  I  ha?e  not  had  time  to  re- 
pheedian.  Nererthdess,  if  he  will  come  down  and 
Aaot  ■  September,  he  will  be  teiy  welcome ;  but  he 
■Ml  hmg  a  gun,  for  I  gave  away  all  mine  to  Ali 
hcha,  and  other  Turks.  Dogs,  a  keeper,  and  plenty 
dpmt,  with  aTcry  large  manor,  I  haTe— a  lake,  a 
botf,  hoase-room,  and  neat  totntft." 

LETTER  LXV. 

TO  MB  MURRAY. 
■Newstead  Alibcy,  Notts..  Sept  5tli,  1811. 

TV  tine  seen*  to  be  past  when  (as  Dr  Johnson 
mi\  ansa  was  certain  to  *  hear  the  truth  from  his 
Mdkf ,'  for  yon  have  paid  me  so  many  compU- 
■oii,  dat,  if  I  was  not  the  veriest  scribbler  on 
«alh,  I  AoqU  feel  affronted.  As  I  accept  your  oom- 
pbaia,itii  but  fair  I  should  give  equal  or  greater 
cn&  10  jmt  ofajectioiis,  the  more  so,  as  I  beliere 
ihea  10  he  vcO  founded.  With  regard  to  the  politi- 
nlttd  aeiaphysical  parts,  I  am  afraid  1  can  alter 
■"t^;  but  I  hare  high  authority  for  my  errors  m 
that  point,  fereren  the  JEneidma  a  po&Ywa/poem, 
udwritta  for  a  political  purpose;  and  as  to  my 
■facky  opiiiioQs  on  subjects  of  more  importance,  I 
<a  toe  nocre  in  them  for  recantation.  On  Spanish 
*^I  hare  said  what  I  saw,  and  erery  day  confirms 
■oil  that  notion  of  the  result  formed  en  the  spot; 
ladl  lather  think  honest  John  Bull  is  beginning  to 
oaeraond  again  to  that  sobriety  which  Massena's 
'^tRit  had  b^un  to  reel  from  its  centre — the  usual 
"•"Bpiaiee  of  tntusnal  success.  80  you  perceire  I 
^^■lot  akcr  the  sentimenls ;  but  if  there  are  a^y  al- 
'^Ms  in  the  structure  of  the  Tersiftcation  you 
*>Qid  wirii  to  be  nude,  1  will  tag  rhymes  and  turn 
J^«aias  much  as  you  please.  As  for  the  '  orthodox/ 
^»  hope  Aey  wfll  biqr,  on  purpose  to  abuse— you 
■«  fa^e  the  ooe,  if  they  will  do  the  other.  You 
SRaware  that  any  thing  from  my  pen  must  expect  no 
mcr,  on  many  accounts ;  and  as  the  present  pub- 
'**'■<■  ii  of  a  nature  Teiy  difierent  from  the  former, 
«(  MM  not  be  sanguioe. 


**  You  haTe  gi?en  me  noanswer  to  my  question- 
tell  me  fairly,  dkl  you  show  the  MS.  to  some  of  your 
corps  i — ^I  sent  an  introduotoiy  stanxa  to  Mr  Dallas, 
to  be  forwarded  to  you ;  the  poem  else  will  open  too 
abruptly.  The  stansas  had  better  be  numbered  in 
Roman  characters.  There  is  a  disquisition  on  the 
literature  of  the  modem  Greeks,  and  some  smaUer 
poems,  to  come  in  at  the  dose.  These  are  now  at 
Newstead,  but  wiD  be  sent  in  time.  If  Mr  D.  has  k>st 
the  stanza  and  note  annexed  to  it,  write,  and  I  will 
send  it  myself. — You  teD  me  to  add  two  Cantos,  but 
I  am  about  to  visit  my  coUieriet  in  Lancashire  on  the 
15th  inst.,  which  is  so  unpoetical  an  employment  that 
I  need  say  no  more.  1  am,  sir,  your  most  obedient* 
&c.»» 

The  manuscripts  of  both  his  Poems  haying  been 
shown,  much  against  his  own  will,  to  Mr  Gifibrd,  the 
opinion  of  that  gentleman  was  thus  reported  to  him 
by  Mr  Dallas ;— **  Of  your  Satire  he  spoke  highly ; 
but  this  Poem  (Childe  Harold)  he  pronounces  not 
only  the  best  you  have  written,  but  equal  to  any  of 
the  present  age.** 


LETTER  LXVL 

TO  MR  DALLAS. 
«  Newitewl  Abbey,  September  rth,  I81I . 

«*  As  Gifibrd  has  been  ever  my  *  Magnus  Apollo,' 
any  approbation,  such  as  you  mention,  woiUd,  of 
course,  be  more  welcome  than  *  all  Bokara's  vaunted 
gold,  than  all  the  gems  of  Samarkand.'  But  I  am 
sorry  the  MS.  was  shown  to  him  m  such  a  manner, 
and  I  had  written  to  Murray  to  say  as  much,  before  I 
was  aware  that  it  was  too  late. 

"  Your  objection  to  the  expression  *  central  hne, 
I  can  only  meet  by  saying  that,  before  Chflde  Harold 
left  England,  it  was  his  fiill  intention  to  traverse 
Persia,  and  return  b^  India,  which  he  couU  not  have 
done  without  passing  the  equinoctial. 

*<  The  other  errors  you  mention,  I  must  correct  m 
the  progress  through  the  press.  I  feel  honoured  by 
the  wish  of  such  men  that  the  poem  should  be  con- 
tmned,  but  to  do  that,  I  must  return  to  Greece  and 
Asia;  I  must  have  a  warm  sun  and  a  blue  sky ;  I 
cannot  describe  scenes  so  dear  to  me  by  a  sea-coal 
fire.  I  had  projected  an  additional  Canto  when  I  was 
in  the  Troad  and  Constantinople,  and  if  I  saw  them 
again,  it  would  go  on;  but  under  existing  circum- 
stances and  tentationt,  I  have  neither  harp,  *  heart, 
nor  voice'  to  proceed.  I  feel  that  you  are  aU  right  as 
to  the  metaphysical  part;  but  1  also  feel  that  1  am 
sincere,  and  that  if  I  am  only  to  write  *  ad  captan- 
dum  wUgus,  I  might  as  well  edit  a  magazine  at  once, 
or  spin  canzonettas  for  Vauxhall. 

*^       *  *  *  ♦  * 

**  My  work  must  make  its  way  as  well  as  it  can;  1 
know  I  have  every  thing  against  me,  angry  poets  and 
prejudices;  but  tf  the  poem  is  a  poem,  it  will  sur- 
mount these  obstacles,  and  if  not,  it  deserves  its  fete. 
Your  friend's  Ode  I  have  read— it  is  no  great  com- 
pliment to  pronounce  it  for  superior  to  8  *  **s  on 
the  same  subject,  or  to  the  merits  of  the  new  Chan- 
ceUor.  It  is  evidently  the  production  of  a  man  of 
taste,  and  a  poet,  though  I  should  not  be  willing  to 
say  it  was  fully  equal  to  what  might  be  expected 
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froB  the  aolkir  of '  ttuw  lomiea/  1  UiDnk  yoo  for 
it,  and  that  m  more  than  I  would  do  for  any  othei 
Ode  of  the  present  day. 

'^  I  am  very  sennble  of  your  good  wiahea,  and,  in- 
deed, I  ha?e  need  of  them.  My  whole  life  has  been 
at  rarianee  with  pn>prieiy,  not  to  aay  deoenqr ;  my 
ciroumstanoes  are  become  inTolfed ;  my  friends  are 
dead  or  cstnnged,  and  my  existence  a  dreaiy  Toid. 
In  Bfatthews  I  hare  lost  my  *  guide,  philosopher,  and 
friend  ;*  in  Wiagfield  a  friend  od|y,  but  one  whom 
I  could  ha?e  wished  to  hare  preceded  in  his  long 
journey. 

**  Bfottbews  was  indeed  an  extraordinary  man ;  it 
has  not  entered  into  the  heart  of  a  stranger  to  con- 
eeite  such  a  man ;  there  was  the  stamp  of  immortality 
in  all  he  said  or  did;  and  now  what  is  he?  When 
we  see  such  men  pass  away  and  be  no  more— men, 
who  seem  created  to  display  what  the  Creator  eouU 
make  his  creatures,  gathered  into  corruption,  before 
the  maturity  of  minds  that  might  hate  been  the  pride 
of  posterity,  what  are  we  to  conchideP  For  my  own 
part,  I  am  bewildered.  To  me  he  was  much,  to 
Hobhouse  eteiy  thing. — ^My  poor  Hobhouse  doted  on 
Matthews.  For  me,  I  did  not  love  quite  so  much  as  1 
honoured  him ;  I  was  indeed  so  sensible  of  his  infinite 
superiority,  that  though  I  did  not  enry ,  I  stood  in  awe 
of  it.  He,  Hobhouse,  Darics,  and  myself,  formed  a 
coterie  of  our  own  at  Cambridge  and  elsewhere. 
Daries  is  a  wit  and  man  of  the  world,  and  feds  as 
much  as  such  a  character  can  do;  but  not  as  Hob- 
house has  been  aiiected.  Daries,  who  is  not  a  scrib- 
bler, has  always  beaten  us  all  in  the  war  of  words, 
and  by  his  colloquial  powers  at  once  delighted  and 
kept  us  in  order.  H.  and  myself  always  had  the 
worst  of  it  with  the  other  two;  and  eren  M.  yielded 
to  the  dashing  nradty  of  8.  D.  But  I  am  talking 
to  you  of  men  or  boys,  as  if  you  cared  about  such 
beings. 

**  I  expect  mine  agent  down  on  the  14th  tD  pro- 
ceed to  Lancashire,  where,  I  hear  from  all  quarters, 
that  I  have  a  Tery  raluable  property  in  coals,  &c.  I 
then  intend  to  accept  an  inritation  to  Cambridge  in 
October,  and  shall,  perhaps,  run  up  to  town.  I  hare 
four  inntations— to  Wales>  Doreet,  Cambridge,  and 
Chester;  but  I  must  be  a  man  of  business.  I  am 
quite  alone,  as  these  long  letters  sadly  testify.  I  per- 
ceive, by  referring  to  your  letter,  that  the  Ode  is  from 
the  author;  make  my  thanks  acceptable  to  him. 
His  muse  is  worthy  a  nobler  theme.  You  will 
write,  as  usual,  I  hope.  I  wish  you  a  good  CTening, 
and  am,  ficc.'* 

LETTER  LXVn. 

TO  MB  MUBEAT. 
•NewsteMi  Abbey,  Notts.,  Sept  14, 1811. 
**•!»• 
*"  Since  your  fomet  letter,  Mr  Dallas  informs  me 
that  the  MS.  has  been  submitted  to  the  perusal  of 
Mr  Giftwd,  most  oontiaiy  to  my  wishes,  as  Mr  D. 
could  hare  explained,  and  as  my  own  letter  to  you 
did,  in  fact,  explain,  with  my  motires  for  objecting 
to  such  a  proceeding.   Some  kte  domestic  erenls,  of 
which  you  are  probably  aware,  prerented  my  letter 
&om  being  sent  before;  indeed,  I  hardly  oonceired 
you  would  80  hastily  thrust  my  productions  mto  the 


hands  of  a  struiger,  who  could  be  as  liide  pleaoed 
hf  receiving  them,  as  their  author  is  at  their  being 
ofiered  in  such  a  manner,  and  to  such  a  man. 

**  My  address,  when  I  leare  Newsteac^  will  be  to 
'  Rochdale,  Lancashire ;'  but  I  have  not  yet  fixed 
the  day  of  departure,  and  I  wiD  apprixe  you  wben 
ready  to  set  off. 

**  You  have  placed  me  in  a  reiy  ridiouloas  aitaa- 
tion;  but  it  is  past,  and  nothing  more  IB  to  be  said  on 
the  subject  You  hinted  to  me  that  you  wished  some 
alteratioos  to  be  made ;  if  they  hate  nothing  to  do 
with  politics  or  religion,  I  will  make  them  with  great 
readmess.    I  am,  sir,  &c.  &c." 

TO  MR  MUBRAY. 

« NewsteMi  AMey.  Sept  If,  ttl l.« 
**  I  return  the  proof,  which  I  should  wish  to  be 
shown  to  Mr  Dallas,  who  understands  typographical 
arrangements  much  better  than  I  can  pretend  to  do. 
The  printer  may  place  the  notes  in  his  avm  loay,  or 
any  toayj  so  that  they  are  out  of  aiy  w^ ;  J  care 
nothing  about  types  or  margins. 

^  If  you  have  any  communication  to  make,  I  ahaD 
be  here  at  least  a  week  or  ten  days  kwger. 

**  1  am,  sir,  &c.  &c.** 

LETTER  LXVUI. 

TO  MB  DALLAS. 

«  Newstewl  Abbey,  Sept  17. 1811. 

**  I  can  easily  excuse  your  not  writing,  as  yoa  hftTe, 
I  hope,  something  better  to  do,  and  you  must  pardon 
my  frequent  inrasions  on  your  attention,  because  I 
have  at  this  moment  nothing  to  interpose  between 
you  and  my  epistles. 

^  I  cannot  settle  to  any  thmg,  and  i^y  daya  pass, 
with  the  exception  of  bodily  exercise  to  some  extent, 
with  uniform  indolence,  and  idle  insipidity.  I  have 
been  expecting,  and  stiD  expect,  my  agent,  when  1 
shall  have  enough  to  occupy  i^y  re6ectioos  in  baaa- 
ness  of  no  yeiy  pleasant  aspect  Before  mj  joaney 
to  Rochdale,  you  shall  have  due  notice  where  to 
address  me— I  believe  at  the  post-office  of  that 
township.  From  Murray  I  received  a  seoond  proof 
of  the  same  pages,  which  I  requested  him  to  abow 
you,  that  any  thing  which  may  have  escaped  wuj 
observation  may  be  detected  before  the  printer  laja 
the  comer-stone  of  an  errata  oolumn. 

**  I  am  now  not  quite  alone,  having  an  old  acquaint- 
ance and  schoolfoUow  with  me,  so  old,  indeed,  that 
we  hare  nothing  new  to  say  oa  any  sufageet,  and 
yawn  at  each  oiber  in  a  sort  of  qmei  mquieimde,  1 
hear  nothing  from  Cawthom,  or  Captain  Hobhouse, 
and  their  quarto— hotd  have  mercy  on  mankind  I 
We  come  on  like  Cerberus  with  our  triple  publica- 

*  Oat  leaf  of  one  (^  his  paper-books  Iftnd  an  Bplgns. 
written  at  thti  tioie,  which,  thmigh  not  perhaps  particolarl} 
food.  I  ceosyer  myaelf  boond  to  insert  :— 

Oa  M«or«*«  tmM  Optntic  Fmree,  cr  F«rciMl  Opmrn, 

Good  plaj*  areMaree, 

So  Moore  writes  farce : 
Tbe  poet*<  fame  from  bitttle— 

W«  knew  before 

ThU  tAUU'%  Moore, 
Bat aow  n  b  M«mv  that  ^•UttU, 

Sept.  14,  111  I. 
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BM.    Ab  for  wufMlf,  hf  wnftelf,  I  must  be  Mtiified 
wtk  a  mmpnrMon  to  Jamu. 

*I  SB  BoC  at  aU  pleased  with  Murray  for  showing 
ifeMS. :  mad  I  am  certain  Qifford  must  see  it  in  the 
■me  light  that  I  do.  His  praise  is  nothing  to  the 
pwpose :  what  oould  he  say  ?  He  could  not  spit  in 
tbe  fooe  of  one  who  had  praised  him  in  ereiy  possible 
wKj.  I  ■tnast  own  that  I  wish  to  hare  the  impression 
mmMed  from  his  mind,  that  I  had  any  concern  m 
sock  a  paltiy  transaction.  The  more  I  think,  the 
mere  h  disquiets  me ;  so  I  wiD  say  no  more  about  it. 
h  m  had  enough  to  be  a  scribbler,  without  having  re- 
to  aocfa  shifts  to  extort  praise,  or  deprecate 
It  is  anticipating,  it  is  begging,  kneeling, 
derill  the  deTU!  the  derfll  and  aD 
my  wirii,  and  contrary  to  my  express  desire. 
1 1  viih  Mmray  had  been  tied  to  Paynes  neck  when 
be  jumped  into  the  Paddington  Canal,*  and  so  teD 
ha, — Ukat  is  the  proper  receptacle  for  publishers. 
I  Voa  have  thoughts  of  settling  in  the  country,  why 
'  Ml  liy  Notts,  r  I  think  there  are  places  which  would 
imt  you  ia  aU  points,  and  then  you  are  nearer  the 
wtioyuSs.     But  of  this  anon. 

"I  am  yours,  Sec." 

LETTER  LXIX. 

TO  MS  DALLAS. 

•Newstead  Abbey,  Sept.  SI.  1811. 
'  I  hare  abown  my  respect  for  your  suggestions  by 
idsptrng  them ;  but  1  hare  made  many  alterations 
is  the  irst  proof,  orer  and  abote ;  as,  for  example : 

Ob  Tkoo.  la  aaa$  deeai'd  of  hearealy  Urth. 
ftc  fltc. 

aktuudjkn  cAhy  later  fyret  on  twrth 
ate. 


Tel 


J  *  M  wandered  by  tbe  ▼annted  rOI ; 


sad  soon.  So  I  hate  got  rid  of  DrLowth  and 'drunk 
Is  boot,  and  Teiy  g^d  I  am  to  say  so.  I  hate  ako 
ssfWaisfd  the  line  as  heretofore,  and,  m  diort,  hare 
been  qnile  coofermable. 

PiV  'vrite;  you  shafl  hear  when  I  remove  to 
I  hate  brought  you  and  my  friend  Juvenal 

•  la  a  Bate  oa  Us  «  Hints  from  Horace,*  be  thos  bomovr- 
«B|y  ivHies  lUs  Incident : 

•A  mmrmrj  ftiend  of  mine  watkinff  oat  one  lovelf  evenins 
lMt«aam«r  oa  tbe  eleventb  bridge  of  tbe  PaddiDgton  Canal, 
via  alanafd  bf  tbe  cry  of  '  one  In  Jeopardy.'  He  nubed 
:.  eoliected  a  body  of  Irisb  bay-makers  (snppinf  on 
t^SOl  io  an  adjoinlnc  paddock),  procured  tbree  rakes, 
mt  ed-spev.  aad  a  fauding-net.  and  at  last  {hmresco  rt- 
fertm]  piaUcd  oat— Us  own  pnblisber.  Tbe  nnfortonate 
■aa  vas  tone  for  ever,  and  so  was  a  lance  quarto  wbere- 
viCb  be  barf  taken  tbe  leap,  wbicb  proved,  on  inqnirv.  to 

bavebeeaMrS 'alaatwork.   Its 'alacrity  of  dnkfair 

vu  aa  great,  tbat  it  bai  never  sioce  been  beard  of.  tbougb 
aaw  aMiotain  tbat  it  is  at  this  moment  concealed  at 
AUenana  Birdi's  paatry-preadws,  ComUn.  Be  thli  as  it 
■ar.  Cbe  e0rooer*t  iaqoest  brougbt  in  a  verdict  of  'Felo 
deKMiapvIA'  against  a  'quarto  unknown,'  and  cinnm- 
aaatial  evidence  being  since  strong  against  tbe  '  Curse  of 
Kcbaasa*  (of  wbkb  the  above  words  are  an  exact  descrip- 
^ml,  it  win  be  tried  by  Its  peers  next  session  in  Omb- 
Mroct.  Aftbor.  Alfred,  Davidaeis.  Ricbard  Coenr  de  Lion. 
Esadas.  Exodind.  Epigoniad.  Calvaiy.  Fall  of  Cambria. 
Sieie  of  Acre.  Don  Roderick,  and  Tom  llinmb  tbe  Great, 
ire  tbe  aamws  of  tba  twelve  Jnrors.  Tbe  Jndgcs  are  Pye, 
of  St  Septtlcbre*s." 


Hodgson  upon  my  back,  on  the  score  of  levektioD. 
You  are  fervent,  but  he  is  quite  ghwmg ;  aad  if  he 
takes  half  the  pains  to  save  his  own  soul,  whidi  he 
volunteers  to  redeem  mine,  great  vriU  be  his  reward 
hereafter.  I  honour  and  thank  you  both,  but  am 
convinoed  by  neither.  Now  for  notes.  Besides  those 
I  have  sent,  I  shall  sead  the  observations  on  the 
Edinbuigh  Reviewer's  remarks  on  the  modem  Grsek, 
an  Albanian  song  m  the  Albanian  {not  Qreek)  hm- 
guage,  specimens  of  BM>deni  Greek  from  their  New 
Testament,  a  comedy  of  GoMoni's  translated,  one 
scene  J  a  prospeotusof  a  friend's  book,  and  perhaps  a 
soog  or  two,  all  in  Romaic,  besides  their  Pater 
Noster;  so  Uiere  vrifi  be  enough,  if  not  too  much, 
with  what  I  have  already  sent  Have  you  received 
the  '  Noctes  Atticef  I  sent  also  an  amiolation  on 
Portugal    Hobhouse  is  also  forthcomiDg.'* 

L3STTER  LXX. 

TO  MB  DALLAS. 

«  Newstead  Abbey,  Sept.  23, 1811. 

"  Lisboa  is  the  Portuguese  word,  consequently  the 
veiy  best.  Ulissipont  is  pedantic;  and,  as  I  have 
Helloi  and  Eros  not  bng  before,  there  would  be 
something  like  an  affectation  of  Greek  terms,  which  I 
vrish  to  avoid,  since  I  shall  have  a  perilous  quantity 
of  modem  Greek  in  my  notes,  as  specimens  of  the 
tongue ;  therefore  Lisboa  may  keep  its  place.  You 
are  right  about  the  'Hints;'  they  must  not  precede 
the  '  Romaunt ;'  but  Cawthom  will  be  savage  if  they 
don't ;  however,  keep  them  back,  and  him  in  good 
humour,  if  we  can,  but  do  not  let  him  publish. 

**  I  have  adopted,  1  believe,  most  of  your  siigges' 
tions,  but  *  Lisboa'  will  bean  exception,  to  prove  the 
rule.  I  have  sent  a  quantity  of  notes,  and  shall  con- 
tinue; but  pray  let  them  be  copied;  no  devil  can 
read  my  hand.  By  the  by,  I  do  not  mean  to  exchange 
the  ninth  verse  of  the  '  Good  Night.'  I  have  no 
reason  to  suppose  my  dog  better  than  his  brother 
brutes,  mankind ;  and  Argus  we  know  to  be  a  &ble. 
The  '  Cosmopolite'  was  an  acquisition  abroad.  I  do 
not  believe  it  is  to  be  found  in  England.  It  is  an 
amusing  little  volume,  and  full  of  French  flippanqr. 
I  read,  though  I  do  not  speak,  the  language. 

^  I  toill  be  angiy  with  Murray.  It  was  a  book- 
selling, back-shop.  Paternoster-row,  paltry  proceed- 
ing, and  if  the  experiment  had  turned  out  as  it 
deserved,  I  would  have  raised  aU  Fleet-street,  and 
borrowed  the  giant's  staflF  from  St  Dunstan's  church, 
to  munokUe  the  betrayer  of  trust.  I  have  written  to 
him  as  he  never  iras  vrritten  to  before  by  an  author, 
1 11  be  sworn,  and  I  hope  you  will  amplify  my  wrath, 
tin  it  has  an  efl^  upon  him.  You  tell  me  always 
you  have  much  to  write  about.  Write  it,  but  let  us 
drop  metaphysics ;— on  that  point  we  shall  never 
agree.  I  am  dull  and  drowqr,  as  usual.  I  do  nothing, 
and  even  that  nothing  fatigues  me.    Adieu." 

LETTER  LXXI. 

TO  MR  DALLAS. 

«  Newstead  Abbey,  October  U,  1811. 
^I  have  Kturaed  from  Lanes.,  and  ascertained 
that  my  property  there  may  be  made  very  valuable, 
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but  Tariotts  Gucumstaiioes  Teiy  much  drcomacribe 
my  exertions  at  present.  I  shall  be  in  town  on  busi- 
ness in  tlie  beginning  of  NoTember,  and  perhaps  at 
Cambridge  before  the  end  of  this  month ;  but  of  my 
movements  you  shall  be  regularly  apprised.  Your 
objections  1  have  in  part  done  away  by  alterations, 
which  I  hope  will  suffice;  and  I  hare  sent  two  or 
three  additional  stanzas  for  both  *  Fyttet.*  I  have 
been  again  shocked  with  a  deaths  and  have  lost  one 
very  dear  to  me  in  happier  times ;  but '  I  have  almost 
forgot  the  taste  of  grief,'  and  '  supped  full  of  horrors' 
till  I  have  become  callous,  nor  have  I  a  tear  left  for  an 
event  which,  five  yean  ago,  would  have  bowed  down 
my  head  to  the  earth.  It  seems  as  though  I  were  to 
experience  in  my  youth  the  greatest  misery  of  age. 
My  friends  fall  around  me,  and  I  shall  be  left  a  lonely 
tree  before  I  am  withered.  Other  men  can  always 
take  refuge  m  their  fiunilies ;  I  have  no  resource  but 
my  own  reflections,  and  they  present  no  prospect 
here  or  hereafter,  except  the  selfish  satis£eiction  of 
surviving  my  betters.  I  am  indeed  very  wretched, 
and  you  will  excuse  my  saying  so,  as  you  know  I  am 
not  apt  to  cant  of  sensibility. 

**  Instead  of  tirmg  yourself  with  my  concerns,  I 
should  be  glad  to  hear  your  pkms  of  retirement.  I 
suppose  you  would  not  like  to  be  wholly  shut  out  of 
society?  Now,I  know  a  large  village,  or  small  town, 
about  twelve  miles  off,  where  your  family  would  have 
the  advantage  of  very  genteel  society,,  without  the 
hazard  of  being  annoyed  by  mercantile  affluence; 
where  you  would  meet  with  men  of  information  aud 
independence ;  and  where  I  have  friends  to  whom  I 
should  be  proud  to  mtroduce  you.  There  are,  besides, 
a  coffee-room,  assemblies,  &c.  &&,  which  bring 
people  together.  My  mother  had  a  house  there  some 
years,  and  I  am  well  acquainted  with  the  economy  of 
Southwell,  the  name  of  this  little  commonwealth. 
Lastly,  you  will  not  be  very  remote  fronw  me ;  and 
though  I  am  the  very  worst  companion  for  young 
people  in  the  world,  this  objection  would  not  app^ 
to  youy  whom  I  could  see  frequently.  Your  expenses 
too  would  be  such  as  best  suit  your  inclinations, 
more  or  less,  as  you  thought  proper ;  but  very  little 
would  be  requisite  to  enable  you  to  enter  into  aH  the 
gaieties  of  a  country  life.  You  could  be  as  quiet  or 
bustling  as  you  liked,  and  certainly  as  well  situated 
as  on  the  kkes  of  Cumberland,  unless  you  have  a 
particular  vrish  to  be  picturesque. 

**  Pray,  is  your  Ionian  friend  in  town'?  You  have 
promised  me  an  introduction. — You  mention  having 
consulted  some  friends  on  the  MSS. — Is  not  this  con- 
trary to  our  usual  way  ?  Instruct  Mr  Murray  not  to 
allow  his  shopman  to  call  the  work  *  Child  of  Har- 
row's Pilgrimage ! !  T  as  he  has  done  to  some  of  my 
astonished  friends,  who  wrote  to  inquire  after  my 
sanity  on  the  occasion,  as  well  thqr  might.  I  have 
heard  nothing  of  Murray,  whom  I  scolded  heartfly. — 
Must  I  vrrite  more  notes  ? — Are  there  not  enough  ?~ 
Cawthom  must  be  kept  back  with  the  '  Hints.'— I 
hope  he  is  getting  on  with  Hobhouse's  quarto. 

**  Good  evening.    Yours  ever,  ficc.'* 

Of  the  same  date  with  this  melancholy  letter  are 
the  foUowing  verses,  never  before  printed,  which  he 
wrote  in  answer  to  some  lines  received  from  a  friend, 
exhorting  him  to  be  cheerful,  and  to 


They  will  show  vrith  what  gbomy  fiddly,  erca 
while  under  the  pressure  of  recent  sorrow,  he  re- 
verted to  the  disappointment  of  his  early  affection,  as 
the  chief  source  (^  all  his  suflSmngs  and  enus, 
present  and  to  c 


Newitead  Abbey.  October  11. 1811. 

«Ohl  banish  care  :'*—facb  ever  be 
The  motto  of  tAy  revelry  I 
Perchance  otwUne,  when  wanail  nlghti 
Renew  those  riotoiu  deliirhta, 
Wherewith  the  chUdren  of  Deapair 
Lull  the  lone  heart,  and  «  banish  care." 
Bat  not  in  morn's  reflectinK  hour. 
When  present,  past,  and  future  lower. 
When  all  1  loved  is  changed  or  f  one. 
Mock  with  such  taunts  the  woes  of  one 
Whose  every  thooxht— but  let  them  past— 
Thou  know'st  I  am  not  what  I  was. 
Bat,  above  all,  if  thoa  wonldst  hold 
Place  in  aheart  that  ne'er  was  cold. 
By  all  the  powers  that  men  revere. 
By  all  onto  thy  bosom  dear, 
Thy  joys  below,  thy  hopes  above, 
Speak— apeak  of  any  thinf  bat  love. 

T  were  long  to  tell,  and  vain  to  hear. 
The  tale  of  one  who  scorns  a  tear ; 
And  thene  is  little  in  that  tale 
Which  better  bosoms  would  bewail 
But  mine  has  soffer'd  more  than  well 
T  would  suit  Philosophy  to  tell. 
I've  seen  my  bride  another's  brides- 
Have  seen  lier  seated  by  his  sidor- 
Have  seen  the  infant  which  she  bore. 
Wear  the  sweet  smile  the  mother  wore. 
When  she  and  1  in  youth  have  smiled 
As  fond  and  Aultless  as  her  child- 
Have  seen  her  eyes,  in  cold  disdain. 
Ask  if  1  felt  no  secret  pain. 
And  /have  acted  well  my  part. 
And  made  my  cheek  belie  my  heart, 
Retom'd  the  ftvezing  glance  she  gave, 
Yet  felt  the  while  that  woman's  stave  :— 
Have  Uss'd.  as  if  without  design. 
The  babe  which  ought  to  have  been  mine. 
And  ahow'd,  alas !  in  each  caress 
Time  had  not  made  me  love  the  less. 

But  let  this  pass— I'  U  whine  no  more. 
Nor  seek  again  an  eastern  shore  .* 
The  world  befits  a  bosy  brain— 
1 11  hie  me  to  Its  haants  again. 
Bat  if,  in  some  succeeding  year. 
When  Britain's  '  May  b  in  the  sere,' 
Thou  hear'st  of  one,  whose  deepening  crines 
Suit  with  the  sablest  of  the  times. 
Of  one,  whom  Love,  nor  Pity  sways. 
Nor  hope  of  lame,  nor  good  oien's  priUse, 
One  whom,  in  stem  Ambition's  pride. 
Perchance  not  Blood  shall  turn  aside. 
One  rank'd  in  some  recording  page 
With  the  wont  anarchs  of  the  age. 
Bhn  wilt  thou  ibiow— and,  knowing  pause. 
Nor  with  the  <f«c<  forget  the  cause. 

The  anticipations  of  his  own  future  career  in 
these  conduding  lines  are  of  a  nature,  it  must  be 
owned,  to  awaken  more  of  horror  than  of  interest, 
were  we  not  prepared,  by  so  many  instances  of  hii 
exaggeration  in  thu  respect,  not  to  be  startled  at  say 
lengths  to  which  the  spirit  of  sdf-libeDing  would 
cany  him.  It  seemed  as  if,  with  the  power  of 
painting  fierce  and  gloomy  personages,  he  had  alio 
the  ambition  to  be,  himself,  the  dark  ^  sublime  he 
drew,**  and  that,  in  his  fondness  for  the  delineatioa 
of  heroic  crime,  he  endeavoured  to  fanqr,  where  be 
could  not  find,  in  his  own  character,  fit  snl^eds  for 
hispencfl.  ^ 

It  was  about  the  time  when  he  was  thus  bitlerv 
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t  tiiug  and  expreffdn^  the  Might  whicb  hit  heart 
U  gufleied  from  a  real  object  of  afiection,  that  his 
psow  on  the  death  of  an  imaginary  one,  **  Thyrza,'^ 
I  vere  written ; — nor  is  it  any  wonder,  when  we  con- 
ifer the  pecuEar  circun»tances  under  which  these 
beaalifiil  effiisioos  6owed  from  his  fancy,  that  of  all 
til  stnins  of  pathoa,  they  should   be   the  most 
iiii  hill  gand  most  pure.    Hiey  were,  indeed,  the 
essence,  the  abstract  spirit,  as  it  were,  of  many 
fpA — A  eonfloenoe  of  sad  thoughts   from    many 
of  MNTOW,  refined  and  warmed  m  their  pas- 
throogli  his  fancy,  and  forming  thus  one  deep 
of  nxramful  feeling.  In  retracing  the  happy 
<  boon   he  had  known  with  the    friends   now  lost, 
:  al  the    airdent  tenderness  of  his  youth  came  back 
'  wpaa.  him.     His  schooUports  with  the  fiEiTOurites  of 
I  kv  boyhood,  Wlngfield  and  TattersaD,— his  summer 
^  dsys  with  Long,*  and  those  erenings  of  music  and 
^  rsoaaee,  which  he  had  dreamed  away  in  the  society 
i  of  hb  adopted  brother,  Eddlestone,— all  these  re- 
ooleetioos  of  the  young  and  dead  now  came  to  mingle 
theaHclTes  in  his  mind  with  the  image  of  her,  who, 
I  iho^  living,  was,  'for  him,  as  much  lost  as  they, 
sad  diffoaed    that   general  feeling  of  sadness  and 
through  his  soul,  which  found  a  rent  in 
No  friendship,  howerer  warm,  could 
hate  ias^nd  sorrow  so  passionate ;  as  no  loTe,  how- 
>,  could  hare  kept  passion  so  chastened.    It 
«as  ibe  h^^ng  of  the  two  affections,  in  his  me- 
and  imagination,  that  thus  gave  birth  to  an 
Ued  object  combining  the  best  features  of  both,  and 
4kw  from  him  these  saddest  and  tenderest  of  love- 
in  which  we  find  aQ  the  depth  and  intensity 
«f  real  feeling  touched  over  with  such  a  light  as  no 
reafity  ever  wore. 

The  following'  letter  gives  some  further  account 
of  the  coone  of  his  thoughts  and  pursuits  at  this 
penod. 

LETTER  LXXII. 

TO  MR  HODGSON. 

•Newstead  kVbej»  Oct  13Ui,  I«l. 
**  Yon  w3l  begin  to  deem  me  a  most  liberal  corres- 
pondent; hot  as  my  letters  are  free,  you  will  over- 
look their  frequency.  I  have  sent  you  answers  m 
prase  and  vetaef  to  all  your  late  oommunicatioos, 
and  ihoogh  I  am  invading  your  ease  again,  I  don't 
kstfw  why,  or  what  to  put  down  that  you  are  not  ac- 
qnimed  vrith  already.  I  am  growing  nervous  (how 
yon  wiB  langh  1)— but  it  is  true,— really,  wretch- 
edly, ridicidoaa^,  fineladically  nervrntt.  Your  cli- 
imle  fcai«  me;  I  can  neither  read,  write,  or  amuse 
■ysdf,  or  any  one  dse.  My  days  are  lisdess,  and 
my  ni^its  restless ;  I  have  very  seldom  any  society, 
and  when  I  have,  I  run  out  of  it  At '  this  present 
nriling'  there  are  in  the  next  room  three  ladies^  and 
I  ^Te  stolen  away  to  write  this  grumbling  letter.— I 
dsa't  know  that  I  shaVt  end  with  insanity,  for  I  find 
a  want  of  method  in  arranging  my  thoughts  that 
pcfplexes  me  strangely ;  but  this  kwks  more  like 
Asem  «♦»«"  madness,  as  Scrope  Davies  would  &ce- 
litilj  lemark  in  his  consoling  manner.  I  must  try 
ihe  hartdiom  of  your  company ;  and  a  session. of 


*  See  fbeextraet  tnm  one  ofhls  joamalf,  psf e  27. 
t  lis  Terse*  ia  tlie  precading  page,  dated  October 


nth. 


Pariiamant  would  suit  me  well,— any  thing  to  cure 
me  of  conjugatang.the  accursed  verb  *  eninty^r.' 

"*  When  shaU  you  be  at  Cambridge?  You  have 
hinted,  I  think,  that  your  friend  Bkod  is  returned 
from  Holbuid.  I  have  always  had  a  great  respect 
for  his  talents,  and  for  all  that  I  have  heard  of  his 
character ;  but  of  me,  I  believe,  he  knows  nothing, 
except  that  he  heard  my  6th  form  repetitions  ten 
months  together,  at  the  average  of  two  lines  a  morn- 
ing, and  those  never  perfect.  I  remembered  him  and 
his  '  Slavm '  as  I  passed  between  Capes  Matapao, 
St  Angek),  and  his  Isle  of  Ceriga,  and  I  always  be- 
wailed the  absence  of  the  Anthok>gy.  I  suppose  he 
wDl  now  translate  Vondel,  the  Dutch  Shakspeare, 
and  *  Gysbert  van  Amstel'  will  casfly  be  accommo- 
dated to  our  stage  in  its  present  state ;  and  I  presume 
he  saw  the  Dutch  poem,  where  the  k>ve  of  Pyramus 
and  Thisbe  is  compared  to  the  posnon  of  Chritl; 
also  the  love  of  Lucifer  for  Eve,  and  other  varieties 
of  Low  Country  literature.  No  doubt  you  will  think 
me  erased  to  talk  of  such  thwgs,  but  they  are  all  in 
black  and  white  and  good  repute  on  the  banks  of 
every  canal  from  Amsterdam  to  Alkmaar. 
"  Yours  ever 

^  My  Poe«y  is  in  the  hands  of  its  various  pub- 
lishers; but  the 'Hints  from  Horace'  (to  which  I 
have  subjoined  some  nvage  lines  on  Methodism,  and 
ferocious  notes  on  the  vanity  of  the  triple  EMitory  of 
the  Edin.  Annual  Register),  my  *  HitUt,'  1  say,  stand 
still,  and  why?— I  have  not  a  friend  in  thewoild 
(but  you  and  Drury)  who  can  construe  Horace's 
Latin,  or  my  English,  well  enough  to  a4iu8t  them  for 
the  press,  or  to  correct  the  proofs  in  a  grammatical 
way.  So  that,  unless  you  have  bowels  whep  you 
return  to  town  (I  am  too  far  off  to  do  it  for  myself), 
this  inef&blc  worii  will  be  lost  to  the  world  for— I 
don't  know  how  mauy  toeekt. 

** '  Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage*  must  wait  till  Mur- 
ray's is  finished.  He  ii  making  a  tour  in  Middlesex, 
and  is  to  return  soon,  when  high  matter  may  be  ex- 
pected. He  wanU  to  have  it  in  quarto,  which  is  a 
coised  unsaleable  size;  but  it  is  pestilent  long,  and 
one  must  obey  one's  bookseller.  I  trust  Murray  wiU 
pass  the  Paddington  Canal  without  being  seduced  by 
Payne  and  Mackinlay's  example,— I  say  Payne  and 
Mackinlay,  supposing  that  the  partnership  held  good. 
Drury,  the  villain,  has  not  written  to  me;  *I  am 
never  (as  Mrs  Lumpkin  mys  to  Toiyr)  to  be  gratified 
with  the  monster's  dear  wild  notes.' 

**  So  you  are  going  (going  indeed  1)  into  orders. 
You  must  make  your  peace  with  the  Edeotic 
Reviewers— they  accuse  you  of  impiety,  I  fear,  with 
mjustice.  Demetrius,  the  *  Sieger  of  Cities,'  is  here, 
vrith  *  Gilpm  Homer.'  The  painter '  is  not  necessary, 
as  the  portraits  he  already  painted  are  (by  anticipa- 
tion) rery  like  the  new  animals.— Write,  and  send 
me  your  *Love  Song'— but  I  want  *  paulo  maiora' 
from  you.  Make  a  dash  before  you  are  a  deacon,  and 
try  a  dry  publisher. 

**  Yours  always,. 

**B.*' 

« Barber,  whom  he  had  brought  down  (oNew<tead  to 
paint  his  wolf  and  bis  bear. 
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It  was  at  thit  period  that  I  first  had  the  hi^ppioeas 
of  seeing  and  becoming  acquainted  with  Lord  Byron. 
The  correspoodence,  in  which  our  acquaintance  ori- 
ginated*  is,  in  a  high  degree,  illustratiTe  of  the  frank 
manliness  of  his  character ;  and,  as  it  was  begun  on 
my  side,  some  egotism  must  be  tolerated  in  the  detail 
which  I  hare  to  gire  of  the  circumstances  that  led  to 
it.  So  far  back  as  the  year  1806,  on  the  occasion  of 
a  meeting  which  took  place  at  Chalk  Farm  between 
BIr  Jefiivy  and  myself,  a  good  deal  of  ridicule  and 
railiei7,  founded  on  a  false  representation  of  what 
occurred  before  the  magistrntes  at  Bow-street,  ap- 
peared in  almost  aQ  the  public  prints.  In  conse- 
quence of  this,  I  was  mduced  to  address  a  letter  to 
die  Editor  of  one  of  the  Journals,  contradicting  the 
fidsehood  that  had  been -circulated,  and  stating  briefly 
the  real  circusostances  of  the  case.  For  some  time, 
my  letter  seemed  to  produce  the  intended  effirat, — 
but,  unluckily,  the  original  story  was  too  tempting  a 
theme  for  humour  and  sarcasm  to  be  so  easily  super- 
seded by  mere  matter  of  fiict.  Accordingly,  after  a 
little  time,  whcnoTcr  the  subject  was  publidy  alluded 
to,— more  especially  by  those  who  were  at  all  ^^  willing 
to  wound,**— the  old  fidsehood  was,  for  the  sake  of 
its  ready  sting,  rcTived. 

In  the  year  1809,  on  the  first  appearance  of  "  En^ish 
Bards  and  Scotch  ReTiewers,**  I  found  the  author, 
who  was  then  generally  understood  to  be  Lord  Byron, 
not  only  jesting  on  this  subject— and  with  sufficiently 
proToking  pleasantry  and  cleTcmess— in  his  Terse, 
but  giring  also  in  the  more  responsible  form  of  a  note, 
an  outline  of  the  transaction  in  accordance  with  the 
original  misreport,  and.  therefore,  in  direct  contradic- 
tion to  my  published  statement.  Still,  as  the  Satire 
was  anonymous  and  unacknowledged,  I  did  not  feel 
that  I  was,  in  any  way,  caOed  upon  to  notice  it,  and 
therefore  dismissed  the  matter  entirely  from  my  mind. 
In  the  summer  of  the  same  year  appeared  the  Second 
Edition  of  the  work,  with  Lord  Qyron*s  name  prefixed 
to  it.  I  was,  at  the  time,  in  Ireland,  and  but  little 
in  the  way  of  literary  society ;  and  it  so  happened 
that  some  months  passed  away  before  the  appearance 
of  this  new  edition  was  known  to  me.  Immediately 
on  being  apprised  of  it, — the  ofience  now  *—i?*?Ting 
a  different  form,— I  addressed  the  foHowing  letter  to 
Lord  Byron,  and,  transmitting  it  to  a  friend  in  London, 
requested  that  he  would  hare  it  deHtered  mto  his 
lordship's  hands.* 


«  Dublin,  Juiosry  Ist,  1810. 


**  MY  LORD, 


^Having  just  sees  the  name  of  *  Lord  Qynm' pre- 
fixed to  a  work,  entitled  *  English  Bards  and  Scotch 
Ref  iewers,*  in  which,  as  it  appears  tome,  the  He  U 
given  to  a  public  statement  of  nune,  respecting  an 
alBur  with  Mr  JeffVey  some  years  since,  I  beg  you 
will  hare  the  goodness  to  inform  me  whether  I  may 
consider  your  Lordshqp  as  the  author  of  this  publica- 


♦nds  b  the  only  entire  letter  of  my  own  tbat,  in  the 
coone  of  this  work,  I  mean  to  obtrude  upon  my  resders. 
Being  short,  and  iu  (erma  more  explanatory  of  the  feelinf 
on  whkh  I  acted  than  any  other  that  could  be  ■nbatituted, 
U  miffht  be  suffered,  I  thon«ht.  to  fona  the  afngle  exception 
to  my  geaeral  rule.  In  aU  other  cases,  1  shall  merely  five 
such  extracts  flrom  my  own  letters,  as  may  be  oeccMsary  to 
elucidate  those  of  my  correspondent. 


*^  I  shall  not,  I  fear,  be  able  to  return  to  London 
for  a  week  or  two ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  I  tmst 
your  k>rdship  will  not  deny  me  the  satisfaction  of 
knowing  whether  you  arow  the  insult  contained  m 
the  passages  alluded  to. 

**  It  is  needless  to  suggest  to  your  kMdsliip  the 
propriety  of  keeping  our  correspondence  secret 
**  I  hare  the  honour  to  be 
**  Your  brdship's  Ter?  humble  servant 

^  Thomas  Moobb. 

«»,Molesworth4treet.* 

In  the  course  of  a  week,  the  friend  to  whom  I  in- 
trusted this  letter  wrote  to  inform  me  that  Lord  Bjroo 
had,  as  he  learned  on  inquiring  of  his  publisher,  gone 
abroad  inunediately  on  the  publication  of  hi>  Seoood 
Edition ;  but  that  my  letter  had  been  phoed  in  the 
hands  of  a  gentleman  named  Hodgson,  who  had  un- 
dertaken to  forward  it  carefully  to  Ws  lordibip.' 
Though  the  Utter  step  was  not  exactly  what  I  ooold 
hare  wished,  I  thought  it  as  well,  pn  the  whole,  to  let 
my  letter  take  its  chance,,  and  again  postponed  iH 
consideration  of  the  matter.   ^ 

During  the  interval  of  a  year  and  a  half  which 
eUipsed  before  Lord  Byron's  return,  I  had  tsken 
upon  iny  self  obligations,  both  as  husband  and  father, 
which  make  most  men, — and  espedaOy  those  who 
have  nothing  to  bequeath,— less  willing  to  expoie 
themselves  unnecessarily  to  danger.  On  hearing, 
therefore,  of  the  arrival  of  the  noWe  traveller  fiws 
Greece,  though  still  thinking  it  due  to  myself  to  follow 
up  my  first  request  of  an  explanation,  I  reaohrcd, » 
prosecuting  that  object,  to  adopt  such  a  tone  of  con- 
ciliation as  should  not  only  prove  m/  sincere  desire  of 
a  pacific  result,  but  show  the  entire  freedom  fifOWMj 
angry  or  resentful  feeling  with  which  I  took  the  step. 
The  death  of  Mrs  Byron,  for  some  time,  delayed  bjj 
purpose.  But  as  soon  after  that  event  as  was  con- 
sistent writh  decorum,  I  addressed  a  letter  to  Lord 
Byron,  in  which,  referring  to  my  fbnner  oommnnicn- 
tion,  and  expressing  some  doubts  as  to  its  having  ever 
reached  him,  I  re-stated,  in  pretty  nearly  the  is»J 
words,  the  nature  of  the  insult,  which,  as  it  i^pesred 
tome,  the  passage  in  his  note  was  cak^Uated  to  coo- 

▼ey.  "It  is  now  useless,"  I  continued,  "  ^JPf** 
of  the  steps  with  which  it  was  my  intention  to  fbOo* 
up  that  letter.  The  time  which  has  ehjwed  iin« 
then,  though  it  has  done  away  neither  the  injury  ncr 
the  feeling  of  it,  has,  in  many  respects,  matoisBy 
altered  my  situation;  and  the  only  object  which  1 
have  now  in  writing  to  your  lordship  is  to  preserve 
some  consistency  with  that  former  letter,  and  to  prove 
to  you  that  the  injured  feeling  still  exists,  howevo' 
circumstances  may  compel  me  to  be  deaf  to  its  dic- 
tates, at  present.  When  I  say  *  injured  fedingfjcl 
me  assure  your  lordship  that  there  is  not  a  singij 
vindictive  sentiment  in  my  mind  towards  you.  | 
mean  but  to  express  that  uneasiness,  under  (what  I 
consider  to  be)  a  charge  of  falsehood,  which  n^ 
haunt  a  man  of  any  feeling  to  his  grave,  unless  the  in- 
sult be  retracted  or  atoned  for;  uid  which,  if  I  did 
not  feel,  I  shouM,  indeed,  deserve  far  worse  than 
your  lordship's  satire  could  inflict  upon  me.**  In  con- 
clusion I  added,  that,  so  fiur  from  being  mfluenoed  ^ 
any  angry  or  resentful  feeling  towards  him,  it  would 
give  mc  sincere  pleasure,  if,  by  any  satisfactory  ex- 
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LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


W 


he  ifoold  caaUe  ■»  to  seek  the  honour  of 
kaf  hemtBeSormtd  naked  amonf  his  aoquaintance.  * 
Xi  Ihii  letter.  Lord  Bfno  reUmed  the  IbUowing 


LETTER  LXXIU. 

TOUR  mOUB. 

•«CuiibrMffe,OetolierS7th,  1811. 

*  Year  letter  fcDowed  me  from  Notto.  to  thif  place, 
-win  eeeoant  lor  the  dday  of  my  reply.    Your 
letter  I  never  had  the  honour  to  reoeire;— be 
in  whnterer  part  of  the  world  it  had  found 
■e,  I  dnold  haTe  deemed  it  my  duty  to  return  and 
j  inn  it  in  peraon. 

I  "Tlw  adrcrtisement  you  mention,  I  know  nothing 
at—At  the  time  of  your  meeting  with  Mr  JeffVey,  I 
i  kai  neenl!|y  entered  College,  and  remember  to  hare 
heud  and  read  a  number  of  squibs  on  the  occasion, 
sad  bmm  ibe  reeoUection  of  these  I  derired  aQ  my 
fcawikd^a  on  the  sniiject,  without  the  slightest  idea 
«f  *  gnmg  die  fie*  to  an  address  which  I  nerer  beheld. 
When  I  pot  mj  name  to  the  production,  which  has 
seea^paned  this  correspondence,  I  became  reeponsible 
loaf  whoB  it  migfat  conoem, — to  ezpkun,  where  it 
mqaires  explanation,  and,  where  insufficient^  or  too 
a^fciem^f  csqpGoit,  at  aHerents  to  satisfy.  A^situa- 
MB  leaves  me  na  choice;  it  rests  with  the  h^ured 
sad  Ae  aagrj  to  obtain  reparation  in-  their  own  way. 
'^Wilh  regard  to  the  passage  in  question,  you 
iPHv  ecftaidly  not  the  person  towards  whom  I  felt  per- 
On  the  ooatraiy,  my  whole  thoughts 
bf  one,  whom  I  had  reason  to  con- 
ns i«j  worst  Ktersiy  enemy,  nor  oouM  I  foresee 
ihst  his  fonner  antagomst  was  about  to  become  his 
Yoa  do  not  specify  what  you  would  wish 
I  can  neither  retract  nor  apologise  for 
a  charge  of  hdsehood  which  I  never  advanced. 

•>  la  the  beginning  of  the  week,  I  shaU  be  at 
!ibL  8,  St  Jamea^street.— Neither  the  letter  or  the 
friend  lo  whom  yoa  stated  your  intention  ever  made 


**  Yonr  friend,  Mr  Rogers,  or  any  other  gentleman 
dihgaffd  by  yon,  will  ioA  me  most  ready  to  adopt 
aaj  onaeSaioiy  propositiop  which  shall  not  eompro- 
miae  mgr  owBhowmr,— or,  fiulmg  in  that,  to  make  the 
aianenMnt  yon  deem  it  necessary  to  require. 
"  I  have  the  honour  to  be,  sir, 

*  Yoor  moat  obedient,  humble  servant, 
«  Byron." 

In  my  repfy  to  this,  I  commenced  by  saying  that 
hii  Inwhhip's  letter  was,  upon  the  whcde,  as  satislao- 
lay  aa  I  conkl  expect.  It  contained  all  that,  in  the 
rtnct  SphmMfiqut  of  ezpbuiation,  coaM  be  required, 
samiU<  th«f  he  had  never  seen  the  statement  which 
I  sinipiisiJ  him  wiVuIfy  to  have  contradicted,— that 
he  Ind  BO  mtentioa  of  bringing  against  me  any  charge 
offclsfhood,  and  that  the  objectMmaUe  passage  of  his 
work  waa  not  levelled  penonally  at  me.  This,  I 
added,  was  all  the  explanation  that  I  had  a  right  to 
e^eet,  and  I  was,  of  ooune,  satisfied  with  it. 

'FfaOBg  twodifEereat  dmgltts  of  this  letter  amonc  ny 
psp^B,  loBUot  be qnlte  certain  m  to  sobm  oftlie  terms 
«mt»9fc4,  kat  Ittre  littlo  doaM  tbat  they  are  hsre  fiven 
eotTKtly 


I  then  entered  into  some  detail  relative  to  the  trans- 
mission of  my  firkt  letter  from  Dublin,— giving,  as  my 
reason  for  descending  to  these  minute  particuhuns, 
that  I  did  not^  I  must  confess,  feel  quite  eaqr  luder 
the  manner  m  whidi  his  lordship  had  noticed  the  mis- 
carriage of  that  first  application  to  him. 

My  reply  concluded  dius :— **  As  your  kudship  does 
not  riiow  any  wish  to  proceed  beyond  the  rigid  formu- 
lary of  expkuiation,  it  is  not  for  me  to  make  any  fur- 
ther advances.  We  Irishmen*  in  businesses  of  this 
kind,  seldom  know  any  medium  between  decided 
hostility  and  decided  friendship; — but,  as  any  ap- 
proaches towards  the  latter  alternative  must  now 
depend  entirely  on  your  lordship,  I  have  only  to  re- 
peat that  I  am  satisfied  with  your  letter,  and  that  I 
have  the  honour  to  be,**  &c.  &c. 

On  the  foUowing  day,  I  received  the  annexed  re- 
Jomder  from  Lord  Qyron. 

LETTER  LXXfV. 

TO  MR  MOORB.    ' 
''8,8tlsnes*fl  street,  October 9Mh.  1811. 

**8IR, 

**  Soon  after  my  return  to  England,  my  friend, 
Mr  Hodgson,  apprized  me  that  a  letter  for  me  was 
in  his  possession,  but  a  domestic  event  hurrying  me 
from  London,  immediately  after,  the  letter  (which 
may  most  probably  be  your  own)  is  still  unopened  in 
hi*  keeping.  If,  on  examination  of  the  address,  the 
similarity  of  the  handwriting  should  lead  to  such  a 
conclusion,  it  shall  be  opened  in  your  presence,  for 
the  satis&ction  of  all  parties.  BIr  H.  is  at  present 
out  of  town ; — on  Friday  I  shall  see  him,  and  request 
him  to  forward  it  to  my  address. 

**  With  regard  to  the  kuter  part  of  both  your 
letters,  until  the  principal  pomt  was  discussed  be- 
tween us,  I  felt  myself  at  a  toss  in  vrfaat  manner  to 
reply.  Was  I  to  anticipate  friendship  from  one, 
who  conceived  me  to  have  charged  him  with  false- 
hood? Were  not  advances^  under  such  circum- 
stances, to  be  nusoonstrued, — not,  perhaps,  by  the 
person  to  whom  they  were  addressed,  but  by  others  ? 
In  Niycase,  such  a  step  was  impracticable.  If  you, 
who  conceived  yourself  to  be'  the  offended  person, 
are  satisfied  that  you  had  no  cause  for  offence,  it 
win  not  be  difficult  to  convince  me  of  it.  My  situa- 
tion, as  I  have  before  stated,  leaves  me  no  choice. 
I  shouM  have  felt  proud  of  your  acquaintance,  had 
it  commenced  under  other  circumstances;  but  it 
must  rest  with  you  to  determine  how  far  it  may  pro- 
ceed after  sp  mupiciout  a  beginning. 

,  **  1  have  the  honour  to  be,  etc.*' 

Somewhat  piqued,  I  own,  at  the  manner  in  which 
my  efforts  towards  a  more  friendly  imderatanding, — 
ill-timed  as  I  confess  them  to  have  been,— 'were  re- 
ceived, I  hastened  to  ofose  our  correspondence  by  a 
short  note,  saying,  that  his  tordship  had  made  me 
feel  the  imprudence  I  was  guilty  of,  in  wandering 
from  the  point  immediately  in  discussion  between  us ; 
and  I  should  now,  therefore,  only  add,  that  if,  in  my 
bst  totter,  I  had  correctly  stated  the  substance  of  his 
expknatton,  our  oonrespondence  might,  from  this 
moment,  oease  for  ever,  as  with  that  explanation  I. 
doctored  myself  satisfied. 
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This  brief  note  drew  iBiinedkteljr  from  Lord  Qyroa 
the  followbg  frank  and  open-hearted  reply. 

LETTER  LXXV. 

TO  MR  MOOKB. 


'  8,  St  Jameal-ttreet,  October  30tb,  tSlI. 


'  snt. 


**  Vou  must  excuM  my  troubling  you  once  more 
upon  this  Tery  unpleasant  subject.  It  would  be  a 
satisfaction  to  me,  and,  I  should  think,  to  your^lf, 
that  the  unopoied  letter  m  Mr  Hodgson's  possession 
(supposing  it  to  prove  your  own)  should  be  returned 
*  in  statu  quo*  to  the  writer;  particularly  as  you  ex- 
pressed youn>elf  *  not  quite  easy  under  the  manner  in 
which  I  had  dwelt  on  its  miscarriage.' 

^  A  few  words  more,  and  I  shall  not  trouble  you 
further.  I  felt,  and  still  feel,  very  much  flattered  by 
those  parts  of  your  correspondence,  which  held  out 
the  prospect  of  ova  becoming  acquainted.  If  1  did 
not  meet  them,  in  the  first  ins  ance,  as  perhaps  I 
ought,  let  the  sitnatioa  m  which  I  was  placed  be  my 
defence.  You  have  now  declared  younelf  tati^fied, 
and  on  that  point  we  are  no  longer  at  issue.  If, 
therefore,  you  stiD  retain  any  wish  to  do  me  the  ho- 
nour you  hinted  at,  I  shall  be  most  happy  to  meet 
you,  when,  where,  and  how  you  please,  and  I  pre- 
sume you  will  not  attribute  my  saying  thus  much  to 
any  unworthy  motive. 

**  I  have  the  honour  to  remain,  etc." 

On  receiving  this  letter,  I  went  instantly  to  my 
friend,  Mr  Rogers,  who  was,  at  that  time,  on  a  visit 
at  Holland  House,  and,  for  the  first  thne,  informed 
him  of  the  correspondence  in  which  I  had  been  en- 
gaged. With  his  usual  readiness  to  oblige  and  serve, 
he  proposed  that  the  meeting  between  Lord  Byron 
and  myself  should  take  place  at  his  table,  and  re- 
quested of  me  to  convey  to  the  noble  k>rd  his  wish, 
that  he  would  do  him  the  honour  of  naming  some 
day  for  that  purpose.  The  following  is  Lord  Qyron*s 
answer  to  the  note  which  I  then  wrote. 

LETTER  LXXVL 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

"  8,  St  James's-strcet.  November  Isl,  1811. 

"As  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  interrupt  your  Sun- 
day's engagement,  if  Monday,  or  any  other  day  of 
the  ensuing  week,  would  be  equally  convenient  to 
yourself  and  friend,  I  will  then  have  the  honour  of 
accepting  lus  invitation.  Of  the  professions  of  esteem 
with  which  Mr  Rogers  has  honoured  me,  I  cannot 
but  feel  proud,  though  undeserving.    I  should  be 
wanting  to  myself,  if  insensible  to  the  praise  of  such 
a  man;  and,  should  my  approaching  interview  with 
him  and  his  friend  lead  to  a!^  degree  of  intimacy 
with  both  or  either,  I  shall  r^ard  our  past  corres- 
pondence as  one  of  the  happiest  evento  of  n^  life. 
**  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
**  Your  very  sincere  and  obedient  servant, 
**  Byron.** 

It  can  hardly,  I  thmk,  be  necessary  to  call  the 
reader's  attention  to  the  good  sense,  self-possetsion, 
and  frankness  of  these  letters  of  Lord  Byron.    I  had 


placed  him, — ^1^  the  somewhat  national  eonfMoo 
which  I  had  made  of  the  boundaries  of  peace  sad 
vfar,  of  hostility  and  friendship,—- b  a  poaitioa  which, 
ignorant  as  he  was  of  the  character  of  the  penon 
who  addressed  him,  it  required  all  the  watchfuben 
of  his  sense  of  honour  to  guard  from  surprise  or 
snare.  Hence,  the  judicious  reserve  vridi  which  he 
abstained  from  noticing  my  advances  towards  ac- 
quaintance, tiO  he  should  have  ascertained  exactly 
whether  the  explanation  which  he  was  vriDing  to  give 
wouki  be  such  as  his  oonrespondent  would  he  aatii- 
fled  to  receive.  The  moment  he  was  set  at  rest  oa 
this  point,  the  frankness  of  his  nature  displayed 
itself;  and  the  disregard  of  all  further  medkikn  or 
etiquette  vrith  which  he  at  once  professed  hinadf 
ready  to  meet  me  ^  when,  where,  and  how"  I  pleased, 
showed  that  he  could  be  as  pliant  and  eoofiding  after 
such  an  understanding,  as  he  had  been  judidmn^ 
reserved  and  punctilious  hefort  it. 

Such  did  I  find  Lord  Byron,  on  my  first  experieaoe 
of  him ;  and  such, — so  open  and  manly  minded,— did 
I  find  him  to  the  hut. 

It  was,  at  firat,  intended  by  Mr  Rogers  that  Ui 
company  at  dinner  should  not  extend  beyond  Lcrd 
Qyron  and  myaelf ;  but  Mr  Thomas  Campben,haTi^ 
called  upon  our  host  that  morning,  was  inrited  to  jota 
the  party,  and  consented.  Such  a  meeting  could  sot 
be  otherwise  than  interesting  to  us  afl.  It  was  the 
first  time  that  Lord  Byron  was  ever  seen  by  any  of  Ui 
three  companions ;  while  be,  on  his  side,  for  the  Int 
time,  found  himself  in  the  society  of  persons,  vhose 
names  had  been  associated  with  his  firrt  fiteraiy 
dreams,  and  to  (too*  of  whom  he  kwked  up  vrith  that 
tributary  admiration,  whidi  youthful  geniua  ia  ercr 
ready  to  pay  to  its  precursors. 

Among  the  impressions  which  this  meeting  lefkapea 
me,  what  I  chiefly  remember  to  have  remarked  was 
the  nobleness  of  his  air,  his  beauty,  the  gentleacnof 
his  voice  and  manners,  and — what  vras,  naturally,  aot 
the  least  attraction — ^his  marked  kindness  toiiv^- 
Being  in  mourning  for  his  mother,  the  eokmr,  aa  wc9 
of  his  dress,  as  of  his  gk)ssy,  curling,  and  pictareaqae 
hair,  gave  more  effect  to  the  pure,  spiritual  pakaoi 
of  his  features,  m  the  expression  of  whidi,  whet  he 
qxkke,  there  vras  a  perpetual  play,  of  }&f^  thooghtt 
though  melancholy  was  their  habitual  ofaaraoter  wkea 
in  repose. 

As  we  had  none  of  us  betn  apprised  of  his  pecu- 
liarities with  respect  to  food,  the  embarrassment  of 
our  host  was  not  a  little,  on  discovering  that  there 
was  nothing  upon  the  td>le  which  his  noUe  guest 
could  eat  or  drink.  Neither  meat,  fish,  or  wine 
would  Lord  Byron  touch;  and  of  biscuits  and  loda- 
water,  which  he  asked  for,  there  had  been,  unluckily, 
no  proviskm.  He  professed,  however,  to  be  equally 
weD  pleased  with  potatoes  and  vinegar ;  and  of  these 
meagre  materials  contrived  to  make  rather  a  bcaity 
dinner. 

I  shal]  now  resume  the  teries  of  his  correspondence 
with  other  friends. 

« In  tpeakinf  thai,  I  beg  to  diKlsim  sU  sfibcted  sMdestf 
Lord  Byron  bad  already  aaade  tbe  nune  dUtlnction  \imaf\\ 
In  tbe  opinions  wbicb  be  expressed  of  tbe  living  poeti:  •»' 
I  cannot  bat  be  aware  tbat.  for  tbe  pndses  wbicb  be  aflrr 
wards  bestowed  on  my  writiiift,  I  was,  in  a  great  dsgrtc 
indebted  to  bis  partiality  to  myself. 
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LETTER  LXXVU. 


T0MKHABNB88. 

«  8.  8t  Jmuf't^ninti,  December  6t1i,  1811. 
**  HT  DBUl  HARNESS, 

"  I  wriie  asum  but  doa't  sappose  I  mean  to  lay 
wmk  a  lax  on  your  pen  and  patienoe  as  to*expeet  rc- 
g^r  ivplies.  Wbea  you  are  boliiied,  write ;  when 
■Jf^,  I  AaJX  haTe  the  oonaolatioa  of  knowing  that 
jM  are  moch  better^mployed.  Yesterday,  Bland 
;  ad  IcaBed  on  Mr.  MiDer.  who,  being  then  out,  will 
afl  oo  Bbad*  lo^lay  or  to-morrow.  1  shall  certainly 
eadaanMT  to  bring  them  together.  ~You  are  censo- 
RNBs  duU;  when  youare  a  little  older,  you  will 
,  kara  to  dmlSLe  every  body,  but  abuse  nobody. 

"  With  regard  to  the  person  of  whom  you  speak, 
,  jour  owB  good  sense  must  direct  you.  I  nerer  pretend 
I  IS  advise,  being  an  implidt  believer  in  the  old  pro- 
Ttfb.  This  present  frost  is  detestable.  It  is  the 
fait  I  haTe  frit  these  three  years,  though  I  longed  for 
oae  m  tbe  oriental  sommcr,  when  no  such  thing  is 
10  be  had,  unless  I  had  gone  to  the  top  of  Hymettus 
for  it. 

*^  I  tbaok  you  most  truly  for  the  concluding  part  of 
Tsv  fetter.  I  have  been  of  late  not  much  accus- 
iBoed  to  kindness  from  any  quarter,  and  I  am  not 
^  kas  pleased  to  meet  with  it  again  from  one, 
where  I  had  known  it  earliest.  I  hare  not  changed 
■  al  Dil7  nmbtings,— Harrow  and,  of  course,  your- 
«tf  sever  Icfi  me,  and  the 

Dolces  reminisdtor  Antes 

attended  me  to  the  very  spot  to  which  that  sentence 
aBodes  m  the  mind  of  the  Men  Argive.«-Our  inti- 
Bscy  began  befine  we  began  to  date  at  all,  and  it 
rests  vrith  you  to  continue  it  tiO  the  hour  which 
■wt  Bmnber  it  and  me  vrith  the  things  that  were. 

^  Do  read  mathematics.— I  should  thmk  Xpka  Y 
at  least  as  amusing  as  the  Curse  of  Kehama,  and 
sradi  more  intelligible.  Master  S.*8  poems  are,  in 
fact,  wbat  parallel  lines  might  be~viz.,  prolonged 
mi  iii/hrihea  without  meeting  any  thing  half  so  ab- 
surd as  thcattelves. 

What  news,  Whnt  newt?  Qoeea  Oreaca, 
What  aews  of  scribblers  Are  ? 

t      S ,W ,C e,I^-d,andL-e?- 

AU  daam'd,  tbooffh  yet  altre. 

C e  is  lecturing.  *  Many  an  old  fool,*  said  Han- 

■ibal  to  some  sudi lecturer,  *  but  such  as  this,  never. ' 
••  Ever  yours,  fee." 

;  LETTER  LXXVIII. 

t 

I  TO  MB  HARNESS. 

i  •*  8, 8t  James'a-street,  Dec.  8ta,  .81 1 . 

"  Bebold  a  sort  formidable  sheet,  without  gilt  or 
faiad  edpng,  and  oonsequendy  Toy  vulgar  and  in- 
deeoroos,  particuhtfly  to  one  of  your  precision;  but 
tim  bemg  Sunday,  I  can  procure  no  better,  and  will 
atone  far  its  length  by  not  filling  it.    Bland  I  have 

•  The  Bev.  Robert  Bland,  one  of  the  aotbort  of  "  Collec- 
tiaaa  fhMs  tbe  Greek  Aathology."  Lord  Byron  mm,  at 
lUsttee.  eadeavooriBg  to  aecare  for  Mr  Bland  the  task  of 
UMdatias  Lodea  Boonaparte's  Poem. 


not  seen  since  my  kist  letter;  but  on  Tuesday  he 
dines  with  me  and  will  meet  M  *  *  e,  the  epitome  of 
aU  that  is  exquisite  in  poetical  or  personal  accom- 
plishments. How  Bhuid  has  settled  with  Miller,  I 
know  not.  I  have  very  little  mterest  vrith  either, 
and  they  must  arrange  their  concerns  according  to 
their  own  gusto.  I  have  done  my  endeavours,  ol 
your  requett,  to  bring  them  together,  and  hope  they 
may  agree  to  their  mutual  advantage. 

*  Coleridge  has  been  lecturing  against  Campbell. 
Rogers  was  present,  and  from  him  I  derive  the  infor- 
mation. We  are  going  to  make  a  party  to  hear 
this  Manicheiin  of  poesy.— Pole  is  to  marry  Miss 
Long,  and  will  be  a  veiy  miserable  dog  for  all  that. 
The  present  ministers  are  to  continue,  and  his  majesty 
doet  continue  in  the  same  state.  So  there 's  folly 
and  madness  for  you,  both  in  a  breath. 

^  I  nerer  heard  but  of  one  man  truly  fortunate, 
and  he  was  Beaumarchais,  the  author  of  Figaro, 
who  buried  two  wives  and  gained  three  bwsuits 
before  he  was  thirty. 

**  And  now,  child,  what  art  thou  domg  ?  Readmg, 
I  trust.  I  want  to  see  you  lake  a  degree.  Remem- 
ber this  is  the  most  important  period  of  your  life ; 
and  don't  disappoint  your  papa  and  your  aunt,  and 
all  your  kin— besides  myself.  Don't  you  know  that 
all  male  children  are  begotten  for  the  express  pur- 
pose of  being  graduates  ?  and  that  even  I  am  an 
A.  M.,  though  how  I  became  so,  the  Public  Orator 
only  can  revolve.  Besides,  you  are  to  be  a  priest ; 
and  to  confute  Sir  William  Drummond*s  kte  book 
about  the  Bible  (printed,  but  not  published),  and  aU 
other  infideb  whatever.  Now  leave  master  H.'s 
gig,  and  master  S.'s  Sapphics,  and  become  as  im- 
mortal as  Cambridge  can  make  you. 

"  You  see,  mio  carissono,  what  a  pestilent  cor- 
respondent I  am  likely  to  become ;  but  then  you 
shall  be  as  quiet  at  Newstead  as  yon  please,  and  I 
won't  distoib  your  studies,  as  I  do  now.  When  do 
you  fix  the  day,  that  I  may  take  you  up,  according 
to  contract?  Hodgson  talks  of  making  a  third  in  our 
journey:  but  we  can't  stow  him,  inside  at  least. 
Positively  you  shall  go  with  me  as  was  agreed,  and 
don't  let  me  have  any  of  your  poHtesse  to  H.  on  the 
occasion.  I  shall  manage  to  arrange  for  both  with 
a  little  contrivance.  I  wish  H.  was  not  quite  so  fat, 
and  we  should  pack  better.  Has  he  left  off  vinous 
liquors  ?  He  is  an  excellent  soul ;  but  I  don*t  think 
water  would  improve  him,  at  least  fntemally.  You 
win  want  to  know  what  I  am  doing— chewmg  to- 
bacco. , 

"  You  see  nothing  of  my  alliee,  Scrope  Davies 

and  Matthews'— they  don't  suit  you ;  and  how  does 

it  happen  that  I— who  am  a  pipkin  of  the  same  pot- 

,  tery— continue  in  your  good  graces  !  Good  night,— 

I  will  go  on  in  the  morning. 

"  Dec.  9th.  In  a  morning  I'm  always  suBen,  and 

I  to-day  is  as  sombre  as  myself.    Rain  and  mist  are 

worse  than  a  sirocco,  particularly  in  a  beef-eating 

and  beer-drinking  oountiy.     My  bookseller,  Caw- 

thome,  has  just  left  me,  and  tells  me,  with  a  most 

important  face,  that  he  is  in  treaty  for  a  novel  of 

,  Madame  D'Ariilay's,  for  which  1000  guineas  are 

asked!    He  wants  me  to  read  the  MS.  (if  he  obtains 


♦  The  brother  of  bU  late  friend  Charlf*  Skinner  Matthews. 
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it),  which  I  shall  do  with  plMinre;  but  I  thoukl  be 
Tery  oautioiu  in  Tenturing  an  opinion  on  her,  whose 
Cecflia  Dr  Johnson  superintended.  If  he  lends  it  to 
me,  I  shall  put  it  into  the  hands  of  Rogers  and  M*  *e, 
who  are  truly  men  of  taste.  I  hare  filled  the  sheet, 
and  beg  your  pardon ;  I  will  not  do  it  again.  I 
shall,  perhaps,  write  agam ;  but  if  not,  bdieve,  silent 
or  scribblmg,  that  I  am,  my  dearest  William,  e?er, 

LETTER  LXXIX. 

TO  MR  HODGSON. 


I.  Dec  8th.  ISII. 
*'  I  sent  you  a  sad  Tale  of  Three  Friars,  the 
other  day,  and  now  take  a  dose  in  another  style.     I 
wrote  it  a  day  or  two  ago,  on  hearing  a  song  of 
former  days. 

Away,  away,  yo  notes  of  woe,*  &c.  ftc, 

*'  I  have  gotten  a  book  by  Sir  W.  Drammond 
(printed  but  not  published),  entitled  GBdipus  Judai- 
cus,  m  which  he  attempts  to  prove  th  greater  part 
of  the  Old  Testament  an  allegory,  particularly 
Genesis  and  Joshua.  He  professes  himself  a  theist 
in  the  prefiioe,  and  handles  the  literal  interpretation 
verr  roughly.  I  wish  you  could  see  it.  Mr  W  •  * 
has  lent  it  me,  and,  I  oonfess,  to  me  it  is  worth  fifty 
Watsons. 

**  You  and  Harness  must  fix  on  the  dme  for  your 
visit  to  Newstead;  I  can  oonunand  mine  at  your 
wish,  unless  any  thmg  particular  occurs  in  the  in- 
terim, f  f  f  Bland  dines  with  me  on  Tues- 
day to  meet  Moore.  Coleridge  has  attacked  the 
'  Pleasures  of  Hope,' and  all  other  pleasures  what- 
•oever.  Mr  Rogers  was  present,  and  heard  himseJf 
indirectly  rowed  by  the  lecturer.  We  are  gobg  in  a 
party  to  hear  the  new  Art  of  Poetry  by  this  reformed 
schismatic ;  and  were  I  one  of  these  poetical  lumi- 
naries, or  of  suflkient  consequence  to  be  noticed  by 
the  man  of  lectures,  I  shouU  not  hear  him  without 
an  answer.  For,  you  knpw, '  an  a  man  will  be 
beaten  with  brains,  he  shall  nerer  keep  a  clean 
doublet.'  C**  wiU  be  desperately  annoyed.  I 
never  saw  a  roan  (and  of  him  I  have  seen  very  little) 
so  sensitive  ;-^what  a  happy  temperament  1  I  am 
■ony  for  it;  what  can  he  fear  from  criticism  f  I  don't 
know  if  Bhnd  has  seen  Miller^  who  was  to  call  on 
him  yesterday. 

««  To-day  is  the  Sabbath,— a  day  I  nerer  pass 
pleasantly,  but  at  Cambridge;  and,  even  there,  the 
organ  is  a  sad  remembrancer.  Things  are  stagnant 
enough  in  town,— as  long  as  they  don't  retrograde, 
'lis  aU  very  well.  H  *  *  writes  and  writes  and 
writes,  and  is  an  author.  I  do  nothing  but  eschew 
tobacco.  I  wish  parliament  were  aasenUed,  that  I 
may  hear,  and  perhaps  some  day  be  heard ;— but  on 
this  point  I  am  not  Teiy  sanguine.  I  have  maqy 
plans ;  sometimes  I  think  of  the  East  agam,  and 
dearly  beloved  Greece.  I  am  well,  but  wenk?y. 
Yesterday  Kinnaird  told  me  I  htoked  very  ill,  and 
■ent  me  home  happy. 

"  You  will  never  giTe  up  wine ;— see  what  it  is  to 
bo  thirty ;  if  you  were  six  years  younger,  you  might 

*  This  poem  U  now  printed  in  Lord  Bynm't  Works. 


leave  oflT  any  thmg.  You  drink  and  repent,  you  re- 
pent and  drink.  Is  Scrope  still  interestiiig  and  in- 
valid? And  how  does  Hinde  with  his  aused  che- 
mistry r  To  Harness  I  have  written,  and  he  has 
vfritten,  and  we  have  aD  written,  and  have  nothiDg 
now  to  do  but  vmte  again,  till  death  splits  iq>  thepen 
and  the  scribbler. 

**  The  Alfred  has  364  candidates  for  six  vBcaadei. 
He  cook  has  run  away  and  left  us  tiaUe,  which 
makes  our  committee  very  plaintive.  Master  Brook, 
our  head  serving-man,  has  the  gout,  and  our  new 
cook  is  none  of  the  best.  I  wpt^k  from  report,— lor 
what  is  cookery  to  a  leguminous-eating  ascetic?  So 
now  you  know  as  much  of  the  matter  as  I  do.  Books 
and  quiet  are  still  there,  and  they  may  dress  their 
dishes  in  their  own  way  for  me.  Let  me  know  your 
determination  oa  to  Newstead,  and  believe  me, 
"  Yours  ever, 

**  Naiuf  fir." 

LETTER  LXXX. 

TOMB  BODOSON. 
«  8,  St  James's  ftreet.  Dee.  12th.  ISU. 
"  Why,  Hodgson  1  I  fear  you  have  left  off  wine 
and  me  at  the  same  time ; — I  have  written  and  writ- 
ten and  written,  and  no  answer  l—Mj  dear  Sir  Ed^, 
vrater  disagrees  with  you,— drink  sack  and  write. 
Bland  did  not  come  to  his  appointment,  being  onweD, 
but  M  *  *  e  supplied  all  other  vacancies  most  de- 
lectably .  I  have  hopes  of  his  joining  us  at  Newstead. 
I  am  sure  you  would  like  him  more  and  more  as  he 
devetopes,— at  least  I  do. 

*<  How  Miller  and  Bknd  go  on,  I  don't  know.  Caw- 
thorae  talks  of  being  in  treaty  for  a  novel  of  He 
D'Arblay 's,  and  if  he  obtains  it  (at  1000  gs. ! !)  wishes 
me  to  see  the  MS.  This  I  should  read  wdth  pleasure, 
— not  that  I  should  ever  dare  to  venture  a  criticiam 
on  her  whose  writings  Dr  Johnson  once  revised,  hot 
for  the  pleasure  of  the  thing.  If  my  worthy  puUisber 
wanted  a  sound  opinion,  I  should  send  the  MS.  to 
Rogers  and  M  *  *  e.  as  men  most  alive  to  tmetaite. 
I  have  had  frequent  letters  from  Wm.  Harness,  and 
you  are  silent;  oertes,  you  are  not  a  schoolboj. 
However,  I  have  the  consobttion  of  knowing  that  yon 
are  better  employed,  via.  reviewing.  You  don't  de- 
serve that  1  should  add  another  qrDable,  and  I  wont. 
Yours,  &c. 

**  P.  S.— I  only  wait  for  your  ansvrer  to  fix  ov 
meeting. 

LETTER  LXXXI 

TO  ME  HABNX88. 


**  8,  St  James*s-stieet,  DeceaAer  15,  Wl. 
**  I  wrote  you  an  answer  to  your  last,  which,  on  re- 
flection, pleases  me  as  little  as  it  probacy  has  pleased 
yourself.  I  will  not  wait  for  your  njoinder;  hut  pro- 
ceed to  ten  you,  that  I  had  just  then  been  (greeted 
with  an  epistle  of  •  *^,  full  of  his  petty  grievances, 
and  this  at  the  moment  when  (from  circumstances  it 
is  not  necessary  to  enter  upon)  I  was  beariqg  op 
against  reooDections  to  which  his  imaginary  sufiSarings 
are  as  a  scratch  to  a  cancer.  These  things  combined, 
put  me  out  of  humour  with  him  and  all  mankind. 
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TWklter  part  of  b^  life  has  been  a  perpetual  strug- 


aflectiooe  which  imbittcared  the  earliett 
f  partiaa ;  and  though  I  flatter  myself  I  hare  'm  a 
,  fftmi  neasure  oooqnered  them,  yet  there  are  mo- 
,  aeots  and  this  was  one)  when  I  am  as  foolish  as 
fivmerty.  I  nerer  said  so  much  before,  nor  had  I 
aid  this  sow,  if  I  did  not  suspect  myself  of  baring 
becB  miller  savage  in  my  letter,  and  wish  to  inform 
ysa  Hios  much  of  the  cause.  Yon  know  I  am  not 
one  of  jour  dokious  gentlemen :  so  now  let  us  laugh 


**  Yeaterdny  I  went.with  Moore  to  Sydenham  to 
fiat  GampbelL*  He  was  not  risible,  so  we  jogged 
1,  merrily  enough.  To-morrow  I  dine  with 
sd  am  to  hear  Coleridge,  who  is  a  kind  of 
Esge  at  present.  Last  night  I  saw  Kemble  in  Corio- 
Inos ; — be  loas  ghriout,  and  exerted  himself  wonder- 
f^.  B^  good  lock,  I  got  an  excellent  place,  in  the 
best  part  of  the  house,  which  was  more  than  orer- 
<ls  ■■!!,.  CSare  and  Delawarre,  who  were  there  on 
the  sane  qieculatioo,  were  less  fortunate, 
by  accident, — ^we  were  not  together.  I  wished  for 
f  ea,  to  gia^y  your  lore  of  Shakspeare  and  of  fine 
aotsig  to  its  fiilkst  extent.  Last  week  I  saw  an  ex- 
hihifina  of  a  different  kmd  in  a  Mr  Coates,  at  the 
Hsyaarfcet,  who  performed  Lothario  in  a  damned 


thingfrom  his  neighbour.  But  I  do  not  think  we  are 
bom  of  this  disposition ;  for  you  fai^friendAipf  as  a 
schoolboy,  and  love  enough  before  twenty. 

^  I  went  to  see  *  *;  he  keeps  me  in  town,  where  I 
don't  wish  to  be  at  present.  He  is  a  good  man,  but 
totally  without  conduct.  And  now,  my  dearest  Wil- 
liam, 1  must  wish  you  good  morrow,  ^  remain  erer 
most  smcerely  and  affectionately  yours,  &&** 


"  I  told  you  of  the  &te  of  B.  and  H.  in  my  last. 
So  moeh  figr  these  sentimentalists,  who  console  them- 
aJiCj  in  their  stews  for  the  loss — the  nerer  to  be  re- 
eoTCred  loss — the  despair  of  the  refined  attachment 
af  a  eoople  of  drabs !  You  censure  my  life.  Harness, 
—when  I  oonpare  myself  with  these  men,  my  elders 
and  Bsy  betters,  I  realty  begin  to  couceire  myself  a 
■iiiwiaiiit  of  prudence— 4t  walking  statue^without 
itdiBg  or  fiuliBg;  and  yet  the  worid  in  general  hath 
;iveB  nse  a  proud  pre-eminence  orer  them  in  pro- 
figa^.  Yet  I  like  the  men,  and,  God  knows,  ought 
Bst  to  eoodemn  their  aberra^ons.  But  I  own  I  feel 
prsvoked  when  they  dignify  all  this  by  the  name  of 
attachments  for  things  marketable  for 


**  Dec  16lb. — I  have  just  received  your  letter ; — I 
fied  your  Idadness  very  deeply.  The  foregoing  part 
of  my  letter,  written  yesterday,  will,  I  hope,  account 
for  Che  loae  of  the  former,  though  it  cannot  excuse  it. 
I  dofilr  tohearfromyou--morethan^tifce.  Next  to 
mtan^  yoa,  I  have  no  greater  satisfiustion.  But  you 
have  other  duties  and  greater  pleasures,  and  I  should 
regret  io  take  a  moment  from  either.  H  *  *  was  to 
cal  i»-daj,  but  I  have  not  seen  him.  The  circum- 
tfaaecB  yoa  nentum  at  the  close  of  your  letter  is 
aascher  proof  in  &vour  of  my  opinion  of  mankind. 
Such  yoa  will  always  find  them— selfish  and  distrust- 
fbi  1  except  none.  Hie  caose  of  this  is  the  state 
of  sode^.  In  the  vrorid,  eveiy  one  is  to  stir  for  him- 
self—it  is  naeless,  perhaps  selfish,  to  expect  any 

»0«tftiB 


saoOier  of  the  noble  poet's  pecali- 
hat  atsTtliiigly*  introduced  to  my  notice. 
WWa  ve  vere  on  the  point  ofiettiiiff  oat  from  Us  lodgings 
ia  Scinmors-ctreeC.  it  being  then  sboat  mid-day.  he  said 
to  (ho  aerraBt,  who  was  shnttiaf  the  door  of  the  vis  *  ris, 
"  Have  f  oa  pot  in  the  pistols  ?"  and  was  answered  in  the 
■BnaalJTe.  It  wasdiilculi,— more  especially  taking  Into 
acc«nc  the  eireamstaoces  onder  which  we  had  Just  become 
Tq— lolfid.— to  keep  from  ssuling  at  this  singular  nooa- 
^prccaatioa. 


From  the  time  of  our  firrt  meeting,  there  seldom 
elapsed  a  day  that  Lord  Byron  and  I  did  not  see  each 
other;  and  our  acquaintance  ripened  mto  intimacy 
and  friendship  with  a  rapidity  of  which  I  have  seMom 
known  an  example.  I  was,  indeed,  lucky  in  all  the 
circimistances  that  attended  my  first  introduction  to 
him.  In  a  generous  nature  like  his,  the  pleasure  of 
repairing  an  injustice  would  naturally  give  a  zest  to 
any  partiality  I  might  have  inspired  in  his  mind; 
while  the  manner  in  which  I  had  sought  this  repara- 
tion, free  as  it  was  from  resentment  or  defiance, 
I  saw  them  M^^  nothing  painful  to  remember  in  the  transaction 
between  us, — no  compromise  or  concession  that  could 
wound  self  love,  or  take  away  from  the  grace  of  that 
flunk  friendship,  to  which  he  at  once,  so  cordially 
and  so  unhesitatingly,  admitted  me.  1  was  abo  not 
a  little  fortunate  in  forming  my  acquaintance  with 
him,  before  his  success  had  yet  reached  its  meridian 
burst, — before  the  triumphs  that  were  yet  in  store  for 
him  had  brought  the  world  all  in  homage  at  hii  feet, 
and,  among  the  splendid  crowds  that  courted  his  so- 
ciety, even  chums  less  humble  than  mine  had  but  a 
feeble  chance  of  fixing  his  regard.  As  it  was,  the 
new  scene  of  life  that  opened  upon  him  with  his  suc- 
cess, instead  of  detaching  us  from  each  other,  only  mul- 
tiplied our  opporttmities  of  meeting,  and  increased  our 
intimacy.  In  that  society  where  his  birth  entitled  hun 
to  move,  circumstances  had  already  pkced  me,  not- 
withstanding mine;  and  when,  after  the  appearance 
of  ^  Childe  Harold,'*  he  began  to  mmgle  with  the 
world,  the  same  persons,  who  had  bug  been  my  inti- 
mates and  friends,  became  hii ;  our  visits  were  mostly 
to  the  same  places,  and,  in  the  gay  and  giddy  round 
of  a  London  spring,  we  were  generally  (as  in  one  of 
his  own  letters  he  expresses  it)  ^  embarked  in  the 
same  Ship  of  Fools  together." 

But,  at  the  time  when  we  firrt  met,  his  position  in 
the  worid  was  most  solitary.  Even  those  cofiee-honse 
companions  wh^,  before  hb  departure  from  Engbnd, 
had  served  him  as  a  sort  of  substitute  for  more  worthy 
society,  were  either  relinquished  or  had  dispersed; 
and,  with  the  exception  of  three  or  four  associates  of 
hb  college  days  (to  whom  he  appeared  strongly  at- 
tached), Mr  Dalks  and  hb  solicitor  seemed  to  be  the 
only  persons  whom,  even  in  their  very  questionable 
degree,  he  could  boast  of  as  friends.  Though  too 
proud  to  complain  of  thb  kmeliness,  it  was  evident  that 
he  felt  it;  and  that  the  state  of  cheerless  isobtion, 
*'  unguided  and  unfriended,"  to  which,  on  entering 
into  manhood,  he  had  found  himself  aband'med,  was 
one  of  the  chief  sources  of  that  resentful  disdain  of 
mankind,  which  even  their  subsequent  worship  of 
him  came  too  bte  to  remove.  The  effect,  indeed, 
which  hb  short  commerce  with  society  afterwards 
had,  for  the  period  it  lasted,  in  softening  and  exhila- 
rating hb  temper,  shimed  how  fit  a  soil  hb  heart 
would  have  been  for  the  growth  of  all  the  kindKcr 
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feelings,  had  but  a  portion  of  this  lunshiiie  of  the 
worid's  smiles  shone  on  him  earlier. 

At  the  same  time,  in  all  such  speculations  and  con- 
jectures as  to  what  might  hare  been,  under  more 
farourable  circumstances,  his  character,  it  is  inva- 
riably to  be  borne  in  mmd,  that  his  very  defects  were 
among  the  elements  of  hui  greatness,  and  that  it  was 
out  of  the  struggle  between  the  good  and  evil  princi- 
plea  of  his  nature  that  his  mighty  genius  drew  its 
strength.  A  more  genial  and  fostering  introduction 
into  life,  while  it  would  doubtless  have  softened  and 
disciplined  his  mind,  might  have  impaired  its  vigour; 
and  the  same  influences  that  would  have  diffused 
smoothness  and  happiness  over  his  life  might  have 
been  fatal  to  its  glory.  In  a  short  poem  of  his,*  which 
appears  to  have  been  produced  at  Athens  (as  I  find 
it  written  on  a  leaf  of  the  original  MS.  of  Childe 
Harold,  and  dated  '*  Athens,  181 P),  there  are  two 
lines  which,  though  hardly  intelligible  as  connected 
with  the  rest  of  the  poem,  may,  taken  separately,  be 
interpreted  as  implying  a  sort  of  prophetic  conscious^ 
ness  that  it  was  out  of  the  wreck  and  ruin  of  all  his 
hopes  the  immortality  of  his  name  was  to  arise. 

Desr  object  of  defcatei  eare. 

Tkottfh  BOW  of  lore  and  tboe  bereft, 
To  reconcile  me  with  deipair, 

Thine  inuife  and  my  tears  are  left. 
*T  b  nkl  with  aorrow  Time  can  cope, 

Bnt  tUa,  I  frel,  can  ne'er  be  true ; 
For,  6jr  tA*  tUathbUno  tif  my  hop*, 

Mw  Memory  hmmortat  grew  I 

We  frequently,  during  the  first  months  of  our  ac- 
quaintance, dined  together  alone;  and  as  we  had  no 
chib,  in  common,  to  resort  to,— the  Alfred  bemg  the 
only  one  to  which  he,  at  that  period,  bekw^ed,  and  I 
being  then  a  member  of  none  but  Watier's,— our 
dmners  used  to  be  either  at  the  St  Alban'b,  or  at  his 
oM  haunt,  Stevens's.  Though  at  timet  he  would 
drink  fiee^  enough  of  darei,  he  still  adhered  to  his 
qrstem  of  abstinenoe  in  food.  He  appeared,  indeed, 
to  have  conceived  a  notion  that  animal  food  has  some 
peculiar  influe|ice  on  the  character ;  and  1  remember, 
one  day,  as  I  sat  opposite  to  him,  empk^ed,  I  sup- 
pose, rather  earnestly  over  a  beef-steak,  after  watch- 
faig  me  for  a  few  seconds,  he  said,  in  a  grave  tone  of 
mquiry — "  Moore,  don't  you  find  eating  beef-steak 
makes  you  ferocious  ?^ 

Understanding  me  to  have  expressed  a  wish  to  be- 
come a  member  of  the  Alfred,  he  very  goodnmturedly 
k>st  no  time  in  proposing  me  as  a  candidate ;  but  as 
the  resolution  which  I  had  then  nearly  formed  of  be- 
taking myself  to  a  country  life,  rendered  an  additional 
dub  in  London  superfluous,  I  vrrote  to  beg  that  he 
would,  for  the  present,  at  least,  withdraw  my  name; 
and  his  answer,  though  containing  little,  being  the 
first  fiunOiar  note  he  ever  honoured  me  with,  I  may 
be  excused  for  feeling  a  peculiar  pleasure  in  insert- 
ing it. 

LETTER  LXXXn. 

TO  ME  MOORB. 

"December  11,1811. 
'^MT  DBAB  MOORB, 

**■  If  you  please,  we  vrill  drop  our  formal  monosyl- 
•  Written  beneath  the  picture  of . 


lables,  and  adhere  to' the  appellations  sanctioned  by 
our  godfathers  and  godmothers.  If  you  make  it  a 
point,  I  will  withdraw  your  name;  at  the  same  time 
there  is  no  occasion,  as  I  have  this  day  postpooed 
your  election  '  sine  die,'  tiO  it  sbafl  suit  your  wishes 
to  be  amongst  us.  I  do  not  say  this  ham  nny 
awkwardness  the  erasure  of  your  proposal  would 
occasion  to  me,  but  simply  such  is  the  state  of  the 
case ;  and,  indeed,  the  kmger  your  name  is  up,  the 
stronger  vrill  become  the  probability  of  success,  and 
your  voters  more  numerous.  Of  course  yoa  wiD 
dedde — your  wish  shall  be  my  law.  If  my  seal  has 
ahvady  outrun  discretion,  paridon  me,  and  attribate 
my  ofBctousness  to  an  excusable  motive. 

**  I  wish  you  would  go  down  vrilh  me  to  Newstead. 
Hodgson  win  be  there>  and  a  young  friend,  named 
Harness,  the  earliest  and  dearest  I  ever  had  fnwi 
the  third  form  at  Harrow  to  this  hour.  I  caa  pro- 
mise you  good  vrine,  and,  if  you  like  shooting,  a 
manor  of  4000  acres,  fires,  books^  your  own  free 
win,  and  my  ovm  very  indiflinent  oonpsqy. 


,♦♦»•♦♦ 


**  Hodgson  vrin  plague  yon,  I  fear,  with  Teme ; — 
for  my  own  part,  I  wQl  oondude,  vrith  Bfarlial,  *  nfl 
recitabo  tibi  ;*  and  surely  the  last  indnncmeat  is  not 
the  least  Ponder  on  my  proposition,  and  bdieve 
me,  my  dear  Moore, 

•*  Yours  ever, 

"Byboh." 

Among  those  acts  of  generosity  and  friendship  by 
which  every  year  of  Lord  Byron's  life  was  signalmed, 
there  is  none,  perhaps,  that,  fiN>  its  own  peculiar 
seasonableness  and  delicacy,  as  weU  as  for  the  per- 
fect wortfainess  of  the  person  who  was  the  object  of 
it,  deserves  more  honourable  mention  than  that  which 
I  am  now  about  to  record,  and  vrhich  took  place 
nearly  at  the  period  of  which  I  am  speaking.  The 
friend,  whose  good  fortune  it  was  to  inspire  the  fisel- 
ing  thus  testified,  was  Mr  Hodgson,  the  genlkman 
to  whom  io  maiiy  of  the  preceding  letters  are  ad- 
dressed ;  and  as  it  would  be  unjust  to  rob  him  of  the 
grace  and  honour  of  being,  hinoself,  the  testime^y  of 
obligations  so  signal,  I  shaU  here  lay  befive  m^ 
readers  an  extract  from  the  letter  vrith  whidi,  m 
reference  to  a  passage  in  one  of  his  noble  friend's 
Journals,  he  has  fiivoured  me. 

**  I  feel  it  incumbent  upon  me  to  explain  the  cir- 
cumstances to  which  this  passage  alhides,  however 
private  their  nature.  They  are,  indeed,  cakn^ated 
to  do  honour  to  the  meuMMy  of  my  kmented  friend. 
Having  become  invdved,  unfortunatdy,  in  difical- 
ties  and  embarrassments,  I  received  from  Lord  ^yroa 
(besides  former  pecuniary  obUgations)  assislnnoe,  «a 
the  time  in  question,  to  the  amount  of  a  thnmnil 
pounds.  Aid  of  such  magnitude  vras  equaQy  nnso- 
lidted  and  unexpected  on  my  part;  but  it  was  ihe 
long-cherished^  though  secret,  purpose  of  my  friend 
to  aSbrd  that  aid;  and  he  only  wailed  for  the  period 
when  he  thought  it  would  be  of  most  service.  His 
own  words  were,  on  the  occasion  of  conferring  this 
overwhelming  fovour, '  /  almajf»  ittlemded  UdoiL*^ 

During  aU  this  time,  and  through  the  moaths  of 
Januaiy  and  Pebruarjr,  his  Poem  of  **  Childe  Ha- 
rold **  was  in  its  progress  through  the  press;  and  to 
the  changes  and  additions  which  he  i 
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mat  nipnatiag^  some  of  the  most  beautifiil  pas- 
ages  of  die  work  owe  their  existence.  On  com- 
'  paring,  indeed,  his  rough  draft  of  the  two  Cantos 
vilh  the  imsked  fonn  in  which  they  exist  at  present, 
«e  are  aaade  sensible  of  the  power  which  the  man 
flftiiMiM  powtiswi,  not  only  of  surpassing  others,  but 
of  mpmuDg  on  himself.  Originally,  the  ^  little 
ftge"  and  **  Yeoman"  of  the  Chikle  were  btro- 
daeed  to  tlie  reader's  notice  in  the  foDowing  tame 
Haasaa,  ^7  expanding  the  substance  of  whidi  into 
Acir  pnteat  light,  lyric  shape,  it  is  ahnost  needless 
bow  much  the  poet  has  gained  in  tariety 
aaddraasatie  eflect: — 

Aai  of  his  train  there  was  a  henclunan  page, 
A  pm—nt  boy,  wbo  ferred  his  master  well : 
Amd  often  woold  hia  prankaome  prate  engag • 
ChiUe  Baron's  *  ear.  when  his  proud  heart  did  swell 
With  aallen  tboi«hU  that  he  disdaia'd  to  tell. 
Tba  would  be  aatiile  on  him,  and  Alwin  f  smiled> 
When  magkd  that  from  his  yoang  lips  archly  fell 
The  giooaiy  Aim  frtnn  Haroldf  eye  b^n>i>ed. 

BxBi  and  aoe  yeonan  only  did  he  take 
Ta  travel  eaatward  to  a  Ihr  coontrie ; 
Aai,  though  the  boy  was  grieTod  to  leave  the  lake 
Oa  ■boat  Adr  hanks  he  grew  from  infiuicy, 
Bbaomo  hia  lUtle  heart  beat  merrilj. 
With  bove  of  foreign  natioM  to  behold, 
Aad  maay  things  right  marrelloos  to  see, 
or  wUcb  o«r  ▼aantiag  trareUen  oft  hare  told, 
FhMBlfandeTiUe { 

Is  plaee  of  that  mournful  song  ''to  Inez,"  in  the 
FSnt  Gaaio,  which  contains  some  of  the  dreariest 
Isaehcs  of  sadness  that  eTcn  his  pen  ever  let  M,  he 
hid,  in  the  original  construetioa  of  the  Poem,  been 
so  fitiSe  fastidious  as  to  content  himself  with  such 
as  the  following : — 


Oh  ■BTcr  ten  again  to  ma 

Of  Norttaera  dimes  and  Brithb  ladies 

II  baa  not  been  yonr  lot  to  see, 
lAe  nse,  the  lorely  girl  of  Cadis. 

AWbwgh  bnr  njTT  bn  nnt  nf  blnn. 
K«r  ftir  bar  locks,  Uke  EngUih  laiaes,  &c.  &c. 

Then  were  also,  originally,  seTeral  stanzas  full  of 
dffcd  pcnoaality,  and  some  that  degenerated  into  a 
slyle  stiB  move  fismiliar  and  ludicrous  than  that  pf  the 
dencripcioii  of  a  London  Sunday,  which  still  disfigures 
the  Poem.  In  thua  mixing  up  the  light  with  the 
wdaam,  U  was  the  intention  of  the  poet  to  imitate 
iriosto.  Bat  it  is  far  easier  to  rise,  with  grace,  from 
Ihe  level  of  a  strain  generafly  &miliar,  into  an  occa- 
■oaal  dMxt  bunt  of  pathos  or  splendour,  than  to  in- 
tku  a  prolonged  tone  of  solenmity  by  any 
into  the  Ittdicrous  or  burlesque.**  In  the 
the  transition  may  have  the  effect  of 
or  eleratiDg,  while,  in  the  ktter,  it  ahnost 
■vmrm^y  shocks ;— for  the  same  reason,  perhaps, 
Ihat  a  tiBii  of  pathos  or  high  feeling,  in  comedy,  has 
a  pccnimr  charm,  while  the  mtrusion  of  comic  scenes 

then  ranld  he  any  doaht  as  to  his  hitentlon  of  deli- 
~  atelf  in  his  hero,  'ttis  adoption  of  the  old  Nor- 
of  bis  flunily,  which  he  seems  to  have  at  first 
jsBSempteted.  wonld  be  sofflcient  to  remove  it. 
tin  <be  MS.  the  names  «Robin*  and  'Ropert**   had 
mea  sKceoaively  inaerted  here  and  scratched  oat  again. 
XBrTethemaanacriptlsaiegihle. 
*•  anoBg  (be  acknowledged  blemishes  of  Milton's  great 
is  his  abrupt  truuitioa.  in  this  manner,  into  an 
ioAef  Ariaalo's  style,  fai  the  «  Paradise  of  Fools. » 


into  tragedy,  however  sanctioned  among  u^  by  habit 
and  authority,  rarely  fails  to  offend.  The  noble  poet 
was  himself  aonvinced  of  the  failure  of  the  experi- 
ment, and  in  none  of  the  succeeding  Cantos  of  Childe 
Harold  repeated  it. 

Of  the  satiric  parts,  some  verses  on  the  well-known 
traveller.  Sir  John  Canr,  may  supp^  us  with,  at  least, 
a  harmless  specimen : — 

Ye  who  would  more  of  Spain  and  Spaniards  know. 
Sights,  saints,  antiques,  arts,  anecdotes,  and  war. 
Go,  hie  ye  hence  to  Paternoster-row^— 
Are  they  not  written  in  the  b<Ae  of  Carr  7 
Oreen  Erin's  Knight,  and  Europe's  wandering  star ! 
Then  listen,  readers,  to  the  Blan  of  Ink, 
Hear  what  he  did,  and  soo^t,  and  wrote  afltr, 
AU  tliese  are  coop'd  within  one  Quarto's  brink. 
This  borrow,  steal  (don't  boy),  and  tell  as  what  yon  think. 

Among  those  passages  which,  in  the  course  of  re- 
visal,  he  introduced,  like  pieces  of  **  rich  inky,"  into 
the  Poem,  was  that  ilne  stanza- 
Yet  if,  as  holiest  men  have  deem'd,  there  be 
A  land  of  souls  beyond  that  sable  shore,  &«. 

through  which  lines  though,  it  must  be  confessed,  a 
tone  of  scepticism  breathes  (as  well  as  in  those  tender 
verses, 

Yes,— I  wm  dream  that  we  may  meet'again), 

it  is  a  scepticism  whose  sadness  calls  far  more  for 
pity  than  blame;  there  being  discoverable,  even 
through  its  veiy  doubts,  an  innate  warmth  of  piety, 
which  they  had  been  able  to  obscure,  but  not  to  chill. 
To  use  the  words  of  the  poet  himself,  in  a  note  which 
it  was  once  his  btention  to  affix  to  these  stanzas, 
**  Let  it  be  remembered  that  the  spirit  they  breathe  is 
desponding,  noi  neeriog,  scepticism,"— a  distinction 
never  to  be  lost  sight  of;  as,  however  hopdess  may 
be  the  conversion  of  the  scoffing  infidel,  he  who  feels 
pain  in  doubting  has  still  alive  within  him  the  seeds 
of  belief. 

At  the  same  time  with  Childe  Harold,  he  had  three 
other  works  in  the  press,— his  ^  Hints  from  Horace," 
**  The  Curse  of  Minerva,"  and  a  fifth  eu  -on  of 
^  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers."  The  i  te 
upon  the  latter  Poem,  which  had  been  the  luck> 
origin  of  our  acquaintance,  was  withdrawn  in  this 
edition,  and  a  few  words  of  expknation,  which  he 
had  the  kindness  to  submit  to  my  perusal,  substituted 
in  its  place. 

In  the  month  of  Januaiy,  the  whole  of  the  Two 
Cantos  being  printed  off,  some  of  the  poet's  friends, 
and,  among  others,  Bfr  Rogers  and  myself,  were  so 
hr  favoured  as  to  be  mdulged  with  a  perusal  of  the 
sheets.  In  adverting  to  this  period  in  his  "  Memo- 
randa," Lord  Byron,  I  remember,  mentioned, — as 
one  of  the  ill  omens  which  preceded  the  publication 
of  the  Poem,- that  some  of  the  literary  friends  to 
whom  it  was  shown  expressed  doubts  of  its  success, 
and  that  one  among  them  had  told  him  ^it  was  too 
good  for  the  age."  Whoever  may  have  pronounced 
this  opinion, — and  I  have  some  suspicion  that  I  am, 
myself,  the  guilty  person,— the  age  has,  it  must  be 
owned,  most  triumphantly  refuted  the  caliunny  upon 
its  taste  which  the  remark  implied. 

It  was  in  the  hands  of  Mr  Rogers  I  first  saw  the 
sheets  of  the  Poem,  and  ghmced  hasti^  over  a  few 
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of  the  stanzas  which  he  pointed  out  to  me  as  beauti- 
ful. HaTing  occasion,  the  same  morning,  to  write  a 
note  to  Lord  By  von,  I  expressed  strongly  the  admi- 
ration which  this  foretaste  of  his  woHl  had  excited  in 
me ;  and  the  following  is,— as  &r  as  relates  to  literary 
matters,— the  answer  I  receired  from  him. 

LETTER  LXXXIII. 

TOMBMOORB. 

•Jaavsry  9901, 1819. 
^  HT  DBAR  MOORB, 

**  I  wish  Tery  much  I  could  have  seen  you ;  I  am 
in  a  state  of  ludicrous  tribulation. 

•  ♦  •  •  • 

^  Why  do  you  say  that  I  dislike  your  po^  ?  I  have 
expressed  no  such  opinion,  either  in  print  or  else- 
where. In  scribbling  myself  it  was  necessary  for  me 
to  find  fault,  and  I  fixed  upon  the  trite  charge  of 
immorality,  because  I  could  discover  no  other,  and 
was  so  perfectly  qualified,  in  the  innocence  of  my 
heart,  to  *  pluck  that  mote  from  my  neighbour's  eye.' 

*«  I  feel  very,  Tcry  much  obliged  by  your  appro- 
bation ;  but,  at  /*tf  moment,  praise,  even  your  praise, 
passes  by  me  like  *■  the  idle  wind.'  I  meant  and 
mean  to  tend  you  a  copy  the  moment  of  publication ; 
but  now,  I  can  think  of  nothing  but  damned,  de- 
ceitful,—delightful  woman,  as  Bfr  Listoii  says  in  the 
Knight  of  Snowdon. 

**  Bdieve  me,  my  dear  Moore, 

^  Ever  yours,  most  afiectionately, 
"Brmojf.w 

The  passages  here  omitted  contain  rather  too 
amusing  an  account  of  a  disturbance  that  had  just 
occurred  in  the  establishment  at  Nevfstead,  in  con- 
sequence of  the  detected  misconduct  of  one  of  the 
maid-servants,  who  had  been  supposed  to  stand 
rather  too  high  in  the  favour  of  her  master,  and,  by 
the  airs  of  authority  which  she  thereupon  assumed, 
had  disposed  all  the  rest  of  the  household  to  regard 
her  vridi  no  Tery  charitable  eyes.  The  chief  actors 
ip  the  strife  were  this  Sultana  and  young  Rushton ; 
and  the  first  point  m  dispute  that  came  to  Lord 
Byron's  knovrledge  (though  droumstanoes,  fiur  from 
creditable  to  the  damsel,  afterwards  transpired)  was, 
whether  Rushton  was  bound  to  carry  letters  to  ^  the 
Hut**  at  the  bidding  of  this  female.  To  an  episode 
of  such  a  nature  I  should  not  hare  thought  of  alhid- 
ing,  were  it  not  for  the  two  rather  curious  letters 
that  follow,  which  show  how  gravely  and  coofly  the 
young  lord  could  arbitrate  on  such  an  occasion,  and 
vrith  what  considerate  leaning  towards  the  servant 
whose  fidelity  he  had  proved,  in  preference  to  any 
new  liking  or  fiuicy,  by  which  it  niight  be  suspected 
he  was  actuated  towards  the  other. 

LETTER  LXXXIV. 

TO  SOBBRT  RUSffTON. 

«8, 8t  Jsnwfs-ttrect,  Isn.  Slst.  IMS. 

*'  Though  I  have  no  objection  to  your  refusal  to 

carry  ktten  to  Mealey's,  you  will  take  care  that  the 

letters  are  taken  by  9pero  at  the  proper  time.  I  have 

also  to  observe,  that  Susan  is  to  be  treated  vrith  civi- 


lity, and  not  tasiiitorf  by  any  parson  over  whom  Ibave 
the  smallest  control,  or,  indeed,  by  any  onevrhatevw, 
while  I  have  the  power  to  protect  her.  I  sm  truly 
sorry  to  have  any  subject  of  compkint  agaimt  yos; 
I  have  too  good  an  opinion  of  you  to  think  I  ihaH 
hare  occasion  to  repeat  it,  after  Uie  care  1  have  tskeo 
of  you,  and  my  fitvourable  intentions  in  your  behalf. 
I  see  no  occasion  for  any  communication  whatever 
between  yoM  and  the  iromfli,  and  wish  you  ta  ocdqiy 
yourself  in  preparing  for  the  situation  m  which  yoi 
will  be  placed.  If  a  common  sense  of  decency  csnsol 
prevent  you  ftom  conducting  yonnelf  towards  Ibca 
with  rudeness,  I  should  at  least  hope  that  jm 
own  intercMt^  and  regard  for  a  master  who  has  netrr 
treated  you  with  unkindness,  will  have  some  weight 
"  Yours,  &e.  **  Byww. 

**  P.S.— I  vrish  you  to  attend  to  your  arithnelie, 
to  occupy  yourself  in  surveying,  measuring,  and 
making  yourself  acquainted  with  every  particulsr 
relative  to  the  land  of  Newstead,  and  yon  wiU  vrite 
to  me  OM  letter  every  week,  that  I  may  know  bow 
you  go  on.** 

LETTER  LXXXV. 

TO  ROBERT  RUSRTOlf . 
<*8,  St  James**-  street.  Jsaasiy  Mk,  VH 

**  Your  refusal  to  carry  the  letter  was  not  aiuliject 
of  remonstrance;  it  was  not  a  partof  your  buunea; 
but  the  language  you  used  to  the  girl  vras  (aiiA^ 
stated  it)  highly  improper. 

**  You  say  that  you  also  have  something  to  ecm- 
phiin  of;  then  state  it  to  me  immediately;  it  would 
be  very  unfair,  and  very  oontraiy  to  my  diHpositioo, 
not  to  hear  both  sides  of  the  question. 

**  If  any  thing  has  passed  between  you  k^  ^ 
since  my  last  risit  to  Newstead,  do  not  Be  sfifsid  to 
mention  it.  I  am  sure  you  would  not  deceive  ve, 
though  the  would.  WhateTer  it  is,  SfO«  «hafl  be  for- 
given. I  have  not  been  vrithout  some  suqwaoof  <» 
the  subject,  and  am  certain  that,  at  your  time  of  life* 
the  blame  could  not  attach  to  you.  You  wiD  lot 
consult  any  one  as  to  your  answer,  but  write  to  me 
immediately.  I  shaQ  be  more  ready  to  hear  what  yoa 
have  to  advance,  as  I  do  not  remember  ever  to  bare 
heard  a  word  from  you  before  agmmt  any  hin»» 
being,  which  convinces  me  you  would  not  maKdoui); 
assert  an  untruth.  Hiere  is  not  any  one  who  can  do 
the  least  injury  to  you  while  you  conduct  youiwo 
properiy.  I  shall  expect  your  answer  imaiediatelj. 
**  Yours,  &c.  «  BvEOic.'' 

It  was  after  writing  these  letters  that  heeaaeto 
the  knowledge  of  some  improper  levities  on  the  psit 
of  the  girl,  in  consequence  of  which  he  dismisaed  ber 
and  another  female  servant  from  Newstead;  aad 
how  strongly  he  aHowed  this  discovery  to  alcet  bit 
mind,  wiU  be  seen  in  a  subsequent  letter  to  Mr 
Hodgson. 

LETTER  LXXXVI. 

TO  MR  HODGSON. 
"i,  St  Janrat*sftreet.  Pebranr  I«.  »* 
**  DBAR  HODGSON, 

**  I  send  you  a  proof.  Last  week  I  vras  very  iB  •>" 
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to  bed  with  ttooe  in  the  kidney,  but  I  am 
t  mm  qnile  reoof  ered.  If  the  stone  bad  got  into  my 
I  leul  imtead  of  my  kidneys,  it  would  bare  been  all 
'  Ae  better,  the  women  are  gone  to  their  relatires, 
t  iAer  many  attempts  to  explain  what  was  already  too 
>  <har.  However,  I  have  quite  recoTered  thai  b\bo, 
ui  oo^  wonder  at  my  foDy  in  exceptiog  my  own 
tfnimpete  from  the  general  corruption,— albeit  a  two 
■OBlbs'  weakness  b  better  than  ten  years.  I  hare 
flae  reqoeat  to  make,  which  is,  nerer  mention  a  wo- 
■S0  again  m  any  letter  to  me,  or  even  allude  to  the 
fMtence  of  the  sex.  I  won*t  eren  read  a  word  of 
tbe  frminine  gender;  it  must  aD  be '  propria  quae 


la  the  sprite  of  1813  I  duJl  leave  England  for 
ever.  £vcs7  thing  in  my  aftiirs  tends  to  this,  and 
■y  inriinatinBa  and  health  do  not  discourage  it. 
Neither  my  habits  nor  constitutioa  are  improved  by 
ysor  coatoiBa  or  your  climate.  I  shall  find  empk>y- 
■cot  m  making  ntyself  a  good  oriental  scholar.  I 
shsfl  reCain  a  mansion  in  one  of  the  fieureat  isbuids, 
mi  retrmce,  at  intervals,  the  most  interesting  por- 
tioas  of  the  East  In  the  mean  time,  I  am  ad- 
ijwtiag  my  ooaoems,  vrhich  will  (when  arranged) 
I  ksve  me  vrith  wealth  sufficient  even  for  home,  but 
casagh  for  a  principality  in  Turkey.  At  present 
dbey  are  iaivolved,  but  I  hope,  by  takmg  some  necea- 
miy  but  nnpleaaant  steps,  to  dear  eveiy  thing. 
nsbhouac  is  expected  daily  in  London ;  we  shall  be 
veiy  8^  to  see  him ;  and,  perhaps,  you  will  come 
vpaad*  drink  deep  ere  be  dq»art,' if  not,  *  Bfahomet 
■ast  go  to  the  mountam  ;'-^but  Cambridge  will 
Inag  sad  recollections  to  him,  aad  worse  to  me, 
ifaosfh  for  very  different  reasons.  I  bdieve  the  onlly 
that  ever  k>ved  me  in  truth  and  en- 
or  bekmging  to,  Cambridge,  and  ia 
can  now  take  place.  Thore  is  one 
in  death— where  he  sets  his  seal,  the 
can  neither  be  melted  or  broken,  but  en- 
daralh  far  ever.  **  Youn  always,  B." 

AsBong  thoae  lesser  memorials  of  his  good-nature 
which,  while  they  are  precious  to 
them,  are  net  unworthy  of  admi- 
ratioii  from  olhen,  may  be  reckoned  such  letters  as 
the  CoDowing,  to  a  youth  at  Eton,  recomnwndiag 
anedier,  who  was  about  to  be  entered  at  that  school, 
lo  his  care. 

LETTER  LXXXVII. 

TO  1IA8TBE  JOHN  COWILL. 


«8.  8t  Jm 

*  MT  raUR  MHN, 


aVatreet,  FU>.  13th.  1813. 


*  YoQ  have  probably  bug  ago  forgottea  the  vrriier 
«f  these  fines,  who  would,  perhaps,  be  unable  to  re- 
cogiBse  y0«rse{f,  from  the  difibreace  which  must 
■ataraly  have  taken  place  in  your  statiue  and  a^ 
peannce  since  he  saw  you  last  I  have  been 
nafaGag  through  Portugal^  ^ain,  Greece,  &c.  Iec., 
for  aome  years,  aad  have  fiouad  so  many  chaages  on 
Biy  aetara,  that  it  wouM  be  very  unfair  not  to  ex- 
pett  that  yoo  shoohl  have  had  your  share  of  ahera- 
tioa  and  iaqvovemeat  with  the  lest  I  write  to  re- 
quest a  fwour  of  yoa:  alittle  boy  of  eleven  years, 
the  son  of  filr  *  *,  my  perUeular  friend,  ia  about  to 


become  an  Etonian,  and  I  should  esteem  any  act  of 
protection  or  kindness  to  him  as  an  obligation  to  my- 
self; let  me  beg  of  yoo  then  to  take  some  little  notice 
of  him  at  fint,  tiD  he  is  able  to  shift  for  himselt 

**  I  was  happy  to  hear  a  very  fietvourable  account 
of  you  firom  a  schooIfeUow  a  few  weeks  ago,  and 
should  be  glad  to  learn  that  your  family  are  as  well 
as  1  wish  them  to  be.  I  presume  yoo  are  in  the 
upper  school  ;<— as  an  fi/oaaoa,  you  will  look  down 
upon  a  Harrow  man ;  but  I  never,  even  in  my  boyish 
dt^s,  disputed  your  auperiority,  which  I  once  ex- 
perienced in  a  cricket  match,  where  I  had  the  ho- 
nour of  making  one  of  eleven,  who  were  beaten  to 
their  hearts*  content  by  your  ooHege  in  one  innmgt, 
**  Believe  me  to  be,  vrith  great  truth,  &c.  &€.** 

On  the  97th  of  Febmary,  a  day  or  two  before  the 
appearance  of  Chikle  Harold,  be  made  the  first 
trial  of  his  eloquence  in  the  House  of  Lords ;  aad  it 
was  on  this  oooaaioa  he  had  the  good  fiMrtane  to  be- 
come acquainted  with  Lord  Holland,— «n  acquaint- 
ance no  less  honourable  than  gratifying  to  both,  as 
having  originated  m  feelings  the  most  generous,  per- 
hi^ps,  of  our  nature,  a  ready  forgiveness  of  injuries, 
on  the  one  side,  and  a  frank  aad  unqualified  atone, 
meat  for  them,  on  the  other.  The  subyect  of  de- 
bate was  the  Nottingham  FVaBe-breakii^  Bill,  and 
Lord  Byron  having  mentioned  to  Mr  Rogers  his 
intenion  to  take  a  part  in  the  discussion,  a  commu- 
nication was,  by  the  intervention  of  that  gentleman, 
opened  between  the  noble  poet  aad  Lord  Holland, 
who,  vrith  his  usual  eourteqr,  professed  himself 
ready  to  afford  aD  the  iaformation  and  advice  in  his 
power.  The  foUowing  letters,  however,  will  best 
expkuo  their  first  advances  towards  acquamtaace. 

LETTER  LXXXVffl. 

TO  MRROCUSRS. 

•Febmary  4th,  1812. 
*'HT  DBAB8IR, 

**  With  my  best  acknowledgments  to  Lord  Holland, 
I  have  to  (^R^  my  perfect  coocurrence  in  the  pro- 
priety of  the  question  previously  to  be  put  to  minis- 
ters. If  their  answer  is  in  the  negative,  I  shall,  witb 
his  lordship's  approbation,  give  notice  of  a  motion  foi 
a  Committee  of  Inquiry.  I  would  also  gUidly  avail 
myself  of  his  most  able  advice,  and  any  information  oi 
documents  vrith  which  he  might  be  pleased  to  intrust 
me,  to  bear  me  out  in  the  statement  of  &cts  it  may  be 
necessary  to  submit  to  the  House. 

Trom  aD  that  fell  under  my  own  observatioi 
during  joy  Christmas  visit  to  Newstead,  I  feel  con- 
vinced that,  if  eonciiUUory  measures  are  not  vcr^ 
soon  adopted,  die  most  unhappy  consequences  maj 
be  apprehended.  Night^  outrage  and  daily  dcprc 
dation  are  already  at  their  height ;  and  not  only  th< 
masters  of  frames,  who  are  obnoxious  on  account  o 
their  occupadon,  but  persons  in  no  degree  oonnectei 
with  the  malcontents  or  their  oppressors,  are  liable 
to  iosult  and  pipage. 

^  I  am  very  mueh  obliged  to  yon  for  the  troubk 
you  have  taken  on  my  account,  and  beg  yoa  lo  bdievi 
me  ever  your  obliged  and  sincere,  ^c.^ 
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LETTER  LXXXIX. 

8, 8t  JamWt-ttreet,  Feb.  S9tb,  Utt. 
^  MY  LORD, 
^  With  my  best  thanks,  I  have  the  honour  to  re- 
turn the  Notts,  letter  to  your  lordship.  I  have  read 
it  with  attention,  but  do  not  think  I  shall  venture  to 
arail  myaelf  of  its  contents,  asmyTiew  of  the  ques- 
tion diflfers  in  some  measure  from  Mr  Coldham's.  I 
hope  I  do  not  wrong  him,  but  Air  objections  to  the 
bill  appear  to  me  to  be  founded  on  certain  appre- 
hensions that  he  and  his  coadjutors  might  be  mis- 
taken for  the  '  origmal  adoitert'  (to  quote  him)  of  the 
measure.  For  my  own  part,  I  consider  the  manu- 
facturen  as  a  much-injured  body  of  men,  sacrificed 
to  the  Tiews  of  certain  inditiduals  who  hare  enridied 
themselves  by  those  practices  which  have  deprived 
the  frame-woriiers  of  employment.  For  instance  ;— 
by  the  adoption  of  a  certain  kind  of  frame,  one  man 
performs  the  work  of  seven — six  are  thus  thrown  out 
of  busniess.  But  it  is  to  be  observed  that  the  work 
thus  done  is  fiur  inferior  in  quality,  hardly  marketable 
at  home,  and  hurried  over  vrith  a  view  to  exportation. 
Surely,  my  lord,  however  we  may  rqoice  in  any 
improvement  in  the  arts  which  may  be  beneficial  to 
mankind,  we  must  not  aBow  mankind  to  be  sacrificed 
to  improvements  in  mechanism.  The  maintenance 
and  well<doing  of  the  industrious  poor  is  an  object  of 
greater  oonsequence  to  the  community  than  the  en- 
richment of  a  few  monopolists  by  any  improvement 
in  the  implements  of  trade,  which  deprives  the  work- 
man of  hb  bread,  and  renders  the  labourer  *  unworthy 
of  his  hire.'  My  own  motive  for  opposing  the  bill  is 
founded  on  its  palpable  injustioe,  and  its  certain 
inefficaey.  I  have  seen  the  state  of  these  miserable 
men,  and  it  is  a  disgrace  to  a  civilized  country.  Their 
excesses  may  be  condemned,  but  cannot  be  subject 
of  wonder.  The  efiect  of  the  present  bill  would  be  to 
drive  them  into  actual  rebeUion.  The  few  words  I 
shall  venture  to  offer  on  Thursday  will  be  founded 
upon  these  opinions,  formed  from  my  own  observa- 
tions on  the  spot.  By  previous  inquiiy,  lam  convinced 
these  men  woiiki  have  been  restored  to  empk^ment, 
and  the  county  to  tranquillity.  It  is,  perhaps,  not 
yet  too  kite,  and  is  sure^  worth  the  trial.  It  can 
never  be  too  kUe  to  empkiy  force  in  such  circum- 
stances. I  believe  your  lordship  does  not  coincide 
with  me  entirely  on  this  subject,  and  most  cheerfully 
and  sincerely  shall  I  submit  to  your  superior  judgment 
and  experience,  and  take  some  other  line  of  argument 
against  the  bill,  or  be  silent  altogether,  should  you 
deem  it  more  advisable.  Condemning,  as  every  one 
must  condemn,  the  conduct  of  these  wretches,  I 
believe  in  the  existence  of  grievances  which  call 
rather  for  pity  than  punishment.  I  have  the  honour  i 
to  be,  with  great  respect,  my  k>rd, 

*<Yourk>rdahip's  | 

^  Most  obedient  and  obHged  servant, 

''Btson.     I 

**  P.  S. — I  am  a  little  apprehensive  that  your  lord-  \ 
ship  wiU  think  me  too  kmient  towards  these  men, 
and  hai{AjrttmebraUcermyie{f/* 

It  wouhl  have  been,  no  doubt,  the  ambition  of  Lord 
Byron  to  acquire  distinction  as  well  in  oratory  as  in 


poe^  ;  but  Nature  seems  to  set  herself  againt  plu- 
ralities in  fiune.  He  had  prepared  himself  for  this  i 
debate, — as  most  of  the  best  orators  have  done,  in  I 
their  first  essays, — not  oil|y  by  composing,  bot  writiof 
down,  the  whole  of  his  speech  beforehand.  •The  re- 
ception he  met  with  was  fiattoing ;  some  of  the  noUe 
speaken  on  his  own  side  complimented  him  Teiy 
vrarmly ;  and  that  he  was  himself  highly  pleased  with 
his  success  appeare  from  the  annexed  aooount  of 
Mr  DaDas,  vrhich  gives  a  livel^  notion  of  his  boynfa 
dation  on  the  occasion. 

**  When  he  left  the  great  chamber,  I  went  sod  met 
him  in  the  passage ;  he  was  gfowing  with  saoccss, 
and  much  agitated.  I  bad  an  umbrdla  in  my  right 
hand,  not  expecting  that  he  would  put  out  hit  hsod 
to  me ; — in  my  haste  to  take  it  when  oflered.  I  had 
advanced  my  left  hand—'  What,'  said  he,  'gireyoor 
friend  your  left  hand  upon  such  an  oocasioD?'  I 
showed  the  cause,  and  immediately  changisg  the 
umbieDa  to  the  oUier  hand,  J  gave  him  my  right 
hand,  which  he  shook  and  pressed  warmly.  He  mi 
greatly  efeted,  and  repeated  some  of  the  compliments 
which  had  been  paid  him,  and  mentioned  one  or  two 
of  the  peers  who  had  desired  to  be  introduced  to  his. 
He  concluded  with  saying,  that  he  had,  by  his  ipeech, 
given  me  the  best  advertisement  for  Chikle  IfaroU's 
Pilgrinuge." 

The  speech  itself,  as  given  by  Bfr  DaUas  from  the 
noble  speaker's  own  manuscript,  is  pointed  sod 
vigorous ;  and  the  same  sort  of  interest  that  is  felt 
in  readmg  the  poetry  of  a  Burke,  may  be  gratified, 
perhaps,  by  a  few  specimens  of  the  oratory  of  a  Byron. 
In  the  very  opening  of  his  speech  he  thus  ititroduces 
himself  by  the  mehmcho^  avowal,  that  in  that 
assembly  of  his  brother  nobles  he  stood  ahnoit  a 
stranger. 

*•  As  a  person  in  some  degree  connected  with  the 
suflering  county,  though  a  stranger  not  only  to  this 
House  in  genonl,  but  to  abnost  eveiy  indiridoal 
vrhose  attention  I  presume  to  solicit,  I  must  daim 
some  portion  of  your  kNndships'  indulgence." 

Tbefolkming  extracts  comprise,  I  think,  the  pM- 
sages  of  most  spirit 

^  When  we  are  told  that  these  men  are  kagoed 
together,  not  only  for  the  destruction  of  their  owi 
comfort,  but  of  their  very  means  of  subsistence,  oio 
vre  forget  that  it  is  the  bitter  poKcy ,  the  destrnctiTe 
warfare,  of  the  but  eighteen  yean  which  has  destroyed 
their  comfort,  your  cmnfort,  all  men's  comfort  ?— (hat 
policy  vrhich,  originating  vrith  *  great  statesmen  now 
no  more,'  has  survived  the  dead  to  become  a  com 
on  the  living,  unto  the  third  and  fourth  generatioo ! 
These  men  never  destroyed  their  kx>ms  till  they  were 
become  useless,  worse  than  useless;  till  thqr  were 
become  actual  impediments  to  their  exertioos  in  ob- 
taining their  daily  bread.  Can  you  then  wonder  that, 
in  times  like  these,  when  bankruptcy,  conrided 
fraud,  and  imputed  fekmy,  are  found  in  a  station  not 
far  beneath  that  of  your  tordships,  the  fewest,  though 
once  most  useful  portion  of  the  people,  shouU  forget 
their  duty  in  their  distresses ;  and  become  only  1e» 
guflty  than  one  of  their  representatives  ?  But  whik 
the  exalted  ofiender  can  find  means  to  baflle  the  law, 
new  capital  punishments  must  be  devised,  new  narf* 
of  death  must  be  spread  for  the  wretched  meebanic 
who  is  famished  into  guilt.    These  men  were  wiDing 
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to  Sg,  bat  the  qwde  was  in  other  hands :  thej  were 
J  BSC  aahuMHl  to  beg,  but  there  was  none  to  reliere 
I  tkiB.  Tlfteir  own  means  of  tabsistenoe  were  cut  off; 
si  other  cmpkijiDents  pre-occupied ;  and  their  ex- 
eeaes,  ho'wvrer  to  be  deplored  and  ooDdemned,  can 
hBr4f  be  the  safaiect  Of  surprise.     *     *      *      * 

**  I  hare  traTened  the  seat  of  war  in  the  peninsuht ; 
I  kave  been  m  some  of  the  laost  opprewed  prorinces 
«f  Tuitcy ;  but  nerer,  under  the  BKMt  despotic  of 
itfdei  govemmenis,  didi  behold  such  squalid  wretch- 


as  I  haTe  seen  since  my  return,  in  the  lerj 
heart  of  a  Chrirtian  counliy.  And  what  are  your 
rsKdwa?  After  mouths  of  inaction,  and  months  of 
setiaB  worse  than  inactirity,  at  length  comes  forth 
the  grand  qpedfic,  the  nerer-failing  nostrum  of  all 
JMt  libystfiawa,  from  the  days  of  Draco  to  the 
piumt  tioie.  After  feeling  the  pulse  and  shaking 
the  head  orer  the  patient,  prescribing  the  usual 
LUMt  of  wnnu  water  and  bkeding— the  warm  water 
of  joor  mawluh  police^  and  the  lancets  of  your 
■Slarj — these  eonrulsioos  must  terminate  m  death, 
the  sore  consummatioa  of  the  prescriptions  of  all 
pobioal  Sangiados.  Setting  aside  the  palpable  m- 
and  the  certain  ineflkiency  of  the  bill,  are 
lot  capital  punishments  sufficient  on  your 
I  ?  Is  there  not  blood  enough  upon  your  penal 
hat  more  must  be  poured  forth  to  ascend  to 
and  testify  against  you  f  How  will  you  cany 
ifcis  Ii3  into  eflect  ?  Can  you  commit  a. whole  county 
la  their  Ofwn  prisons  f  WiU  you  erect  a  gibbet  in 
etciy  fteU,  and  hang  up  men  like  scarecrows  ?  or 
v9  yon  proeeed  (as  you  must,  to  bring  this  measure 
iolo  cfcct),  bj  decimation ;  place  the  countiy  under 
nartial  kw ;  depopukte  and  biy  waste  all  around 
yon,  and  restore  Sherwood  Forest  as  an  acceptable 
|ft  to  the  crown  in  its  former  oonditioa  of  a  royal 
I  chase  and  nn  asyhim  for  outlaws  ?  Are  these  the 
tuidks  for  a  starring  and  desperate  popukceP 
Wa  the  fiiwiishrd  wretch  who  has  brsTed  your 
hayomUs  be  appaDed  by  your  (pbbets  f  When  death 
ii  a  iclief,  and  the  only  rdief  it  appears  that  you  will 
aftnd  Ub,  wiH  he  be  dragooned  into  tranquillity  f 
wa  that  which  could  not  be  effected  by  your  grenar 
dscsB  be  aooomplished  by  your  executiooers  r  If  you 
pnctMd  by  the  forms  of  kw,  where  is  your  eridence  F 
Tliose  who  refused  to  impeadi  their  accompUoes, 
when  trsBsportslioii  onij  was  the  punishment,  will 
han^y  be  itipted  to  witness  against  them  when  death 
is  the  penalty.  With  all  due  deference  to  the  noble 
Isrds  opposite,  1  think  a  little  iarestigation,  some 
inqniiy,  would  induce  even  them  to  change 
Tliat  most  farourite  state  measure,  so 
efiicacious  in  maqy  and  recent  instances, 
fisysiiiisjp,  would  not  be  without  its  adrantage  in 
this.  When  a  proposal  is  made  to  emancipate  or 
feSere,  yon  hesitate,  you  deliberate  for  years^  you 
temporise  and  tamper  with  the  minds  of  men;  but  a 
desth  bJHaMmt  be  passed  offhand,  without  a  thought 
flf  the  consequenoes." 

la  HfmiiifHi  to  lus  own  parliamentary  displays, 
and  to  this  maiden  speech  m  particubur,  I  finid  the 
I  falonmg  nanarks  in  one  of  his  Journals. 
'  "  Sheridan's  liking  for  me  (whether  he  was  not 
;  mystifying  me,  1  do  not  know,  but  Lady  Caroline 
I  Lamb  and  others  tokl  me  that  he  said  the  same  both 
after  be  knew  me)  was  founded  upon 


English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reriewen.'  He  told  me 
that  he  did  not  care  about  poetry  (or  about  mine— at 
least,  any  but  (hat  poem  of  mine),  but  he  was  sure, 
from  that  and  other  symptoms,  I  should  make  an 
orator,  if  I  wouM  but  take  to  speaking  and  grow  a 
parliament  man.  He  nerer  ceased  harping  upon  this 
to  me  to  the  fatft;  and  1  remember  my  old  tutor,  Dr 
Dnuy,  had  the  same  notion  when  I  was  t^bop;  but 
it  nerer  was  my  turn  of  inclination  to  try.  I  tpckie 
once  or  twice,  as  all  young  peers  do,  as'a  kind  of  in- 
troduction into  public  life ;  but  dissipation,  shyness, 
haughty  and  reserred  opinions,  together  with  the 
short  tim^  I  liTcd  in  England  alter  my  minority  (only 
about  fire  years  in  all),  prerented  me  from  resuming 
the  experiment.  As  far  as  it  went,  it  was  not  dis- 
couraging, particuhurly  msftnt  speech  (I  q>oke  three 
or  four  times  in  aU),  but  just  after  it,  my  poem  of 
Childe  Harold  was  published,  and  nobody  erer 
thought  about  my  prote  afterwards,  nor  indeed  did 
1 ;  it  became  to  me  a  secondary  and  neglected  ob- 
ject, though  I  sometimes  wonder  to  myself  if  I  should 
hare  succeeded.** 

His  immediate  impressions  with  respect  to  the  suc- 
cess of  his  first  speech  may  be  collected  firom  a  letter 
addressed  soon  after  to  Mr  Hodgson. 

LETTER  XC. 

TO  MB  H0D080N. 

«8. 8t  Jsmeft  Street,  Hsrch  Wx,  18tt. 
^  MY  DKAR  HODGSON, 

**  We  are  not  answerable  for  reports  of  speeches  in 
the  papers ;  they  are  always  giren  incorrectly,  and  on 
this  occasion  more  so  than  usual,  from  the  debate  in 
the  Commons  on  the  same  night.  The  Morning  Post 
should  hare  said  eighteen  yean.  Howerer,  you  will 
find  the  speech,  as  spoken,  in  the  Parliamentary  Re- 
gister, when  it  comes  out.  Lords  Holland  and  Gren- 
rille,  partioularty  the  htter,  paid  me  some  high  com- 
pliments in  the  course  of  their  speeches,  as  you  may 
hare  seen  m  the  papers,  and  Lords  Eldon  and  Har- 
rowby  answered  me.  I  hare  had  many  marveltous 
eulogies  repeated  to  me  since,  in  person  and  by 
proxy,  from  dirers  persons  mtftitferuU— yea,  rninif- 
teriall—OM  well  as  oppositionists ;  of  them  J  shall  only 
mention  Sir  F.  Burdett.  He  says  it  is  the  best 
speech  by  a  lord  since  the  '  Lord  knows  when,'  pro- 
bably from  a  fellow-feeling  in  the  sentiments.  Lord 
H.  teUs  me  I  shall  beat  them  aU  if  I  perserere,  and 
Lord  G.  remarked  that  the  construction  of  some  of 
my  periods  are  rery  like  Burke's ! !  And  so  much 
for  ranity.  I  spoke  rery  riolent  sentences  with  a  sort 
of  modest  impudence,  abused  erery  thing  and  erery 
body,  and  put  the  Lord  Chancellor  rery  much  out  of 
humour ;  and  if  I  may  beltere  what  I  hear,  hare  not 
lost  any  character  by  the  experiment.  As  to  my  de- 
hreiy,  foud  and  fluent  enough,  perhaps  a  little  thea- 
trical. I  couM  not  recognise  myself  or  any  one  else 
in  the  newspapers.    ♦    ♦    ♦ 

"  My  poeqr  comes  out  on  Saturday.  Hobhousc  is 
here ;  I  shall  tell  him  to  write.  My  stone  is  gone  for 
the  present,  but  I  fear  is  part  of  my  habit.  We  ail 
talk  of  a  risit  to  Cambridge. 

"  Yours  ever,       "  B." 
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Of  tke  tame  date  m  tke  abort  »  Um  lbflowi«K 
letter  te  Lord  HoQaad,  aooompaiving  a  copy  of  his 
new  publication,  and  written  in  a  tone  that  eaonoC  fiul 
to  gif «  a  high  idia  of  his  good  feeling  and  candoiur. 

LETTER  XCL 

•  8t  JunMl-ftrMt«  March  5th.  ISO. 
**  MT  LORD, 
"  Maj  I  request  jour  lordship  to  accept  a  copy  of 
the  thing  which  accompanies  this  note?    You  have 
already  so  fully  proved  the  truth  oi  the  first  line  of 
Pope's  couplet, 

FtoiglisnssitelfcctH^aroddsthbeloac, 

that  I  long  for  an  opportunity  to  gite  the  lie  to  the 
Terse  that  fbUow&.  Ifl  were  not  perfectly  conTinced 
that  any  thing  I  may  have  formerly  uttered  m  the 
boyish  rashness  of  my  misplaced  resentment  had 
made  as  little  impressioQ  as  it  deserved  to  make,  I 
should  hardly  have  the  confidence— perhaps  your 
lordship  may  give  it  a  stronger  and  more  appropriate 
appellation — to  send  you  a  quarto  of  the  same  scribe 
bl^.  Bujt  your  lordship,  I  am  sorry  te  observe  to- 
day, is  trouUed  with  the  gout :  if  my  book  can  pro- 
dace  a  Ittttgh  against  itself  or  the  author,  it  will  be  of 
some  service.  If  it  can  set  you  to  sleep ,  the  benefit 
win  be  yet  greater ;  and  as  some  facetious  personage 
observed  half  a  century  ago,  that  *  poetry  is  a  mere 
drug,'  I  ofier  you  mme  as  a  humble  assistant  to  the 
*  eau  m^dednale.'  I  trust  you  wfll  forgive  this  and 
all  my  other  buflfooneries,  and  believe  me  to  be,  with 
great  respect,  ^  Your  lordship's 

"  Obliged  and  sincere  servant, 
"Bykon." 

It  was  vrithm  two  days  after  his  speech  in  the 
House  of  Lords,  that  ChiMe  Harold  appoired  ;* — and 
the  irapressiott  it  produced  upon  the  public  was  as 
instantaneous  as  it  has  proved  deep  and  lasting.  The 
pennanence  of  such  success  genius  altae  could  se- 
cure, but  to  its  instant  and  enthusiastic  burst,  other 
causes,  besides  the  merit  of  the  work,  concurred. 

There  are  those  who  trace  in  the  peculiar  cha- 
racter of  Lord  Qyron'b  genius  strong  features  of 
relationship  to  the  times  in  which  he  Evcd ;  who 
think  that  the  great  events  which  marked  the  ckwe 
of  the  last  oentury,  by  giving  a  new  impulse  to  men's 
minds,  by  habituatfaig  them  to  the  daring  and  the 
free,  and  aflowiog  full  vent  to  **  the  flash  and  out- 
break of  fiery  spirits,  **  had  led  naturally  to  the  pro- 
duction of  such  a  poet  as  Byron ;  and  that  he  was, 
in  short,  as  much  the  child  and  representative  of  the 
Revolution,  in  poesy,  as  another  great  man  of  the 
age.  Napoleon,  was  in  statesmanship  and  warfiue. 
Without  going  the  fiill  length  of  this  notion,  it  wQl, 
at  least,  be  conceded,  that  the  tree  loose  which  had 
been  given  to  all  the  passions  and  energies  of  the 
human  mind,  io  the  great  struggle  of  that  period, 
together  with  the  constant  spectacle  of  such  astound- 
ing vieisntudes  as  were  passing  ahnost  daily  on  the 

»TdUs  sisl«r.  Mrs  Leiil».  one  of  (be  lint  pnotntnlion 
copies  vu  MDt»  with  tho  foUowing  iofcription  in  it :~ 

*To  Augnsta,  my  dearest  sister,  and  my  best  Ineod,  who 
has  ever  loved  me  mach  better  than  I  descrred,  this  voIvbm 
is  preseated  by  her/ttfA«r*t  soo,  and  most  affecttonate 
brother.  « B.» 


theatre  of  the  worid,  had  created  in  aD  minds,  and 
in  every  vralk  of  intellect,  a  taste  for  strong  excite- 
ment, which  the  stimuknts  supplied  from  ordinary 
sources  were  insufBdeat  to  gratify ;— that  a  tame 
deferenee  to  established  authorities  had  fidlen  into 
disrepute,  no  less  in  literaturo  than  in  politics,  and 
that  the  poet  who  should  breathe  into  his  songs  the 
fieroe  and  passionate  spirit  of  the  age,  and  asaert, 
UBtrammelled  and  unawed,  the  high  domiuoii  of 
gentUB,  would  be  the  sMst  sure  of  an  audienoe  toned 
in  qrmpathy  with  his  strains. 

It  is  true  that,  to  the  lioenoe  on  religious  suhjecta, 
which  rsveDed  through  the  first  acts  of  that  tremeMkos 
drama,  a  disposition  of  an  opposito  tendency  had, 
for  some  time,  suceeeded.  Agamst  the  wit  of  the 
scofier  net  onij  piety,  but  a  better  taste,  revoked; 
and  had  Ijord  Qyron,  in  touching  on  such  themes  in 
Childe  HaroU,  adopted  a  tone  of  levity  or  derision 
(such  as,  unluekify,  he  sometimes  afterwards  de- 
scended to),  not  all  die  originality  and  beanty  of  his 
work  would  have  secured  for  it  a  prompt  or  uncon- 
tested triumph.  Aa  it  was,  however,  the  few  dnshew 
of  soeptidmi  with  which  he  darkened  his  strain^  far 
from  checking  his  popukrity » were  amon^  those  attrac- 
tions which,  as  I  iMtve  ssid,  independent  of  all  the 
charms  of  the  poetry,  aoceterated  and  heightened  its 
success.  The  religious  fediag  that  has  spnmg  up 
through  Europe  smce  the  FVssoh  revohilinn  like 
the  political  principles  that  have  cmetgcd  out  sf  the 
same  event— in  rejecting  all  the  licentiousnesB  of  that 
period,have  preserved  mnch  of  its  spirit  of  freedom  and 
inquiry ;  and  among  the  best  fruits  of  thb  enlaiged 
and  enlightened  piety,  ■•  the  tiberty  which  it  dispoets 
men  to  accord  to  the  opinions,  and  even  heresies^  of 
others.  To  persons  thus  sincerely,  and  al  Ae  same 
time  toleraatly ,  devout,  the  spectacle  of  a  great  mhsd, 
like  that  of  IS^ron,  labouring  in  the  eclipse  ef  scep- 
ticism, could  not  be  otherwise  than  an  oh|ect  of  dc«p 
and  solenm  interest  If  they  had  ahrcady  known 
what  it  was  to  doobt  dMmsehres,  they  would  enter 
into  his  fote  wiA  mournful  ^mpa^ ;  while,  iff  safe 
m  the  tranquil  haven  of  fiuth,  they  worid  look  with 
pity  on  one  who  was  stiD  a  wanderer.  Bssiden, 
enriog  and  daik  as  might  be  bis  views  at  that  bo- 
ment,  there  were  eireumstaaces  in  his  chaneleff  aad 
fate  that  gave  a  hope  of  better  thoughte  fet  dawning 
jjpoa  ham.  From  his  temperament  and  youth,  likere 
could  be  Httle  fsardiathewas  yel  bsrdened  inlus 
heresies,  and  as,  for  a  heart  wounded  hke  his,  thei« 
was,  they  knew,  hut  one  tsue  SMiroe  ef  consohrtiosa, 
so  it  was  hoped  that  thebve  of  truth,  so  apparent  m 
aH  he  wrote,  weiiM  one  day  enable  him  to  find  it. 

Another,  and  not  the  kastof  these  rspses  whiek 
eencnrred  with  tiie  intriasic  daims  ef  h»  geniiis  to 
give  an  impulse  to  tbe  tide  of  success  that  now  flowed 
iqiMm  hun»  was,  unquestionably,  the  peculiarity  of 
his  perMmal  history  and  character.  There  had  been, 
in  his  veiyfintrntrodttotisa  of  himself  to  the  pnUic, 
a  sufficient  portion  of  singuhirity  to  exeito  strong 
attention  and  inlerest  While  all  other  yoittlw  of 
talent,  in  his  high  station,  are  heralded  into  Kfie  by 
the  applauses  and  anticipations  of  a  host  of  fiiendai, 
yomg  Qyron  stood  forth  alone,  unannounced  by  either 
praise  or  proniise,~the  representative  of  an  anosenft 
house,  whose  name,  kmg  kwt  in  the  ghtomy  solitudes 
of  Ncwstead,  seemed  to  have  just  awakened  from 
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a  oatmy  in  kis  pefsoa.  The  oi^ 
m  rocccMiwi  foDowed, — Ihe  prompt 
M  repriflkb  upoft  the  anailaBts  of  hs 
diMf^teerance  after  this  achierement 
Ike  aecBe  of  hie  trhunph,  without  deigning  eren 
to  mac  for  llae  lanreb  which  he  had  eam^  and  his 
departwe  on  a  fiir  pilgrimage,  whose  limitt  he  left  to 
chiace  and  fancy  «--^  these  tucoewiTe  incidents  had 
fcuwa  an  air  of  adfenture  round  the  character  of 
tbt  yovoif  poet,  which  prepared  his  readers  to  meet 
kdf-waj  the  impressions  of  his  genius.  Instead  of 
fidiig  bias,  on  a  nearer  Tiew«  Call  short  of  their  ima- 
Clfte  new  features  of  his  disposition  now 
to  them  fiu*  outwent,  in  peculiarity  and 
whaterer  they  might  hare  preconceired ; 
vhie  ike  curiosity  and  sympathy  awakened  by  what 
ke  sofaed  lo  transpire  of  his  history  were  stfll  more 
hqgklened  hj  the  mysteiy  of  his  aUusions  to  much 
ibai  yet  remained  untold.  The  late  losses  by  death 
vkick  he  had  sustained,  and  mourned,  it  was  mani- 
fiot,  so  deeply,  gave  a  reali^  to  the  notion  formed  of 
him  by  hia  admirers  whidi  seemed  to  authorise  them 
,  is  inapr*"^  still  more ;  and  what  has  been  said  of 
tbt  poet  Young,  that  he  found  out  the  art  of  **  mak- 
■g  die  public  a  party  to  his  prir ate  sorrows,**  may 
be,  with  nafinitdy  aiore  force  and  truth,  applied  to 
LsidByroo. 

On  thai  eirde  of  society  with  whom  he  came  im- 
imdrntflj  in  contact,  these  personal  influences  acted 
viik  increased  force,  from  being  assisted  by  others, 
«y^  to  female  imaginations  especially,  would  have 
jwestnlcd  a  sufliciency  of  attraction,  eren  without 
the  great  qualities  joined  with  them.  His  youth, — 
the  BoUe  beauty  of  his  countenanoe,  and  its  constant 
phy  of  Ughta  and  shadows, — the  gentleness  of  his 
roiee  and  manner  to  women,  and  his  occasional 
baa^itineaa  to  men, — the  alleged  singularities  of  his 
■ode  of  ife,  which  kept  curiosity  alive  and  inquisi- 
tive,— aJD  tbeae  leaser  traits  and  habitudes  concurred 
the  quick  spread  of  his  fame;  nor  can  it  be* 
bat,  aaxmg  maay  purer  sources  of  interest  in 
kss  Poem,  the  allusions  which  he  makes  to  instances 
of  **  maeuM^ful  passton"  in  his  career  *  were  not 
witbool  tkdr  influence  on  the  &ncies  of  that  sex, 
whose  wraknf  it  is  to  be  most  eamly  won  by  those 
wbo  eoaae  recommended  by  the  greatest  number  of 
triaaqyka  over  ocheia. 

Hat  his  raak  was  also  to  be  numbered  among 
Ikeae  cxtrinsie  advantages  appears  to  have  been, — 
perhaps,  from  a  feeling  of  modesty  at  the 
own  pemiasion.  ^  I  may  place  a  great 
deal  of  it,"  said  be  to  Mr  DaOas,  ^  to  my  being  a 
It  anght  be  supposed  that  it  is  only  on  a 
lo  his  own  such  a  charm  could  operate ; 
hnt  this  TCfy  apeech  is,  in  itself,  a  proof,  thai  in  no 
flism  wkalever  b  the  advantage  of  being  noble  more 
fidt  and  appreciated  than  among  nobles  themselves. 

V  LktleluMirdiCtliktMeaUDf  maiWebemrt, 
Hmm  m^*4  to  rfleaee,  or  wltbbeld  by  prMr, 
Wat  BOC  aMkll/al  to  Ibt  4ialter*t  wt, 
Aad  apraad  Us  smiw  ttowdoiu  far  lad  wide. 

CMUe  UofU,  Canto  //. 

We  bave  hsrs  aaotber  fautaaoe  of  Uf  propendty  to  self- 
■ini|iniiasli»B  However  crest  mi^t  have  been  the 
lrref!idvft  ies  of  kis  collefe  life,  mich  pliraaes  as  the  «  art  of 
iprter*and  «apKadiaff  iaaro«*w«re  in  aowfoe  mp- 
toOMB. 


It  was  abo  aatuial  that,  ia  that  ciide,  dia 
tion  of  the  new  poet  should  be,  at  least,  quickeaad 
by  the  coasidenttion  that  he  had  sprang  up  among 
themselves,  and  that  dieir  order  had,  at  length, 
produced  a  man  of  genius,  by  whom  the  arrears  of 
contribution,  kmg  due  from  them  to  the  treasury 
of  English  literature,  would  be  at  once  fully  and 
splendidly  discharged. 

Altogether,  taking  into  consideration  the  Tariooa 
pointa  I  hare  here  emunerated,  it  may  be  asserted, 
that  never  did  there  exist  before,  and,  it  is  most 
probable,  never  will  exist  agam,  a  combination  of 
such  vast  mental  power  and  surpassing  genius,  with 
so  maay  other  of  those  advantages  and  attractions, 
by  which  the  worid  is  in  general  dazzled  and  capti- 
vated. The  effect  was  accordingly  electric;— hk 
fiune  had  not  to  wait  for  any  of  the  ordmary  grada- 
tions, but  seemed  to  spring  up,  like  the  palace  of  a 
fairy  tale,  in  a  night.  As  he  himself  briefly  described 
it  in  his  Memoranda, — **  I  awoke  one  morning,  and 
found  myself  famous."  The  first  edition  of  his  work 
was  disposed  of  instantly  ;  and,  as  the  echoes  of  iu 
reputation  muhiplied  on  all  sides,  **  Childe  Harold" 
and  **Lord  Byron"  became  the  theme  of  every 
tongue.  At  his  door,  most  of  the  leading  names  of 
the  day  presented  themselves, — some  of  them  per- 
sons whom  he  had  much  wronged  in  his  Satire,  but 
wbo  now  forgot  their  resentment  in  generous  admi- 
ration.  From  morning  till  night  the  most  flattering 
testimonies  of  his  success  crowded  his  table, — from 
the  grave  tributes  of  the  statesman  and  the  philoso* 
phcr  down  to  (what  flattered  him  still  more)  the  ro- 
mantic billet  of  some  incognita,  or  the  pressing  note 
of  invitation  from  some  fair  leader  of  fashion ;  and, 
in  place  of  the  desert  which  London  had  been  to 
him  but  a  few  weeks  before,  he  now  not  only  saw 
the  whole  splendid  interior  of  High  Life  thrown 
open  to  receive  him,  but  found  himseir,  among  its 
illustrious  crowds,  the  most  distinguished  objeot. 

The  copyright  of  the  Poem,  which  was  purchased 
by  Mr  Murray  for  ^600,  he  presented,  in  the  most 
delicate  and  unostentatious  manner,  to  Mr  Daflas,* 
saying,  at  the  same  time,  that  he  ^  never  vi»uld  re- 
ceive money  for  his  writings ;"— a  resolution,  the 
mixed  result  of  generosity  and  pride,  which  he  after- 
wards wisely  abandoned,  though  borne  out  by  the 
example  of  Swiftf  and  Voltaire,  the  ktter  of  whom 
gave  away  most  of  his  copyrighu  to  PrauU  and 
other  booksellers,  and  received  books,  not  money, 
for  those  he  disposed  of  otherwise.  To  his  young 
friend,  Mr  Harness,  it  had  been  his  iatentioa,  at 
first,  to  dedicate  the  woHl,  but,  on  further  conside- 
ration, he  relinouished  his  design ;  and  in  a  letter  to 
that  gentleman  (which,  with  some  others,  is  unfor- 
tunately lost}  alleged,  as  his  reason  for  this  change, 
the  prejudice  which,  he  foremw,  some  parts  of  Ihe 
poem  would  raise  against  himselif,  and  his  fear  leaf, 
by  any  posaibility,  a  ahare  of  the  odium  might  so 

*  "After  speakinc  to  him  of  the  tale,  and  settllnff  the 
new  edition,  I  said.  *  How  can  I  possibly  think  of  thlf  rapid 
■ale,  and  tlie  proMa  likely  to  ensue,  without  recolleetinff^* 
*  What  r— '  Think  what  mub  year  work  may  produce.*  *  I 
■hall  be  rejoiced,  and  wiah  it  doubled  and  trebled ;  but  do 
not  talk  to  me  of  money.  I  never  will  receive  money  for 
my  writias*.*  *— X>allM*«  RtcoOteHmiM. 

t  la  a  letter  to  Palteney,  HUi  May,  1735. 8wift  says, « I 
never  got  a  Authing  fbr  any  thlnf  I  writ,  except  once.* 
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Cur  extend  itself  to  his  friend,  as  to  injure  him  m  the 
profession  to  which  he  was  about  to  derote  himself. 

Kot  long  after  the  publication  of  Childe  Harold, 
the  noble  author  paid  me  a  visit,  one  morning,  and, 
putting  a  letter  into  my  hands,  which  he  had  just 
received,  requested  that  I  would  undertake  to 
manage  for  him  whatever  proceedings  it  might  render 
necessaiy.  This  letter,  I  found,  had  been  delivered 
to  him  by  Bfr  Leckie  (a  gentleman  well  known  by  a 
work  on  Sicilian  affiurs),  and  came  from  a  once  ac- 
tive and  popular  member  of  the  fiewhionable  world. 
Colonel  Greville,— its  purport  being  to  require  of 
his  lordship,  as  author  of  **  English  Bards,  &c.  " 
such  reparation  as  it  was  in  his  power  to  make  for 
the  injury  which,  as  Colonel  Greville  conceived,  cer- 
tain passages  in  that  satire,  reflecting  upon  his  con- 
duct, as  manager  of  the  Argyle  Institution,  were 
calculated  to  inflict  upon  his  character.  In  the  ap- 
peal of  the  gallant  colonel,  there  were  some  expres- 
sions of  rather  an  angiy  cast,  which  Lord  Qyron, 
though  fiilly  conscious  of  the  length  to  which  he 
himself  had  gone,  was  but  little  inclined  to  brook, 
and.  on  my  returning  the  letter  into  his  hands,  he 
said,  **  To  such  a  letter  as  that  there  can  be  but  one 
sort  of  answer."  He  agreed,  however,  to  trust  the 
matter  entirely  to  my  discretion,  and  I  bad,  shortly 
after,  an  interview  with  the  friend  of  Colonel 
Greville.  Qy  this  gentleman,  who  was  then  an 
utter  stranger  to  me,  I  was  received  with  much 
courtesy,  and  with  every  disposition  to  bring  the 
afiair  intrusted  to  us  to  an  amicable  issue.  On  my 
premising  that  the  tone  of  his  friend's  letter  stood  in 
the  way  of  negotiation,  and  that  some  obnoxious  ex- 
pressions which  it  contained  must  be  removed  before 
I  could  proceed  a  single  step  towards  explanation,  he 
most  readily  consented  to  remove  this  obstacle.  At 
his  request  I  drew  a  pen  across  the  parts  I  con- 
sidered objectionable,  and  he  undertook  to  send  mo 
the  letter,  re-written,  next  morning.  In  the  nifean 
time  I  received  from  Lord  Byron  the  following  paper 
for  my  guidance. 

**  With  regard  to  the  passage  on  Mr  Way's  toss, 
no  unfiur  pl^y  was  hinted  at,  as  may  be  seen  by  re- 
ferring to  the  book;  and  it  is  expressly  added  that 
the  mmagert  were  ignorant  of  that  transaction.  As 
to  the  prevalence  of  play  at  the  Argyle,  it  cannot  be 
denied  that  there  were  inlHards  and  dice ;— Lord  B. 
has  been  a  witness  to  the  use  of  both  at  the  Argyle 
Rooms.  These,  it  is  presumed,  come  under  the  de> 
nomination  of  play.  If  pkiy  be  allowed,  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  Institution  can  hardly  complain  of  being 
termed  the  '  Arbiter  of  pUty,'~or  what  becomes  of 
his  authority? 

**  Lord  B.  has  no  personal  animosity  to  Colonel 
Greville.  A  public  institution,  to  which  he  himself 
was  a  subscriber,  he  considered  himself  to  have  a 
right  to  notice  pubkcfy.  Of  that  institution,  Cokmd 
Greville  was  the  avowed  director;— it  is  too  late  to 
enter  into  the  discussion  of  its  merits  or  demerits. 

**  Lord  B.  must  leave  the  discussion  of  the  repa- 
ration for  the  real  or  supposed  injury,  to  Colonel  G.  's 
friend  and  Mr  Moore,  the  friend  of  Lord  B.— begging 
them  to  recollect  that,  while  they  consider  Co- 
kmd G.'s  honour.  Lord  B.  must  also  maintain  his 
own.  If  the  business  can  be  settled  amicably, 
Lord  B.  will  do  as  much  as  can  and  ought  to  be 


done  by  a  man  of  honour  towards  conciliatioa ; — ^if 
not,  he  must  satisfy  Cohmel  G.  in  the  manner  moat 
conducive  to  his  forther  wishes." 

In  the  morning  I  received  the  letter,  m  its  new 
form,  fromMr  Leckie,  with  the  annexed  note. 

^  MY  DKAE  SIR, 

*<  I  found  my  friend  very  in  in  bed;  he  has,  how- 
ever, managed  to  copy  tiie  inclosed,  with  the  altcfa- 
tions  proposed.  Perhaps  you  may  vrish  to  see  me  in 
the  morning;  I  shall  therefore  be  glad  to  see  you  aqy 
time  till  twelve  o'ckick.  If  you  rather  wish  me  to  caB 
on  you,  tell  me,  and  I  shall  obey  your  summons. 
"  Yours,  very  truly, 

"G.T.Lbciib," 

With  such  focilities  towards  pacification,  h  is 
almost  needless  to  add  that  there  was  but  little  delay 
in  settling  the  matter  amicably. 

While  upon  this  subject,  I  shall  avail  myself  of  the 
opportunity  which  it  afibrds  of  extracting  an  amusing 
account  given  by  Lord  Byron  himself  of  some  aflain 
of  this  description,  in  which  he  was,  at  di&roit  times, 
employed  as  mediator. 

^I  have  been  called  m  as  mediator,  or  secood,  at 
least  twenty  times,  in  violent  quarrels,  and  have 
always  contrived  to  settle  the  business  without  oom- 
prcHnising  the  honour  of  the  parties,  or  leading  them 
to  mortal  consequences,  and  this  too  sometimes  in 
very  difficult  and  delicate  circumstances,  and  having 
to  deal  with  very  hot  and  haughty  spirits,— Irishmen, 
gamesters,  guardsmen,  captains,  and  ooraets  of  horse, 
and  the  like.  This  was,  of  course,  in  my  youth,  irhen 
I  lived  in  hotheaded  company.  I  have  had  to  cany 
challenges  from  gentlemen  to  noblemen,  from  cap- 
tains to  captains,  from  lawyers  to  counseDora,  and 
once  from  a  clergyman  to  an  officer  in  the  life-gimrds; 
but  I  found  the  latter  by  fiu-  the  most  difficult, 

tocomposD 
The  Uoody  duel  without  blows, 

the  business  being  about  a  woman :  I  must  add  too, 
that  I  never  saw  a  woman  behave  so  iD,  Kke  a  oold- 
bk>oded,  heartless  b—  as  she  was,— but  very  hand- 
some, for  all  that.  A  certain  Susan  C**  was  she 
called.  I  never  saw  her  but  once ;  and  that  was  to 
induce  her  but  to  say  two  words  (which  in  no  degree 
compromised  herself),  and  which  would  have  had  the 
effect  of  saving  a  priest  or  a  lieutenant  of  cavahy. 
She  would  not  say  them,  and  neither  N  *  *  or  ntyadf 
(the  son  of  Sir  E.  N  *  *,  and  a  friend  to  one  of  the 
parties)  could  prevaO  upon  her  to  say  them,  thongh 
both  of  us  used  to  deal  in  some  sort  with  wonMrnlmd. 
At  htft  I  managed  to  quiet  the  combatants  without 
her  talisman,  and,  I  believe,  to  her  great  disappoint- 
ment: she  was  the  damnedest  b—  that  I  ever  saw, 
and  I  have  seen  a  great  many.  Though  my  cleiigymaa 
was  sure  to  lose  either  his  life  or  his  living,  he  was  as 
warlike  as  the  Bishop  of  Beauvais,  and  would  hardly 
be  pacified;  but  then  he  was  m  krve,  and  thai  is  a 
martial  passion." 

However  disagreeable  it  was  to  find  the  conse- 
quences of  his  Satire  thus  rising  up  against  him  in  a 
hostile  diape,  he  was  far  more  embarrassed  in  those 
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,nan  wliere  the  retribution  took  a  fHendly  form, 
f  Bob;  DOW  daily  in  the  habit  of  meetiiig  and  receiving 
'  hihiifw<^  from  persooa  who,  either  in  themselves,  or 
dvoqgh  tlietr  relatires,  had  been  wounded  by  his  pen, 
W  fdt  erety  fresh  instance  of  conrte^  from  such 
qouten  to  be  (as  he  sometimes,  in  the  strong  kn- 
fnge  of  scripture,  expressed  it)  Uke  **  heaping  coals 
ef  be  upon  his  head.''  He  was,  indeed,  in  a  remark- 
aUe  degree,  sensitive  to  the  kindness  or  displeasure  of 
ttose  he  lived  with ;  and  had  he  passed  a  life  subject 
Is  the  imDediate  influence  of  society,  it  may  be 
imbud  whether  he  ever  would  have  ventured  upon 
those  imbridled  bursts  of  energy,  in  which  he,  at  once, 
~  and  abused  his  power.  At  the  period 
be  ran  riot  in  his  Satire,  society  had  not  yet 
within  its  pale;  and  in  the  time  of  his 
and  Don  Juans,  he  had  again  broken  loose  from 
iL  Hcnee,  his  instinct  towards  a  life  of  solitude  and 
pendence,  as  the  true  element  of  his  strength.  In 
kii  osm  dnwnin  of  imagination  he  could  defy  the 
whole  world;  while  in  real  life,  a  frown  or  smile 
esuld  rale  him.  The  facility  vrith  which  he  sacrificed 
kii  int  Tohmie,  at  the  mere  suggestion  of  his  friend, 
Mr  Bccher,  is  a  strong  proof  of  this  pliableness ;  and 
ii  the  histanre  of  Childe  Harold,  such  influence  had 
^  opinions  of  Mr  Gifibrd  and  Mr  DaUas  on  his  mind, 
that  he  not  only  shnmk  from  his  original  design  of 
idendfying  himself  with  his  hero,  but  surrendered  to 
dbem  one  of  bis  most&vourite  slansas,  whose  hetero- 
dosy  thej  had  objected  to ;  nor  is  it  too  much,  per- 
hspB,  lo  eondnde,  that  had  a  more  extended  force  of 
then  acted  upon  him,  he  would  have 
>  omit  the  soeptioal  parts  of  .his  poem 
Certain  it  is  that,  during  the  remsJnder 
of  his  slay  in  Enghmd,  no  such  doctrines  were  ever 
sfuaobinided  on  his  readers;  and  in  all  those  beau^- 
Ifid  crcnliona  of  his  fancy,  with  which  he  brightened 
that  whole  period,  keeping  the  public  eye  in  one  pro- 
Is^god  gnae  of  admiration,  both  the  bitterness  and 
the  fieence  of  his  impetuous  spirit  were  kept  effec- 
lnB%  nndcr  control.  The  worid,  mdeed,  had  yet  to 
witness  what  he  was  capable  of,  when  emancipated 
6nni  Aia  vcstiamt.  For,  graoeful  and  powerful  as 
were  his fii^  while  society  had  stilla  hold  of  hhn,  it 
wasnot  iS  let  feose  from  the  leash  that  he  rose  into  the 
troe  region  of  his  strength;  and  though  aknost  in  pro- 
portian  to  that  strength  was,  too  frequently,  hisabuse 
«f  it,  yet  so  magnificent  are  the  vei7  excesses  of 
■Kh  energy,  that  it  is  hnpossible,  even  while  we 
Qsndenm,  not  to  admire. 

f^  oocasion  by  which  I  have  been  led  into  these 
RBuka, — namely,  his  sensitiveness  on  the  suligect  of 
his  Satire,— is  one  of  those  instances  that  show  how 
eaa^  his  gigantic  spirit  could  be,  if  not  held  down, 
at  least  entangled,  by  the  small  ties  of  society.  The 
smiaiiaw  of  which  he  had  been  guilty  was  not  oaiy 
pam  hot,  by  many  of  those  most  injured,  forgiven; 
aad  yet,— highly,  it  must  be  allowed,  to  the  credit  of 
his  social  feelings, — the  idea  of  living  familiarly  and 
fncMfly  with  persons,  respecting  whose  character  or 
takms  there  were  such  opinions  of  his  on  record,  be- 
came at  length  insupportable  to  him;  and,  though 
fer  sdiaoced  m  a  fifth  edition  of  **  English  Bards, 
Ibe."  he  came  to  the  resohition  of  suppressing  the 
Sstire  altogether ;  and  orders  were  sent  toCawthom, 
thepnhlisher,  to  commit  the  whole  hnpression  to  the 


flames.  At  the  same  time,  and  from  simihur  motives, 
— aided,  I  rather  think,  by  a  friendly  remonstrance 
from  Lord  Elgin,  or  some  of  bis  connexions, — the 
^Cune  of  Minerva,"  a  poem  levelled  against  that 
nobleman,  and  already  in  progress  towaids  publica- 
tion, was  also  sacrificed;  while  the  ^  Hints  from  Ho- 
race," though  containing  far  less  personal  satire  than 
either  of  the  others,  shared  their  fate. 

To  exempfify  what  !  have  saidof  his  extreme  sen- 
sibiliQr  to  the  passing  sunshine  or  clouds  of  the  socie^ 
in  which  he  lived,  I  need  but  cite  thefoBowing  notes, 
addressed  by  him  to  his  friend  Mr  William  Bankes, 
under  the  apprehension  that  this  gentleman  was,  for 
some  reason  or  other,  displeased  vrith  him. 

LETTER  XCn. 

TO  MR  WILLIAM  BANCB8 

■April  aOth,  1813. 
**  MY  DEAR  BAMCB8, 

**  I  feel  rather  hurt  (not  skvagely)  at  the  speech 
you  made  to  me  hwt  night,  and  my  hope  is,  that  it 
was  only  one  of  your  profane  jests.  I  should  be  veiy 
sorry  that  any  part  of  my  behaviour  shoukl  give  you 
cause  to  suppose  that  I  think  higher  of  myself,  or 
otherwise  of  you,  than  I  have  always  done.  I  can 
assure  you  that  I  am  as  much  the  humblest  of  your 
servants  as  at  Trin.  CoU. ;  and  if  I  have  not  been  at 
home  when  you  fiivoured  me  with  a  call,  the  loss  was 
more  mine  than  yours.  In  the  bustle  of  buzzing 
parties,  there  is,  there  can  be,  no  rational  conversa- 
tion ;  but  when  I  can  enjoy  it,  thero  is  nobody'sl  can 
prefer  to  your  own. 

**  Believe  me  ever  faithfully 

^And  most  afiectionately  yours, 
•*Btbon." 

LETTER  XCin. 

TO  MK  WILLIAM  BJUnOS. 
''MY  DEAR  BANKB8, 

^  My  eagerness  to  come  to  an  explanation  has,  I 
trust,  convinced  you  that  whatever  my  unlucky 
manner  qiight  inadvertently  be,  the  change  was  as 
iwmtentional  as  (if  intended)  it  would  have  been 
ungrateful.  I  really  was  not  aware  that,  while  we 
were  together,  I  had  evinced  such  caprices;  that  we 
were  not  so  much  in  each  other's  company  as  I  could 
have  wished,  I  well  know,  but  I  think  so  aoule 
an  observer  as  yourself  must  have  perceived  enough 
to  expkm  Ihitf  without  supposing  any  slight  to  one 
in  whose  society  I  have  pride  and  pleasure.  Recol- 
lect that  I  do  not  allude  here  to'  extmided*  or  *  ex- 
tending* acquamtances,  but  to  drcumstances  you 
vriH  understand,  I  think,  ona  little  reflection. 

.''And  now,  my  dear  Bankes,  do  not  distress  me  by 
supposing  that  I  can  think  of  you,  oryou  of  me, 
otherwise  than  I  trust  we  have  kmgthooght.  You 
told  me  not  kwg  ago  that  mj  temper  was  improved, 
and  I  shouki  be  sorry  that  opinion  should  be  revoked . 
Believe  me,  your  friendship  is  of  more  account  to  me 
than  all  those  absurd  vanities  in  which,  I  fear,  you 
conceive  me  to  take  too  much  interest.  I  have  never 
disputed  your  superiority,  or  doubted  (seriously)  your 
good  will,  and  no  one  shall  ever  'make  misd^  be- 
tween us*  vrithout  the  siooera  i«gret  on  the  part  of 
your  ever  affsctionate,  &C. 
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**P.  S.— I  than  lee  yoa,  I  hope,  at  La^y  Jaraor's. 
Hobhouie  yoes  also.'' 

In  the  month  of  April  he  was  again  tempted  to  tiy 
his  fuooeas  in  the  House  of  Lords,  and,  on  the  motion 
of  Lord  Doooughmore  for  taking  into  consideration 
the  daims  of  the  Irish  catholics,  deliTered  his  senti- 
ments strongly  in  fiiYonr  of  the  proposition.  His  dis- 
play, on  this  occasion,  seems  to  hare  been  less  pro- 
mising than  in  his  first  essay.  His  deUrety  was 
thought  mouthing  and  theatrical,  being  infeotedv  1 
take  for  granted  (haying  never  heard  him  qieak  in 
pariiament),  with  the  same  chaimting  tone  that  disfi- 
gured his  recitation  of  poetry, — a  tone  contracted  at 
most  of  the  public  schools,  but  more  particularly, 
perhaps,  at  Harrow,  and  encroaching  just  enough  on 
the  boundaries  of  song  to  oliend  -those  ears  most  by 
wkich  song  is  best  enjoyed  and  understood. 

On  the  subject  of  the  negotiations  for  a  change  of 
ministry  whioi  took  place  during  this  sesnon,  I  find 
the  following  anecdotes  recorded  in  his  note-'book. 

**  At  the  opposition  meeting  of  the  Peers,  in  1818, 
at  Lord  GrenTille's,  when  Lord  Grey  and  he  read  to 
us  the  correspondcmce  upon  Moira's  negotiation,  I 
sate  next  to  the  present  Duke  of  Gmfton,  and  said, 
'  What  is  to  be  done  nextf— *  Wake  the  Duke  of 
Norfolk^  (who  was  snoring  away  near  us),  replied 
he : '  I  don't  think  the  negotiators  hate  left  any  thing 
else  for  us  to  do  this  turn.' 

^  In  the  debate,  or  rather  discussion,  afterwards 
in  the  House  of  Lords  upon  that  very  question,  I 
sate  immediately  behind  Lord  Moira,  who  was  ex- 
tremely annoyed  at  Grey's  speech  upon  the  subject ; 
and,  while  Grey  was  speaking,  turned  round  to  me 
repeatedly,  and  asked  me  whether  I  agreed  with 
him.  It  was  an  awkward  question  to  me,  who  had 
not  heard  both  sides.  Moira  kept  repeating  to  me, 
*  It  was  not  M,  it  was  so  and  so,'  &c.  I  did  not 
know  very  well  what  to  think,  but  I  sympathised 
with  the  acuteness  of  his  feelings  upon  the  subject." 

The  subject  of  the  catholic  dkims  was,  it  is  well 
known,  brought  forward  a  second  time  this  session 
by  Lord  Weflesley,  whose  motion  for  a  future  eonsi. 
deration  of  the  question  was  carried  by  a  majority  of 
one.  In  reference  to  this  division,  another  rather 
amusing  anecdote  is  dius  refaOed. 

**  Lord  *  *  afiects  an  imitation  of  two  veiy  dif- 
ferent ChanoeUon,  Thuriow  and  Loughborough,  and 
can  indulge  in  an  oath  now  and  then.  On  one  of 
the  debates  on  the  catholic  question,  when  we  were 
either  equal  or  within  one  (I  foi>^t  which),  I  had 
been  sent  for  in  great  haste  to  a  ball,  which  I  quitted, 
I  confess,  somewhat  reluctantly,  to  emancipate  five 
millions  of  people.  I  came  in  late,  and  did  not  go 
immediately  into  the  body  of  the  House,  but  stood 
just  behind  the  woolsaok.  *  *  turned  round,  and^ 
catching  my  eye,  immediately  said  to  a  peer  (who 
had  come  to  him  for  a  few  minutes  on  the  woolsack, 
as  is  the  custom  of  his  friends), '  Damn  them !  they'll 
have  it  now,— by  G-dl  the  vote  that  is  just  come  in 
win  give  it  them.'" 

During  att  this  time,  the  impression  vrhich  he  had 
produced  in  society,  both  as  a  poet  and  a  man,  went 
on  daOy  inereasing;  and  the  facaity  with  which  he 
gave  hunself  up  to  the  current  of  fadiionable  life,  and 
mingled  in  aU  the  gay  scenes  through  which  it  led. 


showed  that  the  novelty,  at  least,  of  this  mods  of 
existence  had  charms  for  him,  however  he  might  esti- 
mate its  pleasures.  That  sort  of  vanity  which  is 
almost  inseparable  from  genius,  and  which  ooosiitiin 
an  extreme  sensitiveness  on  the  subfject  of  self,  Lord 
Byron,  I  need  not  say,  possessed  in  no  ordkaiy  de- 
gree; and  never  was  there  a  career  in  which  thii 
sensibility  to  the  opkuons  of  others  was  exposed  to 
more  constant  and  various  excitement  than  thst  oo 
which  he  was  now  entered.  I  find  in  a aoteof  siy 
own  to  him,  written  at  this  period,  some  jestii^  allu- 
sions to  the  ''circle  of  star-gaxers"  whom  I  had  left 
around  him  at  some  party  on  the  preceding  aight;— 
and  such,  in  fact,  was  the  flattering  ordeal  he  had  lo 
undeigo  wherever  he  went.  On  these  oocasioDi^ 
particularly  before  the  range  of  his  aoquaintaaee  had 
beoome  suflident^  extended  to  set  him  wholly  sthis 
ease,— his  air  and  port  were  those  of  one  whose  better 
thoughts  were  elsewhere,  and  who  kwked  with  me- 
laacholy  abstraction  on  the  gay  crowd  arouad  hin. 
This  deportment,  so  rare  in  such  scenes,  and  lo  ac- 
cordant with  the  romantic  notions  entertained  of  bin, 
was  the  result  partly  of  shyne»,  and  partly,  perhaps, 
of  that  bve  of  c&eet  and  impression  to  which  tk 
poetical  character  of  his  mind  natuiaUy  led.  Nodnog, 
indeed,  could  be  more  *mu«iny  and  deligfatfal  tliaa 
the  contrast  which  his  manner  afterwards,  wbea  m 
were  alone,  presented  to  his  proud  reserre  in  the 
briUiant  circle  we  had  just  left.  It  was  like  the 
bursting  gaiety  of  a  boy  let  k)ose  from  school,  aid 
seemed  as  if  there  was  no  extent  of  fun  or  tricb  of 
which  he  was  not  capable.  Finding  hin  imrsriably 
thus  lively  when  we  were  together^  I  often  nJKed 
him  on  the  gloomy  tone  of  his  poetry,  as  aarnied; 
but  his  constant  answer  was  (and  I  soon  ceased  to 
'doubt  of  its  truth),  that,  though  thus  menyasd  faO 
of  laughter  with  those  he  liked,  he  was,  at  hesit,  ose 
of  the  most  mebncholy  wretches,  in  existenoe. 

Among  the  numerous  notes  which  I  received  finin 
him  at  this  time,— some  of  them  rekting  to  oor  joiit 
engagements  in  society,  and  others  to  matten  sow 
better  foigotten,— I  shaU  select  a  few  that  (as  flfaoiriRf 
his  haunto  and  habits)  may  not,  perhaps,  be  osia- 
teresting. 

*'Know  an  men  by  these  presents,  tbtft  j<n^ 
Tliomas  Moore,  stand  indicted— no— mvited,  bT 
special  and  particular  solicitation,  to  Lady  C.  L  *  *'» 
to-morrow  even.,  at  half-past  nine  o'ch)ck,  where  yon 
win  meet  with  a  civil  reception  and  decent  estertaio- 
ment.  Pray  come — I  was  so  examined  after  yoa 
this  morning,  that  I  entreat  you  to  answer  in  pefsoa. 
**  Believe  me,  etc. 


**  I  should  have  answered  your  note  yesterday,  but 
I  hoped  to  have  seen  you  this  morning.  I  mwt  cos- 
suit  with  you  about  the  day  we  dine  with  SirFVasdi 
I  suppose  we  shaU  meet  at  Lady  Spencer's  to-nigfat. 
I  did  not  know  that  yoa  were  at  Miss  Beny'i  the 
other  night,  or  I  should  have  certainly  gone  there. 

**  As  usual,  I  am  in  all  sorts  of  scrapes,  tboogh 
none,  at  present,  of  a  marUaf  descriptioni  BeliefO 
me,  fitc," 
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•May  8th.  MIS. 
laa  too  proad  of  being  your  friend  to  care  with 
«ka  I  9m  finked  in  your  estimation^  and,  Ood 
bffwi,  1  wBBt  friends  more  at  this  tune  than  at  any 
oiKT.  IaB*lakinf  oareofmyself'tonogrealpur- 
lioK.  IT  yoo  knew  my  situation  in  ewferj  point  of 
WW,  joQ  would  excuse  apparent  and  unintentional 

■M   •• I  Shan  leave  (own,  I 

Aiik;  hot  do  not  you  IcaTe  it  without  aeeinf  me. 
1  rail  yoo,  from  my  soul,  ereiy  happiness  you  can 
lidiTsaneir;  and  I  think  you  haYe  taken  the  road 
liieaireit  Peace  be  with  yim!  I  fear  she  has 
•liaidQBed me.    Brer,8cc'* 

•KsySOth,  nn. 

(k  Monday,  afler  sitting  up  afl  night,  I  saw 

i^lMB  launched  into  eternity,*  and  at  thiee  the 

■MdB7liaw*^*kuncfaedintothecountfy.  '  '  * 

"1  beEere,  in  the  beginning  of  June,  I  shall  be 

^fiiralitw  days  In  Notts.   If  so,  I  shall  beat  you 

^'apsmaat*  with  Hobhouse^  who  is  endearour- 

■&  Ebyou  and  ereiy  body  eke,  to  keep  me  out  of 


I  Mait  to  have  written,  you  a  kwg  tetter,  but  I 

W I  eaonot.    If  any  thing  remarkaUe  occurs,  you 

*i  kcar  it  from  me— if  gocjd;  if  bad^  there  are 

ihtflokA  it  In  the  mean  time,  do  you  be  happy. 

'*  Ever  yours,  &c. 

f-8.-.||y  bert  wMhes  and  respects  to  Mra  *  * ; 
^  ii  besattfuL  I  may  say  so  eren  to  you,  for  I 
K«v  vas  more  stra^  tdth  a  countenance.** 

AMsg  the  tributes  to  his  fame,  this  spring,  U 
iM  kre  been  mentioned  that,  at  some  erening 
P"^i  he  had  the  honour  of  bein^  presented,  at  that 
^  pemuige's  own  desire,  to  the  Prince  Regent. 
'*f^  Rcgnt,"  says  Bfr  DaOas,.  «*  expressed  hia 
.^■■tioB  of  Childe  Hardd*s  Pilgrimage,  and  con- 
^K^eoBTemttion,  whidi  so  fludnated  the  poet, 
|K  md  it  not  been  for  an  acddbnUd  deferring  of 
^  KH  fefee,  he  bade  frur  to  become  a  Tisitor  at 
^«to«HoQse,  if  not  a  complete  courtier.'* 

^  4fc  wiK  prognostic,  the  writer  adds,—"  I 
«W  mUsi  qb  the  morning  for  which  the  leree  had 
"^  sppoBtod,  and  found  him  in  a  full-dress  court 
">*  <f  dotto,  with  his  fine  black  hair  in  powder, 

*&  M  takes  a  window  oppodle  ftr  the  purpose,  and^ 

^  iMpaBied  on  the  occadon  by  hla  old  aehooUUlowa, 

[^  aai  Hr  John  Madocki.    They  went  together 

Z/'^  ■'■eaUy.  and.  on  their  arririnc  at  the  ipot. 

■">  (Inee'cleck  In  the  mominff.  not  flndiiiff  the  houe 

"  «« t*  laoeire  them  open.  Xr  Maddooka  andertook 

J?*  fte  iBMtea.  whUo  Lord  Byron  and  Hr  Bailry 

."y*^—  aad  ana.  up  the  street.   Dnriac  thi«  in- 

wmt,  r"  -         -  -  -  _     _    . 


lyiac  oa  the  ftapa  of  a  deor.  Lord  Bttou. 

.    iBlin  of  coopaMion,  otfared  her  a  few 

"r*p:  Wt  faMtead  of  acoep(ii«  them,  ihe  Tiolently 
r??*»«y  his  hand.  and.  atartinr  up  with  a  yeU  of 
"W^'k^ltttoBlBricfhelaBeaeaofhifffalt.  Hedid 
■««wtvart.hiit  «IconIdfeel.»Mid  MrBaitey.  «hto 
"^tXHHiag  wlthfai  atne.  as  we  led  her.* 
■■if  take  lUi  opportonlty  of  mentloalag  another  anec- 
*^CMeted  wtlh  his  la»eneas.  In  cominc  out.  one 
"PK.feoaabaD.wMi  MrRosera.as  they  were  on  their 
^t^Odrcarrlage.OM  orthe  Unk-boys  ran  on  hetbre 
^BfTM, crying 'This  way. aay  lord.*  «HeaeeButo 
■wwV'iridllrmageti.  «  Know  me  !*  anawered  Lord 
^  vith  Mne  degree  of  bttteineM  in  his  tone-*' every 


which  by  no  means  suited  his  countenance.  I  was 
surprised,  as  he  had  not  told  me  that  he  should  go 
to  court ;  and  it  seemed  to  me  as  if  he  thought  it 
necessary  to  i^ologise  for  hip  intention,  by  his  ob* 
serring  that  he  could  in4  in  dcMncy  but  do  it,  as  the 
Regent  had  done  him  the  honour  to  say  that  he  hoped 
to  see  him  soon  at  Carlton  House.'* 

In  the  two  letters  that  folow  we  find  hii  own 
account  of  the  introduction. 

l,ETTER  XCIV. 

TO  LOED  HOLLAND. 

'June  16th.  1813. 
**yY  DKAR.LORD4 

*<  I  must  appNsar  reiy  ungrateful,  and-haTe,  indeed, 
been  rery  nei^igent,  but  till  last  night  I  was  not  ap- 
prised of  Lady  Holland's  restoration,  and  I  shall  call 
to-morrow  to  have  the  satisfoction,  I  trust,  of  hearing 
that  she  is  wdL — I  hope  that  neither  pditics  nor  gout 
hare  assailed  your  brdship  since  I  kstsawyou,  and 
that  you  also  are  '  as  weU  as  could  be  expected.' 

*'The  other  night,  at  a  ball,  I  was  presented  by 
order  to  our  gracious  Regent,  who  honoured  me  witji 
some  conreisation,  and  professed  a  predfleotion  for 
poetry.—  I  confess  it  was  a.  most  unexpected  honour, 
and  I  thought  of  poor  B  ■.  s*s  adrenture,  with  some 
apprdiensians  of  a  simihtf  bhmder.  I  have  now  great 
hope,  in  the  event  of  Mr  Pye's  decease,  of  *  warbling 
truth  at  court,'  like  Mr  Mallet  of  indiflerent  memory. 
—Consider,  100  marks  a  year  1  besides  the  wine  and 
the  disgrace;  but  then  remorse  would  make  me 
drown  myself  in  my  own  butt  before  the  year's  end, 
or  the  finishing  of  my  first  dithyrambic. — So  thi^, 
after  all,  I  shall  not  meditate  our  laureate's  death  by 
pen  or  poison. 

**  Wfll  you  present  my.  best  rospeots  to  Lady  Hol- 
land, and  bdieve  me  hers  and  yours  very  sincerely.'' 

The  second  letter,  entering  much  more  frdly  into 
the  particuhus  of  this  mterview  with  Royalty,  was  in 
answer,  it  wiD  be  perceived,  to  some  inquiries  which 
Sir  Walter  Scott  (then  Mr  Scott)  had  addressed  to 
him  on  the  sulqect;  and  the  whole  account  reflects 
even  still  more  honour  on  the  Sovereign  himself  than 
on  the  two  poets. 

LETTETR  XCV. 

TO  SEB  WALTER  SCOTr,  BART. 

«  8t  Jamei'sstreet.  July  0th.  IS19. 


^I  have  just  been  honoured  with  your  letter.— I 
feel  Sony  that  you  should  have  thought  it  worth  whilo 
to  notice  the  *  e^il  works  of  my  nonage/  as  the  thing 
is  suppressed  vokmtmrify,  and  your  explanation  is  too 
kind  not  to  give  me  pain.  The  Satire  was  written 
when  I  was  very  young  and  very  angiy,  and  fully 
bent  on  displaying  my  wrath  and  my  wit,  and  now  I 
am  haunted  by  the  ghosts  of  my  wholesale  assertions. 
I  cannot  sufHciendy  thank  you  for  your  praise;  and 
now,  waving  myself,  let  me  talk  to  you  of  the  Prince 
Regent.  He  ordered  me  to  be  presented  to  him  at  a 
ball;  and  after  some  sayings  peculiarly  pleasing 
from  royal  lips,  as  to  my  own  attempts,  he  talked  to 
me  of  you  and  your  immortalities :  he  preferred  you 
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to  ereiy  bard  pot  and  present,  and  asked  which  of 
jour  works  pleased  me  most  It  was  a  difficult  quos- 
tioB.  I  answered,  I  thought  the*  Laj.'  Hesaidhis 
own  opinion  was  nsaiif  sisrilar.  In  speaking  of  the 
othen,  I  toM  hin  that  I  thought  jou  more  partkii- 
hurlj  the  poet  of  Prmeet,  as  tkep  nerer  appeared 
more  ^*««^»«**i»g  than  in  *  Marmion'  and  the  *  Lady 
of  the  Lake.'  He  was  pleased  to  coincide,  and  to 
dwell  on  the  description  of  your  Jameses  as  no  less 
royal  than  poetical.  He  spoke  alternately  of  Homer 
and  yourself,  and  seemed  well  acquainted  with  both ; 
so  that  (with  the  exception  of  the  Turks  and  your 
humble  servant)  you  were  in  reiy  good  company.  I 
defy  Murray  to  Iwre  exaggerated  his  royal  highness's 
opinion  of  your  powers,  nor  can  I  pretcsid  to  enume- 
rate all  he  said  on  the  subject;  but  it  may  giro  you 
pleasure  to  hear  that  it  was  conveyed  in  language 
which  would  only  sufier  by  my  attempting  to  tran- 
scribe it,  and  with  a  tone  and  taste  which  gave  me  a 
rery  high  idea  of  his  abilities  and  accomplishments, 
which  I  had  hitherto  considered  as  confined  to  num- 
nert,  oertamly  superior  to  those  of  any  liring  ffeutie- 

flUMI. 

''Tins  iaterriew  was  accidental.  I  nerer  went  to 
the  leree;  fiir  haring  seen  the  courts  of  Mussuhnan 
and  Catholio  sorereigns,  my  curiosity  was  sufficiently 
aUayed;  and  my  poHttcs  being  as  perrene  as  my 
rhymes,  I  had,  in  fact,  'no  business  there.'  To  be 
thus  praised  by  your  soYereign  must  be  gratifying  to 
you ;  and  if  that  gratification  is  not  alloyed  liy  the 
communication  beiog  made  through  me,  the  bearer 
of  it  will  consider  himself  Tciy  fortunate^  and  sin- 
cerely 

**  Your  obliged  and  obedient  servant, 

**BYR<m.'» 

**P.S. — ^Excuse  this  scrawl,  scratched  in  a  great 
huny,  and  just  after  a  Journey." 

During  the  summer  of  this  year  he  paid  visits  to 
some  of  his  noble  friends,  and,  among  othen,  to  the 
Eariof  Jersey  and  the  Bfarquis  of  Lansdowne.  **In 
1813,**  he  says,  **at  Middleton  (Lord  Jersey's), 
aamngst  a  goodly  company  of  hirds,  kMlies  and  wits, 
&e.,thei«vras***.  * 

*'Erdune,  tool  Erikine  vras  there;  good,  b«ti»- 
toleraUe.  He  jested,  he  talked,  he  did  evoy  thii« 
admirabbr,  but  then  he  would  bo  appkuded  fbr  the 
same  thhig  tvrice  over.  He  would  read  his  own 
veraes,  his  own  paragraph,  and  tell  his  ovm  story, 
again  and  again ;  and  then,  *  the  Trial  by  Jury  HI' 
1  almost  wished  it  abolished,  for  I  sate  next  him  at 
dinner.  As  I  had  read  his  published  speeches,  there 
was  no  occasion  to  repeat  them  to  me. 

**C*  *  (the fox-hunter)  nicknamed  'CkeekC**', 
and  I  sweated  the  ckret,  bemg  the  on^  two  who  did 
so.  C  *  *,  who  loves  his  bottle,  and  had  no  notion  of 
meeting  vrith  a  * boo-vivant'  in  a  soribbler,t  in  niak- 

*  A  review,  sosMwtast  too  crUka),  of  some  of  the  gnefti 
If  hsre  omitted. 

tFDrtheArrt  dsyortwo.at  Middloton,  bo  did  not  join 
kb  noUe  luMtl  party  till  after  dinner,  bat  took  his  icanty 
repast  of  biscuits  and  soda  water  in  liis  own  room.  Being 
told  by  somebody  tbet  tbe  ReBtlemaa  above-meationed  bad 
proDoanced  sadk  liaMts  to  be  *  efbatiaate/*  he  reoolTOd  to 
diow  the  «lbZ' hunter*  that  he  coold  be,  on  ooeasion.  as 
Kood  a  hom  pivant  as  idiittelf,  and  by  bis  prowess  at  tbe 
diret  next  day,  after  dinner,  drew  forth  finum  Hr  C  *  *  the 
eohtdon  Iwre  recorded. 


ing  my  eulogy  to  somebody  one  evening,  i 
up  in—*  By  G — d,  he  drinks  like  a  man! ' 

**  Nobody  dnmk,  however,  but  C  *  *  and  I.  To  be 
sure,  there  vras  litde  occasion,  for  we  swept  off  what 
.was  on  the  table  (a  most  splendid  board,  as  may  be 
supposed,  at  Jersey's)  veiy  sufficient^.  However^ 
we  carried  our  liquor  disa-eetly,  like  the  Baron  of 
Bradvroi^e.'' 

In  the  month  of  August  this  year,  on  the  completion 
of  the  new  Theatre  Royal,  Drury-Iane,  the  Commit- 
tee of  Management,  desirous  of  procuring  an  Address 
for  the  opening  ef  the  theatre,  took  the  rather  novel 
mode  of  inviting,  by  an  advertisement  m  the  news- 
papen,  the  competition  of  all  the  poets  of  the  day 
towards  this  object.  Though  the  oontribntioua  that 
ensued  were  sufficient^  numerous,  it  did  not  appear 
to  the  Committee  .that  there  was  any  one  among  the 
number  worthy  of  selection.  In  this  difficulty,  it  oc- 
curred to  Lord  Holland  that  they  could  not  do  better 
than  have  recourse  to  Lord  Byron,  whose  popularity 
wouM  give  additional  vogue  to  the  solemnity  of  their 
opening,  and  to  whose  transoeudant  dauns,  as  a  poet, 
it  was  taken  for  granted  (though  without  sufficient 
albwance,  as  it  proved,  for  the  irritability  of  tbe 
brotherhood),  even  the  r^ected  candidates  themaetvts 
would  bow  without  a  murmur.  The  first  result  of  this 
application  to  tbe  noble  poet  will  be  learned  firi>m 
vrhat  foHows. 

LETTER  XCVI. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 
«  CbclUnhsm.  September  IMh,  ISt3. 
**MY  DEAR  LOBD, 

"The  lines  which  I  sketched  off  on  your  hint  are 
still,  or  rather  toere^  in  an  unfinished  state,  for  I  have 
just  committed  them  to  a  flame  more  decisive  tlma 
thatofDnuy.  Under  all  the  circumstances,  I  should 
haKDy  vrish  a  contest  with  Philo-drama— Philo-Druiy 
— Asbestos  H  *  *,  and  all  the  anonymes  and  lyao- 
nymes  of  the  Conunittee  candidates.  Seriously,  I 
think  you  have  a  chance  of  something  much  better; 
for  prologuising  is  not  my  forte,  and,  at  all  evenla, 
either  my  pride  or  n^  modesty  won't  let  me  incur  the 
hasard  of  having  my  rhymes  buried  in  next  month's 
Magazine,  under  *  Essays  on  the  Murder  of  Bfr  Per- 
ceval,' and  *Cures  for  the  Bite  of  a  Mad  Dog/  aspoor 
Goldsmith  compkined  of  theiate  of  for  superior  per- 
formances. 

*'  I  am  still  sufficiently  interested  to  wish  to  know 
the  successful  candidate;  and,  amongst  so  saany,  I 
have  no  doubt  some  vriU  bo  excellent,  partkularly  in 
an  age  when  writing  vene  is  the  easiest  of  all  attain- 
ments. 

**  I  cannot  answer  your  intelligenoe  vrith  the  '  Ifte 
comfort,'  unless,  as  you  are  deeply  theatrical,  yon 
may  wish  to  hear  of  Mr  *  *,  whose  acting  is,  I  fear, 
utterly  inadequate  to  the  London  engagement  into 
which  the  managers  of  Covent-garden  have  kte)y  en- 
tered. His  figure  is  fot,  his  features  flat,  his  voice 
unmanageably  his  action  ungraceful,  and,  as  Diggoiy 
says,  I  defy  him  to  ertort  that  d— d  muffin  Amo  of 
his  into  madness.  I  vras  very  sony  to  see  him  in  tbe 
character  of  the  *  Elephant  on  the  slack  rope ;'  for, 
when  1  last  saw  him^  I  vras  in  raptures  with  hb  per- 
formance.   But  then  I  was  sixteen,— an  age  to  whsoh 
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Idmdfom  then  coodeKended  to  milMide.  After  all, 
leh  better  judges  hare  admired,  and  maj  again ; 
i  I  ▼cntore  to  *  prognoaticate  a  prophecj*  (see  the 
')  thai  he  will  not  succeed. 
So,  poor  dear  Rogers  has  stuck  fast  on  *  the 
of  the  mighty  HehrenTtt*— I  hope  not  for  ever. 
bert  re^eeU  to  Lady  H.— her  departure,  with 
;  cimj  other  friends,  was  a  sad  erent  for  me,  now 
torn,  slate  of  the  most  cynical  solitude.  By 
of  Cheltenham  I  sat  down  and  drank ^  when 
thee,  OGeorgiana  Cottage  1  As  for 
Mr  hmp9^  we  hanged  them  up  upon  the  willows  that 
gfcv  thereby.  Then  they  said,  *  Sing  us  a  song  of 
Dmy-laiie,'  etc. — but  I  am  dumb  and  dreary  as  the 
lifTMBlts  The  waters  hare  disordered  me  to  my 
bHrt's  confewr, — you  were  ri§hi,  as  you  always  are. 
**  Beliere  me  erer  your  obliged 
^  and  afiecttonate  serrant, 

"Bykon.** 

TW  request  of  the  Committee  for  his  aid  baring 
hem  still  taon  urgent^  repeated*  he,  at  length,  not- 
wjibftairiing  the  diflicolty  and  inridiousness  of  the 
ts^L,  firaoi  his  strong  wish  to  oblige  Lord  HoQand, 
flsnscmtod  to  imdertake  it ;  and  the  following  series  of 
fssek  Biwr ending  notes  and  letters,  whidi  he  ad- 
4esBed,  daring  the  completion  of  the  Address,  to  his 
■shlsfrind,  win,  by  the  litenurt  reader  at  least,  be 
Aiinghi  wcB  worth  pemsaU—as  aflbrding  a  proof  (in 
eas|nna(MBi  with  others,  of  still  more  interest,  yet  to 
beciind)  of  the  pains  he,  at  this  time,  took  in  im- 
iswiig  and  polishing  his  first  conceptions,  and  the 
Bsportanee  be  wisely  attached  to  a  judicious  choice 
sf  epithets,  ns  n  means  of  enriching  both  the  music 
ani  wraning  of  his  rerse.  They  also  show,~wbat, 
as  an  iliistialinn  of  his  character,  is  eren  still  more 
Mhmbfe, — the  exceeding  pliancy  and  good  humour 
wirii  whkh  be  oonld  yield  to  friend^  suggestions  and 
colkisBBs;  nor  can  it  be  questioned,  I  think,  but  that 
Ae  ^cSly  thus  inrariably  exhibited  by  him,  on  points 
where  most  poets  are  found  to  be  tenacious  and  irri- 
Isfale,  was  n  qnahty  natural  to  his  disposition,  and 
bt  hare  been  turned  toaooount  in  for  more 
■nttcn,  had  he  been  fortunate  enough  to 
eapable  of  understanding  and 


TO  LORD  HOIXANO. 

«  Sept.  SM.  1811 
**  BT  DBAm  LORD, 

^  In  a  day  or  two  I  will  send  you  something  which 
yen  wil  siiD  hare  the  liberty  to  reject  if  yoududike  it. 
I  iboiihl  like  to  hare  had  more  time,  but  will  do  my 
too  happy  if  I  can  oblige  you,  though  I 
MO  seribUers  and  the  discerning  public. 
"Erer  yours. 

"  Keep  a^  name  a  secret ;  or  Isball  be  beset  by  all 
the  R]ec«ed,and,  perhaps,  damned  by  a  party." 

LETTER   XCVII. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 
•Obelteahaa.  SeptsaberSM,  1813. 
**  Ecoo !— I  hare  marked  some  passages  with  tbu- 
UenadJof    chnse  between  them— cut— add— rejrcl 


—or  detfroy— do  rrith  them  as  you  will—I  leave  it 
to  you  and  the  Committee — ^you  cannot  say  so  called 
'tLmmcommUiemb.'  What  will /A«y  do  (and  I  do) 
with  the  hundred  and  one  n;jected  Troubadours? 
*  With  trumpets,  yea,  and  with  shawms,*  will  you  be 
assailed  in  the  most  <habolical  doggerel.  I  winh  my 
name  not  to  transpire  till  the  day  is  decided.  I  shall 
not  be  in  town,  so  it  won't  much  matter  $  but  let  us 
hare  a  good  deliverer.  I  think  Elliston  shouM  be  the 
man,  or  Pope ;  not  Raymond,  I  imptore  you,  by  the 
kreofRhythmusI 

**  Hie  passages  marked  thus ,  abore  and  be- 
low, are  fbr  you  to  chuse  between  epithets,  and  such 
like  poetical  furniture.  Pray,  write  me  a  line,  and 
beliere  me  erer,  etc 

*'  My  best  remembrances  to  Lady  H.  Will  you  be 
good  enough  to  decide  between  the  rarious  readings 
marked,  and  erase  the  other;  or  our  deliverer  may  be 
as  puzaled  as  a  commentator,  and  b  elike  repeat  both. 
If  these  vermckt  won't  do,  I  wiD  hammer  out  some 
more  endecasjUables. 

«'P.S.— Ten  LaOy  H.  I  hare  had  sad  work  to 
keep  out  the  Phoenix— I  mean  the  Fire-Office  of  that 
name.  It  has  insured  the  theatre,  and  why  not  the 
Address  r 

.  TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

SeptenberMth. 
**  I  send  a  recast  of  the  four  first  lines  of  the  con- 
cluding paragraph. 

Thii  ffreeting  o'eti  the  ancient  role  obeyed. 

The  drama'!  homage  by  her  Herald  paid. 

Reedve  our  welcomg  too,  whose  every  tone 

Springs  flrom  oar  hearts,  and  fldn  would  wfat  your  own. 

The  cnrtafai  rises,  flu.  fto. 

And  d6  forgire  all  this  trouble.  See  what  it  is  to 
hare  to  do  eren  with  the  genteelest  of  us.  Erer, 
&c.'» 


LETTER  XCVIII. 


TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 


•Cheltenham.  Sept.  S5th.  Mtt. 
*<  Still '  more  matter  for  a  Blay  morning.'  Haring 
patched  the  middle  and  end  of  the  Address,  I  send 
one  more  couplet  for  a  part  of  the  beginning,  which, 
if  not  too  turgid,  you  wiH  hare  the  goodness  to  add.  ' 
After  that  flagrant  image  of  the  Tkamu  (I  hope  no 
unlucky  rrag  wiD  say  I  hare  set  it  on  fire,  though 
Diyden,  in  his  *  Annus  Mirabilis,'  and  Churchill,  in 
his  *  Times,'  did  it  before  me),  I  mean  to  insert  this: 

As  flashing  tu  the  new  Volcano  shone 

f    msteor*  \ 
And  swapt  the  skiea  with  \  lightnings  j  not  their  own. 
While  thoosandi  throng'd  aronad  the  burning  dome.  &c. 

I  think  *  thousands*  less  flat  than  •  crowds  collected'— 
but  don't  let  me  plunge  into  the  bathos,  or  rise  into 
Nat.  Lee's  Bedlam  metaphors.  By  the  by,  the  best 
riew  of  the  said  fire  (which  I  myself  saw  from  a  house- 
top m  Corent-garden)  was  at  Westminster  Bridge, 
from  the  reflection  on  the  Thames. 

^  Perhaps  the  present  couplet  had  better  come  in 
afier  *  trembled  for  their  homes,'  the  two  lines  after ; 
—as  otherwise  the  image  certainly  sinks,  and  it  will 
run  just  as  well. 
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**  The  lines  themselret,  periiaps,  may  be  better 
thu»— (*  chuBe/  or  *  refuse'— but  please  yourte(f, 
and  doa*t  mind  *  Sir  FretfulO— 


As  tedi'd  the  Tohnnedblsse.  and  I  ghastly  |  ihoiie 
Hm  akies  with  UKhtninss  swAil  as  their  own. 

The  last  nmt  smoothest  and,  I  Ibink,  best;  but  you 
know  better  than  bett,  *  Lurid'  is  also  a  less  in- 
distiiict  epithet  than  *  lirid  wave/  and,  if  you  think 
so,  a  dash  of  the  pen  will  do. 

**  I  expected  one  line  this  morning;  in  the  mean 
time,  I  shall  remodel  and  condense,  and,  if  I  do  not 
hear  from  you,  shall  send  another  copy. 

**  1  am  ever,  etc." 

LETTER  XCIX. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

«8e|>fceaiberS6th»18IS. 
**  You  wiQ  think  there  is  no  end  to  my  TiDanous 
emeodationt.    The  fifth  and  sixth  lines  I  think  to 
aherthus: 

Te  who  beheld-^  aiCht  sdsynd  and  nuram'd  I 
Whose  radianoe  mdck'd  the  min  it  adom'd ; 

because  *  night'  is  repeated  the  next  line  but  one ; 
and,  as  it  now  stands,  the  condusioo  of  the  para- 
graph, *  worthy  him  (Shakspeare)  and  yon,'  appears 
to  app^  the  '  yott,'  to  those  only  who  were  out  of 
bed  and  in  CoTent-garden  market  on  the  night  of 
conflagration,  instead  of  the  audience  or  the  dis- 
cerning public  at  huge,  all  of  whom  are  intended  to 
be  comprised  in  that  comprehensive  and,  I  hope, 
comprehensible  pronoun. 

**  By  the  by,  one  of  my  conrectioos  in  the  fiur  copy 
sent  yesterday  has  dived  into  the  bathos  some  sixty 
fkthom— 

When  Oarrick  died,  and  Brtnsley  ceased  to  write. 

Ceasing  to  Bve  is  a  much  more  serious  concern,  and 
ought  not  to  be  first;  therefore  I  will  let  the  old 
couplet  stand,  with  its  half  rhymes  *  sought'  and 
*  wrote. '^  Second  thoughts  in  eveiy  thing  are  best, 
but,  in  rhyme,  third  and  fourth  don't  come  amiss.  I 
am  very  amdous  on  this  busmess,  and  I  do  hope 
that  the  very  trouble  I  oooaaon  you  will  plead  its 
own  excuse,  and  that  it  will  tend  to  show  my  en- 
deavour to  make  the  most  of  the  time  aOotted.  I 
wish  I  had  known  it  months  ago,  for  in  that  case  I 
had  not  left  one  line  standing  on  another.  I  always 
scrawl  in  this  way,  and  smooth  as  much  as  I  can, 
but  never  suficientbr ;  and  ktteriy,  (I  can  weave  a 
nine-line  stansa  foster  than  a  couplet,  for  which 
measure  I  have  not  the  euuiing.  When  I  began 
'  Childe  Harold,'  I  had  never  tmd  Spenser's  mea- 
sure, and  now  I  cannot  scribble  in  any  other. 

**  After  ally  my  dear  kird,  if  you  can  get  a  decent 
Address  dsewhere,  don't  hesitate  to  put  this  aside. 
Why  did  you'not  trust  your  own  Muse  ?  I  am  veiy 
sure  she  vrould  have  been  triumphant,  and  saved 
the  Conmittee  their  trouble—*  'tis  a  joyful  one'  to 

•  8wk  an  tke  DMMi  that  herp  joor  plaadlls  ■ooghti 
WheaOanlek  adid,  aad  when  brluley  wrote. 

▲t  ptessBt,  the  covlet  stands  thos  :— 

Dnrare  the  days  that  Bade  oar  aooak  Mght, 
Era  Gwrick  Sed,  or  Brlnsley  ceaaed  to  write. 


me,  but  I  fear  I  shall  not  satisfy  even  myself.  After 
the  account  you  sent  me,  't  is  no  com^imenl  to  my, 
you  would  have  beaten  your  candidates ;  but  I  mean 
that,  in  that  case,  there  would  have  been  no  ooeasioa 
for  their  being  beaten  at  aU. 

*"I1iere  are  but  two  decent  pnAogues  m  our  tongue 
—Pope's  to  Cato— Johnson's  to  Dnuy-lane.  Thne, 
with  the  epilogue  to  the  'Distrest  Mother,'  and,  I 
think,  one  of  Goldsmith's,  and  a  prologue  of  old  Col- 
man's  to  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  PhDaster,  axe  the 
best  things  of  the  kind  we  have. 

**  P.S.— I  am  diluted  to  the  throat  irith  medknne 
for  the  stone;  and  Boisragon  wants  me  to  tiy  a  warm 
climate  for  the  winter— but  I  won't. 

LETTER  CL 

TO  LORD  BOLLAlfD. 

«8e|»teadierVai,tt& 
*< Ihave  just  received  your  veiy  kind  letter, and 
hope  you  have  met  with  asecond  copy  corrected  sod 
addressed  to  Holland-house,  with  some  omisdonsssd 
this  new  couplet, 

As  clarad  each  riling  flaah,«  and  chastly  aboae 
The  skiea  with  Ufhtnlngs  aWAd  as  thefa-  ows. 

As  to  remarks,  I  canonly  aayl  vrill  alterandaoqm- 
esce  m  any  thing.  With  renxd  to  the  part  whidi 
Whitlmad  vrishes  to  omit,  Ibdieve  the  addreeswffl 
go  off  9Mtdicsr  without  it,  diough,  Hke  theagilitjor 
the  Hottentot,  at  the  eipeose  of  iu  vigour.  Ikaw 
to  your  choice  entir^  the  different  speciiaa»  of 
stuooo-vrork;  andaWcArof  yourownvriDalsonnich 
improve  my  Babykmi^h  turret.  IshouMlikeEIliitoo 
to  have  it.  With  your  leave,  *adom'  and  ♦mooni 
are  lavrful  rhymes  in  P<^s  Death  of  the  unfortanste 
LAdy— Oray  has  *  foriom'  and  •  mourn'— and  *  lorn 
and  *moum'  are  in  Smdlet's  fomous  Tears  of  Soot- 

land.  . 

*•  As  there  win  pfohnWy  be  an  outciy  amoogit  the 

i«;lected,  I  hope  the  Committee  iriB  test^y  (if  H  he 
needful)  that  I  sent  in  nothmg  to  the  coBgrw" 
whatever,  vrith  or  without  a  name^  as  your  kHtWnp 
wen  knows.  AS  I  have  to  do  widi  it  is  with  s^ 
through  you ;  and  though  I,  of  course,  wioh  to  ssw 

the  audience,  I  do  assure  you  my  ftnrt  object  •  to 
comply  vrith  your  request,  and  in  so  doing  to  iho^  t^ 
sense  I  have  of  the  many  obligations  you  haveoos- 
ferred  upon  me. 

"Yours  ever, 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

«8epteBbsr97lh.lttl 
"I  beheve  thif  is  the  thirdscrawl  since  yesterday-' 
aU  about  epithets.  I  think  the  epithet  *inteDee^t 
won't  convey  the  meaning  I  intend;  and,  thoagfa  1 
hate  oompoimds,  for  the  present  I  witt  tiy  (coP  per- 
messo)  the  word  *  genna-gifled  patriarchs  of  our  hiet 
instead.  Johnson  has  *many-cok>ured  life/  a  co«- 
jjound— but  they  are  always  best  avoided.  Howefcr, 
it  is  the  only  one  in  ninety  lines,  but  wiD  be  happy  ^ 

*  At|ireient,«AsglafedthevolaBaedhlaM. 
'     t  This,  as  ftnaDj  alteied,  is 

lauBortal  vmmm,  emblaaonM  oe  oar  Una. 
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fpeiMV  to  a  better.  I  am  Mhamed  to  intnide  any 
MR  renenliraAoet  on  Lady  H. ,  or  letten  upon  70a ; 
hm  joa  aie,  fiartunately  for  me,  gifted  with  patieaoe 
B4r  loo  oliten  tried  bj 

**Yoiir,  &o.&c.'» 

LETTER  CL 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

•SeptenberSBtti^lSlS. 
*  WiD  this  do  better?  the  metaphor  ii  mose  com- 
Pfcie. 

TB  dowly  ebb^  Um  i  ffpent  Tokanic  1  ware. 


laias  titles  auurk'd  Uie  Mium'  frave^ 
V  Bol,  we  win  say  '  bamtng*  ivare,  and  inetead  of 
'hning  dime,*  m  the  fiae  tome  oonpleU  back, 
have*  Rowing.' 

la  WUdmad  determined  to  oaatrate  afl  my  eo- 
r  iMif  *    I  don't  lee  why  father  hooM  ihould 
he  ipnnd;  bemdea,  it  11  the  paUic,  who  ought  to 
;  and  you  recoDeet  Johnaon  wai  against 
of  Ricfa'a— but,  oertet,  I  am  not 

of  *  effects/  say  *  bbours'— *  degenerate' 
nl  do,  wink!  Mr  Betty  is  no  looger  a  babe,  there- 
ftre  the  liae  cannot  be  personal. 
■*WiHtbiado> 


ill 


nn  ehb^  the  Um  ^l  ttat  molten  §  vave.t 
aiih  *  gtowimg  dome,'  in  ease  you  prefer  *  burning' 
sdded  to  thia '  wmre^  metaphorical.  The  word  *  fiery 
pOar'  was  suggested  by  the  '  pillar  of  fire'  m  the 
fassk  of  Exodus,  winch  went  before  the  Israelites 
ihraiightheRedSea.  I  once  thought  of  saying*  like 
IbkI's  piBar,'  and  making  it  a  simile,  but  I  did  not 
ksow^— 4be  great  temptation  was  learing  the  epithet 
'  ioy*  for  the  supplementary  ware.  I  want  to  work 
ip  that  poasnge,  as  it  is  the  only  new  ground  us  pro- 
I^HJain  can  go  upon — 

TMs  Is  the  place  where,  if  ft  poet 
SfetaBdte  dsseription.  he  Bight  show  It 

If  1  part  with  die  possibility  of  a  future  conflagration, 
we  lessen  dttcompltment  to  Shakspeare.  Howerer, 
we  wAcfcB  mend  it  thus : 


to,  end  which,  in  iplte  of  all 
Us  eihrts  Co  iclafn  them,  were  omitted  by  the  Connaittee. 
nnthw: 

JK«f ,  Immr  ttttt,  the  Drwma  yH  deptare$ 
That  laU  At  delgn*d  Up  ciwisf  mptm  aU-fkmn, 
Wkm  mthmd  roan  fai  BMwora/*r  m  ktrat, 
Vw—  mmumamd,  tkt  iUti  mtut  eeme  <a  eomne, 
^fMi  dtme,  tk*  aUge  mmt  coiide$eend 
T»  Mocte  the  iteUy  taste  we  dare  not  mend. 
iW— f  mtt  mwjmdgrmfHt  $Momld  we  acgwiwcf, 
JmdgrmU/9  wtm  a»0r*  bf  Mkowimr  Urn, 
Ok,  riMS  yow  natfliaaiM  te  Dnm^'s  laws, 


•ngtpmUkfnlmbeiui'ertfatmdiigTmetd, 

t    Watoi  to  ana  recall    1 
M¥tm  I  iaie$  mtd  bruim  rtdnm  J  •  s 


a**  voloa  is  edioed  back  bj  oan. 
The  last  twiiiiot  bat  ooe  was  again  attend  inasabse- 


tkr  Mfi  fnmwtmmf  b^bt,from  btht  to  bnsU. 
t  The  fona  of  this  couplet,  as  printed,  Is  as  follows:- 
im  UaefcctfiV  asiMB  and  the  leoely  wan 
Uwvp'd  the  MaM^  realB,aDd  naffc'd  ber  Ml. 


Tea,  U  Shan  be-the  magic  of  that  asm. 

That  scorns  the  scythe  of  Tiaie,  the  torch  of  Flamo, 

Ob  the  same  q>ot,  &c.  &c. 

Hiere — the  deuce  is  in  it,  if  that  is  not  an  improre- 
ment  to  Whitbread's  content.    Recollect,  it  is  the 

*  name/  and  not  the  '  magic,'  that  has  a  nohie  coo- 
tempt  for  those  same  weapons.    If  it  were  the 

*  nmgic/  my  metaphor  wouM  be  somewhat  of  the 
ma)ddest.-«o  the  *  name' is  the  antecedent.  But,  my 
dear  tord,  your  patience  is  not  quite  so  hnmortal— 
therefore,  with  many  and  sincere  thanks,  I  am 

**  Yours  ever,  most  affectionately. 

**  P.  8.— I  foresee  there  will  be  charges  of  par- 
tiality in  the  papers;  but  you  know  I  sent  in  no 
Address,  and  glad  both  you  and  I  must  be  that  I  did 
not,  for,  in  that  case,  their  plea  had  been  plausible. 
I  doubt  the  Pit  wi&  be  testy ;  but  conscious  inno- 
cence (a  novel  and  pleasing  sensation)  makes  me 
bold.'* 

LETTER  CU. 

TO  LORD  HOUiAND. 

'SepteadmrSSfh. 

^  I  have  altered  the  middk  oouplet,  so  as  I  hope 
partly  to  do  away  With  W.'s  objection.  I  do  think, 
in  the  present  state  of  the  stage,  it  had  been  unpar* 
donable  ia  pam  over  the  horses  and  Miss  Mudie,  &c. 
As  Betty  is  no  longer  a  boy,  how  can  this  be  applied 
to  him?  He  is  now  to  be  judged  as  a  man.  If  he 
acu  still  Kke  a  boy,  the  public  vrill  but  be  more 
ashamed  of  their  blunder.  I  have,  you  see,  now 
taken  it  for  granted  that  these  thmgs  are  reformed. 
I  confess,  I  wish  that  port  of  the  Address  to  stand; 
but  if  W.  is  inexorable,  e'en  let  it  go.  I  have  also 
new-cast  the  lines,  and  softened  the  hint  of  future 
combustion,*  and  sent  Ihem  off  this  morning.  Will 
you  have  the  goodness  to  add,  or  insert,  the  ap- 
prwed  alterations  as  they  arrive  ?  They  *  come  Uke 
shadows,  so  depart;'  occupy  me,  and,  I  fear,  disturb 
you. 

^  Do  not  let  Mr  W.  put  his  Address  into  Elliston's 
hands  till  you  have  settled  on  these  alterations.  E. 
will  think  it  too  long : — much  depends  on  the  speak- 
ing. I  fear  it  vrill  not  bear  much  curtailing,  vvithout 
chasms  in  the  sense. 

**  It  is  certainly  too  kmg  in  the  reading ;  but  if  El- 
liston  exerts  himself,  such  a  fovourite  with  the  public 
win  not  be  thought  tedious.  /  should  think  it  so,  if 
ke  were  not  to  speak  it. 

"  Yours  ever,  &c. 

**  P.  S.—On  looking  again,  I  doubt  my  idea  of 
hoTing  obviated  W.'s  objection.  Td  the  other  House, 
allusion  is  a  *  non  sequitur*— but  I  wish  to  plead  for 
this  part,  because  the  thing  really  is  not  to  be  passed 
over.  Many  after-pieces  at  the  Lyceum  by  the  same 
eompanif  hare  ahready  attacked  this  *  Augean  Stabk* 
—and  Johnson,  in  his  prokigue  agamst  *  Lunh*  (the 
harlequin  manager.  Rich),—*  Hunt,'—*  Mahomet,' 
&c.  is  surely  a  foir  precedent.** 

*  It  had  been,  originany, 

TkoHgh  other  pike  may  rimk  im  JmtmreJImme, 
On  the  «aie  ipot,  te.  lee. 
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LETTER  cm. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

•September  89th,  1813. 

^  Shalupeare  oertainlj  ceased  to  reign  in  one  of 
his  kingdoms,  as  George  III  did  in  America  and 
George  IV  may  in  Ireland.*  Now,  we  have  nothing 
to  do  out  of  our  own  realms,  and  when  the  monarchy 
was  gone,  his  majesty  bad  but  a  barren  sceptre.  I 
have  cut  away,  you  will  see^  and  altered,  but  make 
it  what  yon  pkiiMe;  only  I  do  implore,  for  my  oum 
gratification,  one  lash  on  those  accursed  quadrupeds 
.  — *  a  kmg  shot.  Sir  Lucius,  if  you  lore  me. '  I  have 
altered  *  wave,'  &c.,  and  the  *  fire^*  and  so  forth,  for 
the  timid. 

"  Let  me  hear  from  you  when  oonrenient,  and  be- 
lieve me,  &c. 

^P.  S.— Do  let  that  stand,  and  cut  out  elsewhere. 
I  shall  chokei  if  we  must  overlook  their  d — d  mena- 
gerie." 

LETTER  CIV. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

•September  30th,  1812. 

^  I  send  you  the  most  I  can  make  of  it ;  for  I  am 
not  so  well  as  I  was,. and  find  I '  pall  in  resolution.' 

**  1  wish  much  to  see  you,  and  will  be  at  Tetbuiy 
by  twelve  on  Sftturday ;  and  from  thence  I  go  on  to 
Lord  Jersey^s.  It  is  impossible  not  to  allude  to  the 
degraded  state  of  the  Stage,  but  I  have  lightened  it, 
and  endeavoured  to  obviate  your  other  objections. 
There  is  a  new  couplet  for  Sheridan,  aDusive  to  his 
Monody.  AD  the  alterations  I  have  marked  thus  |  , 
as  you  win  see  by  comparison  with  the  other  copy. 
I  have  cudgelled  my  brains  with  the  greatest  willing- 
ness, and  only  wish  I  had  more  time  to  have  done 
better. 

**  You  win  find  a  sort  of  clap-trap  laudatory  couplet 
inserted  for  the  quiet  of  the  Committee,  and  I  have 
added,  towards  the  end,  the  couplet  you  were  pleased 
to  Mke.  The  whole  Address  is  seventy-three  lines,  sHU 
perhaps  too  long ;  and,  if  shortened,  you  wiU  save 
time,  but,  I  fear,  a  little  of  what  I  meant  for  sense 
also. 

**  With  myriads  of  thanks,  I  am  ever,  &c. 

**Afy  sixteenth  edition  of  respects  to  Lady  H. — 
How  ^e  must  laugh  at  all  this ! 

**  I  wish  Murray,  my  publisher,  to  print  off  some 
copies  as  soon  as  your  lordship  returns  to  town — it 
wUl  ensure  correctness  in  the  papers  afkerwards." 

LETTER  CV. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

Far  be  from  him  that  hour  which  aaks  in  vain 
Tears  such  as  flow  for  Garrick  in  his  strain ; 

-a  *»*' 

Fir  be  that  hoar  tint  vaialy  asks  in  tnm 

{  crowned  U*  \ 
wept  o'er  J  Oarrick's  nm. 

«Sept.»,I8». 
**  WiU  you  chuse  between  these  added  to  the  lines 

*  Some  obiection,  it  appears  from  this,  had  been  made  to 
the  piMSge,  *and  Shakspeare  ceased  to  reign r 


OM  Sheridan  ?  *  I  tUnk  th«y  wffl  wind  up  the  pane- 
gyric, and  agree  with  the  train  of  thought  preoediBg 
them. 

^  Now,  one  word  as  to  the  Conmittee— how  oould 
they  reoftlve  on  a  rough  oopy  of  an  Address  nerer  sent 
in,  unless  you  had  been  good  enough  to  retain  m 
memory,  or  on  paper,  the  thing  tliey  have  been  good 
enough  to  adopt  ?  By  the  by,  the  drciunstances  of 
the  case  should  make  the  Committee  less  *  aridu 
gkNris?,'  for  aU  praise  of  them  would  k)ok  pkigny  ta»- 
picious.  If  neoessaiy  to  be  stated  at  aU,  the  simple 
facts  bear  them  out.  They  surely  had  a  right  to  aa 
as  they  pleased.  My  sole  object  is  one  which,  I  trurt, 
my  whole  conduct  has  shown ;  viz.  that  I  did  nothiag 
insidious— sent  in  no  Address  icAo/rver— but,  ffben 
applied  to,  did  my  best  for  them  and  mywlf ;  bat 
above  aU,  that  there  was  no  undue  partislity,  whicfa 
win  be  what  the  rejected  witt  endeavour  to  makeont 
Fortunately — siost  fortunate^r— I  sent  in  no  fines  as 
the  occasioD.  For  I  am  sure  that  had  they,  in  that 
case,  been  preferred,  it  would  have  been  asserted 
that  /was  known,  and  awed  the  preference  to  printe 
firieadship.  This  is  what  we  shatt  probaUj  hare  to 
encounter,  but,  if  once  spoken  and  approred,  we 
shaVt  be  much  embarrassed  by  their  briffisBt  cod- 
jeotures,  and  as  to  criticism,  an  old  author,  like  an  old 
buU,  grows  cooler  (or  ought)  at  eveiy  baiting. 

*'  The  only  thing  would  be  to  av<^  a  partj  os  tbe 
night  of  delivery--«fterwardB,  the  more  tbe  better, 
and  the  whole  transaction  inevitably  tends  to  a  good 
deal  of  discussion.  Murray  teUs  me  there  are 
myriads  of  ironical  Addreves  ready,— msw,  m.  iwta- 
tioD  of  what  is  caHed  my  tiyle.  U  they  are  as  good 
as  the  Probationary  Odea,  or  Hawkins's  Pipe  of 
Tobacoo,  it  will  not  l>e  bad  Am  for  the  imitated. 

**Ever,«tc» 

LETTER  CVI. 

TO  LORD  HOLLAND. 

•October  tnn 

'*  A  copy  of  this  tliUdUered  is  sent  by  the poit, 
but  this  win  arrive  first.  It  must  be  'hunUer - 
*  yet  aspiring '  does  away  the  modesty,  and,  after  aD, 
truth  it  truth.  Besides,  there  is  a  puff  direct  altered, 
to  please  yoiur  plaguy  renters. 

*'  I  shaU  be  at  Tetbury  by  13  or  1— but  send  (b* 
for  you  to  ponder  over.  There  are  seversl  little 
things  marked  thus  /  altered  for  your  perusal  I  have 
dismounted  the  cavaby,  and,  I  hope,  amaged  lo 
your  general  satisfaction.  **  Ever,  Sec." 

**  At  Tetbuiy  by  noon.— I  hope,  after  it  is  sent) 
there  wiU  be  no  more  elisions.  It  is  not  now  «o 
long— 73  lines— two  less  than  aUotted.  I  will  alter 
an  Committee  objections,  but  I  hope  yon  won't 
permit  EtUston  to  have  any  voioe  whateverr-«x<^ 
in  speaking  it." 

The  time  comprised  m  this  series  of  letters  to  Lord 
HoUand,— which,  as  being  exclusively  on  one  sub- 
ject, I  have  thought  it  fight  to  give  without  inter- 
ruption,— Lord  Byron  passed,  for  the  most  part,  at 
Cheltenham;  and  during  the  same  period,  the  fill- 
bwing  letters  to  other  correspondents  were  written. 

*  These  addMl  lines,  as  naj  be  seen  Iqr  reteence  to  the 
printed  Addrsas,  were  not  retained. 
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LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


LETTER  CVII. 


to  MB  MURRAY. 


•  Hlch-streot,  Cheltenham,  Sept.  5<h,  1819. 
"  Plaj  bare  the  goodnen  to  aend  those  dispatches, 
ttd  a  Na  of  CbeEdinbuigh  Review  with  the  rest.  I 
fcope  joa  have  written  to  Mr  Thompson,  thanked 
&n iiB7  wune  for  his  present,  and  told  him  that 
I  lUn  be  inly  happj  to  comply  with  his  request.— 
How  do  jou  go  on  ?  and  wh«i  is  the  gnven  image, 
*wiih  bajfs  and  wicked  rhyme  upcn'W  to  grace,  or 
A^giBoe,  aooie  of  our  tardy  editions? 

" Scad  me  *  Rokeby.'  Who  the  devil  is  he?— no 
■alter,  be  has  good  connexions,  and  will  be  well  in- 
tndnced.  I  thank  you  for  your  inquiries :  I  am  so 
•0,  but  oiy  tbennometer  is  sadly  below  the  poetical 
paint.  What  will  you  give  me  or  mine  for  a  poem  of 
HI  CmaUm  [%Bhen  eompltte—no  rhyme,  no  reoom- 
peve},  as  like  the  last  two  as  I  can  make  them  ?    I 

t  tome  ideas  that  one  day  may  be  imbodied,  and 

rinlcr  I  shall  have  much  leisure. 

P.  8.— W[y  bst  question  is  m  the  true  style  of 
Grab-street ;  but,  like  Jeremy  Diddler,  I  only  *  ad 
fcrisfrnsatkn.'— Send  me  Adair  on  Diet  and  Regi- 
■en,  just  republished  by  Ridgway ." 

LETTER  CVra. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

« Cheltenham,  Sept.  I4>  1812. 

"  The  paroeb  contained  some  letters  and  verae^, 
ai  (hot  one)  anonymous  and  complimentary,  and  very 
aaxioas  for  my  oonvernon  from  certain  infidelities 
isto  wUefa  mj  good-natured  correspondents  conceive 
me  to  have  fiedlen.  The  books  were  presents  of  a 
eemtriiUe  kind.  Ako,  *  Christian  Knowledge*  and 
the 'Bioscope,  a  religious  Dial  of  Life  expkuned  ;'— 
aad  to  the  aothor  of  the  former  (Cadell,  publisher),  I 
hegyoa  w3l  forward  my  beet  thanks  for  his  letter,  his 
FRseut,  and,  above  all,  his  good  intentions.  The 
^BiDseopeT  cQQiained  a  MS.  copy  of  very  exceflent 
venea,  fomi  whom  I  know  not,  but  evidently  the 
amapoaitioa  ef  some  one  in  the  habit  of  writing,  and 
of  writing  weD.  I  do  not  know  ifhe  be  the  author  of 
the  'Bioaoc^Je'  which  accompanied  them ;  but  who- 
ever he  is,  if  yon  can  dtsoover  him,  thank  him  from 
me  BBOst  heartily.  The  other  letters  were  from  ladies, 
who  are  wdcome  to  convert  me  when  they  please; 
ad  if  I  caa  disoover  them,  and  th^  be  young,  as 
they  say  they  are,  I  could  convinoe  them  perhaps  of 
m  devotioB.  I  had  also  a  fetter  from  Mr  Walpole 
oa  matters  of  tUs  world,  vrhieh  I  have  answered. 

**8o  ysQ  are  Loden's  puUtsher?  I  am  promimd 
aa  isterview  with  him,  sod  think  I  shaO  adc  yon  for 
a  letter  of  introdaction,  as  *  the  gods  have  made  him 
poeticaL'  From  whom  could  it  come  vrith  a  better 
gnee  than  from  his  publisher  and  mine?  Is  it  not 
Mmewhat  treasonable  in  you  to  have  to  do  with  a  re- 
Isiife  of  the  'direful  foe,'  as  the  Morning  Post  calls 
his  brother? 

*  But  my  book  on  <Diet  and  Regimen,'  where  is 
it?  I  tUist  Cor  Scott's  Rokeby ;  let  me  have  your 
fent-begotten  copy.  The  Anti-Jaoobm  Review  is  all 
Tciy  wei,  and  not  a  bit  worse  than  the  Quarterly, 
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and  at  least  les  harmless.  By  the  by,  have  you 
secured  my  books?  I  want  aH  the  Reviews,  at  least 
the  critiques,  quarter^,  monthly,  &c.,  Portuguese 
and  Ens^  extracted,  and  bound  up  in  one  volume 
forms  old  age;  and  pmy,  sort  my  Romaic  books, 
and  get  the  volumes  lent  to  Mr  Hobhouse— he  has 
had  them  now  a  long  time.  If  any  thing  occurs,  you 
wiU  &vourme  witha  Une,  and  in  wmter  we  shall  be 
nearer  neighbours. 

**  P-  S.— I  was  applied  to,  to  write  the  Addrem  for 
Drnry-lane,  but  the  moment  I  heard  of  the  contest,  I 
gave  up  the  idea  of  contending  against  all  Grub- 
Street,  and  threw  a  few  thoughu  on  the  subject  mto 
the  fire.  I  did  this  out  of  respect  to  you,  being  sure 
you  would  have  tuned  off  any  of  your  authors  who 
had  entered  the  lists  with  such  scurvy  competitors. 
To  triumph  would  have  been  nogloiy;  and  to  have 
been  defeated— 'sdeathl— I  would  have  choked  my- 
self, like  Otvray,  with  a  quartern  loaf;  so  remeinber 
I  had,  and  have,  nothing  to  do  with  it,  upon  my 
honottr!'* 

LETTER  CIX. 

TO  MR  WILLIAM  BANILS. 

«  Cheltenham,  September  S8th,  1812. 
*<lfY  DBAR  BANU, 

*^\Vhen  you  point  out  to  one  how  people  can  be 
intimate  at  the  distance  of  some  seventy  leagues,  I 
win  plead  guilty  to  your  charge,  and  accept  your 
fiuewell,  but  not  untUngfy^  dU  you  give  me  some 
better  reason  than  my  silence,  which  merely  pro- 
ceeded from  a  notion  founded  on  your  ovm  declara- 
tion of  oldy  that  you  hated  writing  and  receiving  let- 
ters. Besides,  how  was  I  to  find  out  a  man  of  many 
residences?  If  I  had  addressed  you  novoy  it  had  been 
to  your  borough,  where  I  must  have  conjectured  you 
were  amongst  your  constituents.  So  now,  in  despite 
of  Mr  N.  and  Lady  W.,  you  shall  be  as  •  much  better* 
as  the  Hexham  post-office  will  allow  me  to  make 
you.  ^  I  do  assure  you  I  am  much  indebted  to  you  for 
thinking  of  me  at  aD,  and  can't  spare  you  even  from 
amongst  the  superabundance  of  friends  with  whom 
you  suppose  me  surrounded. 

^You  heard  that  Newstead*  is  sold— the  sum 
^140,000;  sixty  to  remain  in  mortgage  on  the  estate 
for  three  years,  paying  interest,  of  course.  Roch- 
dale is  also  Ukely  to  do  well— so  my  vrorldly  matters 
are  mending.  I  have  been  here  some  tinae  drinking 
the  vratera,  simply  because  there  are  vraters  io  diink, 
and  they  are  very  medicinal,  and  sufficiently  disgust- 
mg.  In  a  fisw  days  I  set  out  for  Lord  Jersey's,  but 
return  here,  where  I  am  quite  akme,  go  out  very 
little,  and  eiqoy  in  its  fuHot  extent  the  <doke  fti 
niente.'  What  you  are  about,  I  cannot  guess,  even 
from  your  date;  not  dauncing  to  the  sound  of  the 
gitourney  in  the  HbUs  of  the  Lowthers?  one  of  whom 
is  here,  iU,poor  thmg,  with  a  phthisic.    I  heard  that 

*  «Esi1y  in  the  antnmn  of  I8U.»  mji  Mr  DsHsf,  *'he 
told  me  that  he  wai  urged  by  his  nuun  of  bniioeM,  snd  that 
Newftead  m««I  be  told."  It  was  aecordiuf I7  bron^t  to 
the  hammer  at  OarrawayX  bnt  not,  at  that  time,  sold, 
only  £00,000  bebif  offered  for  It.  The  private  sale  to  which 
he  allodet  in  this  letter  took  place  soon  after^Mr  Clangh- 
ton,  tlie  acent  for  Mr  Leigh,  being  the  purchaser.  It  was 
never,  however,  for  reasons  which  we  shall  see,  completed. 
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you  passed  through  here  (at  the  sordid  inn  where  I 
irst  alighted),  the  reiy  daj  before  I  aniTed  in  these 
parts.  We  had  a  rerj  pleaaanftset  here;  at  first  the 
Jerseys^  Melboumes,  Cowpers,  and  Hollands,  but  all 
gone ;  and  the  only  persons  I  know  are  the  Hawdons 
and  Oxfords,  with  some  later  acquaintances  of  less 
brilliant  descent. 

^'But  I  do  not  trouble  them  much ;  and  as  for  your 
rooms  and  your  assemblies,  '  they  are  not  dreamed 
of  in  our  philosophy !  T— Did  you  read  of  a  sad  acci- 
dent in  the  Wye  t'other  dayf  a  dozen  drowned,  and 
Mr  Rossoe,  a  corpulent  gentleman,  preserved  by  a 
boat-hook  or  an  eel-spear,  begged,  when  he  hcnrd 
his  wife  was  saved — iio^-4o9t — to  be  thrown  in  again !  1 
•'-as  if  he  could  not  have  thrown  himself  in,  had  he 
wished  it;  but  this  passes  for  a  trait  of  sensibility. 
What  strange  beings  men  are,  m  and  out  of  the  Wye ! 

**  I  have  to  adc  you  a  thousand  pardons  for  not 
fulfilling  some  orders  before  I  left  town;  but  if  you 
knew  all  the  cursed  entanglements  I  had  to  wade 
through,  it  would  be  unneoessaiy  to  beg  your  forgive- 
ness.—When  win  Parliament  (the  new  one)  meet? 
— in  sixty  days,  on  account  of  Ireland,  I  presume : 
the  Irish  election  will  demand  a  longer  period  for 
completion  than  the  constitutional  aflotment.  Yours, 
of  course,  is  safe,  and  all  your  side  of  the  question. 
Salamanca  is  the  ministerial  watchword,  and  all  vrill 
go  wen  with  you.  I  hope  you  wSi  speak  more  fre- 
quently ;  I  am  sure  at  least  you  ought^  and  it  wiU  be 
expected.  I  see  Portman  means  to  stand  again* 
Good  night. 

**  Ever  yours,  most  aflfectionBtely, 

LETTER  ex. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

'CheUenhasB,  Sept  97th,  1819. 

"  I  sent  in  no  Address  whatever  to  the  Committee ; 
but  out  of  nearly  one  hundred  (this  is  confidaUiali, 
none  have  been  deemed  worth  acceptance ;  and.  in 
consequence  of  their  tubtequeiU  application  tomf,  I 
have  written  a  prok>gue,  which  hat  been  received, 
and  w31  be  spoken.  The  MS.  is  now  in  the  hands 
ofLordHoUand. 

**  I  write  this  merely  to  say,  that  (however  it  m 
received  by  the  audience)  you  vrin  publish  it  in  the 
next  edition  of  Chflde  Harold ;  and  I  only  beg  you  at 
present  to  keep  my  name  secret  tiU  you  hear  further 
from  me,  and  as  soon  as  possible  I  wish  you  to  have 
a  correct  copy,  to  do  vrith  as  you  think  proper. 

^P.S.— I  shouM  wish  a  few  copies  printed  oflF 
before,  that  the  newspaper  copies  may  be  correct 
after  the  deHoery.*^ 

LETTER  CXI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

'Oheltmham.  Oct  Utb.  1819. 
**  I  have  a  very  ttrtmg  olo'ectwn  to  the  engraving 
of  the  portrait,!  and  request  that  it  may,  on  no 

«  A  mode  of  liffMihuv  he  freqaently  adopted  at  this  time. 

t  A  miniatore  by  Sanden.    Beaidefl  this  miniataiv, 

Sanders  had  alao  painted  a  fUl-length  ofhia  lordship,  from 


account,  be  prefixed;  but  let  aU  the  proofs  be  bnrat, 
and  the  plate  broken.  I  vriU  be  at  the  expense  which 
has  been  incuned;  it  is  but  foir  that /should,  since 
I  cannot  permit  the  publication.  I  beg,  as  a  parti- 
cular favour,  that  you  vriU  toseno  time  in  having  this 
done,  for  which  I  have  reasons  that  I  wiB  state  when 
I  see  you.  Foigive  afl  the  trouble  I  have  occuioned 
you. 

**  I  have  received  no  account  of  the  reception  cf  the 
Address,  but  see  it  is  vituperated  in  the  papers, 
which  does  not  much  embarrass  an  oUauthor.  I  kare 
it  to  your  own  judgment  to  add  it,  or  not,  to  your 
next  edition  when  required.  Pray,  omplj  ttnetig 
with  my  wiriies  as  to  the  engraving,  and  beJieie 
me,  &c. 

" P.S.— Favour  me  with  an  amwer,  as  I  shall 
not  be  eaqr  tiU  I  hear  that  the  proofe,  tec,  are 
destroyed.  I  hear  that  the  SaHriti  has  reviewed 
ChiMe  Harold,  m  what  manner  I  need  not  ask;  but 
I  wihh  to  know  if  the  old  personalities  are  reviredr 
I  have  a  better  reason  for  asking  this  than  say  that 
merely  concerns  myself;  but  in  puMioalionaof  that 
kind,  others,  particuhrly  female  names,  are  loae- 
times  introduced." 

LETTER  CXn. 

TO  IXmD  H0LLA1«D. 

m  Cheltenham.  Oct.  Mtb,  VM. 
''MY  DEAR  LORD, 

**  I  perceive  that  the  papers,  yea,  even  Peny's,  we 
somewhat  ruffled  at  the  injudicious  preference  of  the 
Committee.  Mj  friend  Peny  has,  indeed,  *cliM 
Brute'-d  me  rather  scurvily,  for  vrfaich  I  will  mm 
him,  for  the  M.  C,  the  next  epigram  Iscribble,  aia 
token  of  my  fuU  forgiveness. 

''Do  the  Committee  mean  to  entor  into noespk- 
nation  of  their  proceeding!  You  must  see  there  ii 
a  leaning  towaixb  a  charge  of  partiality.  You  wiB, 
at  least,  acquit  me  of  aqy  great  anxiety  to  peak 
myself  before  so  mai^  elder  and  better  anooyiiom, 
to  whom  the  90  guineas  (which  I  take  Ukbe  shoot 
two  thousand  pounds  Book  currency)  and  the  hoooor 
would  have  been  equaUy  welcome.  '  Honour,'  I  n«i 
'  hath  no  skitt  in  paragraph-writing.' 

"Iwish  to  know  how  it  wentoff  at  the  secosd 
reading,  and  whether  any  one  has  had  the  giwx  to 
give  it  a  glance  of  approbation.  I  have  seen  no  psp^ 
but  Perry's,  and  two  Sunday  ones.  Periy  is  tertn, 
and  the  others  silent.  If,  however,  you  and  your  Cob»- 
mittee  are  not  now  dissatisfied  vrith  your  own  judg- 
ments, I  shaU  not  much  embarrass  myself  about  the 
brittiant  remaiks  of  the  journals.  My  own  opioid 
upon  it  is  what  it  always  was,  perhaps  pretty  near 
that  of  the  public. 

"Bdieve  me,  my  dear  hird,  &c  &C. 

"RS.— tay  best  respects  to  Lady  H.,  wlw« 
smiles  wiU  be  veiy  consohOory,  even  at  this  dif 
tance." 

which  the  portrait  prefixed  to  this  work  it  enrared.  I" 
reference  to  the  latter  picture.  Lord  Bjrm  mjtr  »■  yj^ 
to  Mr  Rogers.  «If  yoa  think  Uie  plctwe  yen  WW  si  ■"• 
raya  worth  your  acceptance,  it  is  joura :  and  jm^n  f^ 


^glwtox 


on  it,  if  yon  like.* 
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;letter  cxni. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 


I.  Oct.  I8th,  1812. 

^  Wm  yoa  haTethe  goodness  to  get  this  Pftrody  of 
apeedw  load*  {hr  iSi  the  first  tines  are  Butby't 
estire)  inserted  in  seYenl  of  the  papers  {wrreetfy — 
SDd  eopied  eorrtdfy ;  my  hand  is  difficult) — ^particu- 
kriy  the  Morning  CSmmtde?  Tell  Mr  Perry  1  for- 
firehinaJIIiehas  said,  and  may  say  against  n^  Mf- 
inu,  bat  he  will  allow  me  to  dc«l  with  the  doctor — 
{mMSmUermm  partem) — and  not  betraif  me.  I  cannot 
lUak  what  has  befallen  Bfr  Perry,  for  of  yore  we  were 
fcty  ffood  fnends;— but  no  matter,  only  get  this  in- 


I  have  a  poem  on  Waltsing  for  you,  of  which  I 
yo«  a  present ;  but  it  most  be  anonymous.    It 
m  the  old  style  of  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Re- 


«*  P.S. — ^Wlth  the  next  edition  of  Childe  Harold 
yoa  may  print  the  first  fifi^  or  a  hundred  opening 
Eaes  of  die  '  Curse  of  Sfinerra,'  down  to  the  couplet 


Mortal  (*t  wu  thus  she  ipake),  flu. 
,  the  BMBient  the  Satin  begins,  there  you 
{is  the  best  part** 

LETTER  CXIV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«Oct.l9,1811. 

thanks,  but  I  matt  pay  the  damage,  and 
I  jron  to  teD  me  the  amount  for  the  en- 
I  think  die  *  Rejected  Addresses' by  br 
Ae  bait  ^kmg  of  the  kind  since  the  RoQiad,  and  wish 
fw  had  pdbGriied  them.  Tdl  the  author  '  I  forgive 
ka,  were  he  twenty  times  over  a  satirist;'  and  think 
hii  ^■"•■♦mim  not  at  all  inferior  to  the  famous  ones  of 
HawfcM  Browne.  He  must  be  a  man  of  reiy  lively 
wit,  ami  leas  scuniknis  than  wits  often  are :  alto- 
gether, I  Tcsy  much  aAnire  the  peiformance,  and 
wUh  it  al  sooeesa.  Hie  SaHrist  has  taken  a  new 
taoe,  as  yoa  will  see:  we  hare  now,  I  think,  finished 
widiCUdeOuold'scritics.  IbsfemkmdtLSaUrt 
om  WoMnag,  which  you  must  publish  anonymously ; 
it  ■  BOt  JsB^,  not  quite  two  hundred  lines,  but  will 
^ike  a  Tety  small  boarded  pamphlet.  In  a  few  days 
joasfaaflhaTeit. 

M  p.  S.— The  editor  of  the  SaJMA  ought  to  ,be 
Aaaked  far  hia  revocation;  it  is  done  handsomely, 
dier  lie  yean'  waifare.** 

•  flMiiy  fbe  AAlre«es  MOt  faito  the  Drary-lane  Con- 
■Ittyp  wM  one  by  Dr  Biubjr*  entitled  a  Monok«ae,  of 
«lich  the  ftro^y  was  encloted  hi  this  letter.  A  ibort 
•pedsMaer  this  trifle  win  be  ralBcieat.  The  Ibnr  flnt  lines 
«r  the  DactoTs  Address  are  as  follows  :— 


Wtac  are  Ike  prodlglet  dKir  cunot  do? 
A  Mkfk  EdiflM  yoa  bere  Mirrej, 
Shot  fkam  iha  ratacor  te  oiher  day ! 

Wbkk  vevMS  sre  thas  ridkvled,  unnecessarily,  in  the 


IteLiifdl 

«*AaMdMtMo 


Vint  it  writ  by  Loid  iuowt  who. 
ologae  yoa  bare  Murey,** 
■    «  other  day.*' 


LETTER   CXV. 


TO  MR  MURRAY. 


«0et.8.l8tt. 

«  Thanks,  as  usual.  You  go  on  bokUy ;  but  have 
a  care  of  ghdHaq  the  public,  who  hare  l^  this  time 
had  enough  of  Childe  Harold.  *  Waltsing'  shall  be 
prepared.  It  ia  rather  abore  two  hundred  lines, 
with  an  introductory  Letter  to  the  Publisher.  I 
think  of  publishing,  with  Chihle  Harold,  the  opening 
lines  of  the  *  Curse  of  Minenra,'  as  far  as  the  first 
speech  of  PhOas,— because  some  of  the  readers  like 
that  part  better  than  aqy  I  have  ever  written ;  and  as 
it  containa  nothing  to  afiect  the  subject  of  the  subse- 
quent portion,  it  win  find  a  place  as  a  Detcriptire 
Fragmmi, 

"  The  phi€  is  hroken  ?  between  ounclres,  it  was 
unlike  the  picture ;  and  besides,  upon  the  whole,  the 
frontispiece  of  an  author's  visage  is  but  a  paltry  ex- 
hibition. At  an  erents,  tkit  Would  have  been  no  re- 
commendation to  the  book.  I  am  sure  Sanders  would 
not  hare  navwed  the  engraving.  Qy  the  by,  the 
picture  may  remain  with  yoM  or  hhn  (which  you 
please,)  tiU  my  return.  The  one  of  two  remaiaing 
copies  is  at  your  service  tiU  I  can  give  you  a  better ; 
the  other  must  be  homed  perempUriiy,  Again,  do 
not  forget  that  I  have  an  account  with  you,  and  that 
this  is  inchtded.  I  give  ypu  too  much  trouble  to 
allow  you  to  mcur  expente  also. 

**  You  best  know  how  fer  this  '  Address  riot'  will 
affect  the  future  sale  of  Childe  Harold.  I  like  the 
volume  of  '  Rejected  Addresses'  better  and  better. 
The  other  parody  which  Perry  has  received  is  mine 
abo  (I  believe.)  It  is  Dr  Busby's  speech  versified. 
You  are  removing  to  Albemarle-street,  I  find,  and  I 
r^ice  that  we  shan  be  nearer  neighbours.  I  am 
going  to  Lord  Oxford's,  but  letters  here  wiU  be  for- 
warded. When  at  leisure,  all  communications  from 
you  win  be  wiUingly  received  by  the  humblest  o( 
your  scribes.  Did  Mr  Ward  write  the  Review  of 
HomeTooke's  Life  in  the  Quarteriy  F  it  is  exceUent.*^ 

LETTER  CXVI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•Cheltenhsm,  November  21 ,  1819. 
**  On  my  return  here  from  Lord  Oxford's,  I  found 
your  obliging  note,  and  wiU  thank  you  to  retain  the 
letters,  and  any  otfier  subsequent  ones  to  the  same 
address,  tiU  I  arrive  in  town  to  claim  them,  which 
win  probably  be  in  a  few  days.  I  have  in  charge  a 
curious  and  very  bug  MS.  poem,  written  by  Lord 
Brooke  (the  yWnuf  (of  Sir  Philip  Sidney),  which  I 
wish  to  submit  to  the  inspection  of  Mr  Oifibrd,  with 
the  fottowing  queries :— first,  whether  it  has  ever 
been  published,  and,  secondly  (if  not),  whether  it  is 
worth  publication  ?  It  is  from  Lord  Oxfiord's  libraiy, 
and  must  have  escaped  or  been  overiooked  amongst 
theMSS.of  theHaikianMisceUany.  The  writing  is 
Lord  Brooke's,  except  a  d^rent  hand  towards  the 
ckwe.  It  is  very  long,  and  in  the  six-line  stanxa.  It 
is  not  for  me  to  haxartl  an  opinion  upon  its  merits ; 
but  I  would  take  the  liberty,  if  not  too  troublesome, 
to  submit  it  to  BIr  Gifibrd's  judgment,  which,  from  i 
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his  excellent  edition  of  Maaamger,  I  should  conceire 
to  be  as  decislfe  on  the  writings  of  that  age  as  on 
those  of  our  own. 

"  Now  for  a  less  agreeable  and  important  topic. — 
How  came  Mr  Mae-Somebody,  without  consulting 
you  or  me,  to  prefix  the  Addrns  to  his  Tdume*  5 

*  Dejected  Addresses?'  Is  not  this  somewhat  lar- 
cenous r  I  think  the  ceremonj  of  leare  might  have 
been  asked,  though  I  have  no  objection  to  the  thing 
itself;  and  leave  the  '  hundred  and  eleven'  to  tire 
themselves  with  '  base  comparisons.'  I  should 
think  the  ingenuous  public  tolerably  sick  of  the  sub- 
ject, and,  except  the  Parodies,  I  have  not  interfered, 
nor  shall ;  indeed  I  did  not  know  that  Dr  Busby  had 
published  his  Apologetical  Letter  and  Postscript,  or 
I  should  have  recalled  them.  But  I  confess  I  looked 
upon  his  conduct  in  a  diflerent  light  before  its  ap- 
pearance. I  see  some  mountebank  has  taken  Alder- 
man Birch's  name  to  vituperate  Dr  Busby ;  he  had 
much  better  have  pilfered  his  pastiy,  which  I  should 
imagine  the  more  valuable  ingredient— at  least  for  a 
puff.— Pray  secure  me  a  copy  of  WoodfiUI's  new 
Junius,  and  believe  me,  etc." 

LETTER  CXVII. 

TO  MR  WILLIAM  BANKB8. 

•Decembers. 
"  Hie  multitude  of  your  recommendations  has 
already  superseded  my  humble  endeavours  to  be  of 
use  to  you,  and,  indeed,  most  of  my  principal  friends 
are  returned.  Leake  from  Joannina,  Canning  and 
Adair  from  the  city  of  the  Faitliful,  and  at  Smyrna  no 
letter  is  necessaiy,  as  the  consuls  are  always  williiig 
to  do  eveiy  thing  for  personages  of  respectability.  I 
have  sent  you  three,  one  to  Gibraltar,  which,  though 
of  no  great  necessity,  will,  perhaps,  put  you  on  a 
more  intimate  footing  with  a  very  pleasant  ftunily 
there.  You  will  very  soon  find  out  that  a  man  of 
any  consequence  has  veiy  little  occasion  for  any 
letters  but  to  ministers  and  bankers,  and  of  them 
you  have  already  plenty,  I  will  be  sworn. 

"  It  is  by  no  means  improbable  that  I  shaD  go  in 
the  spring,  and  if  you  will  fix  any  place  of  rendezvous 
about  August,  I  will  write  or  join  you.— When  in 
Albania,  I  wish  you  wouU  mquire  after  Dervise 
Tahiri  and  Vascillie  (or  Basil),  and  make  my  re- 
spects to  the  viziers,  both  there  and  in  the  Morea. 
If  you  mention  my  name  to  Suleyman  of  Thebes,  I 
think  it  will  not  hurt  you ;  if  I  had  my  dragoman,  or 
wrote  Turkish,  I  could  have  given  you  letters  of  reai 
service;  but  to  the  English  they  are  hardly  requi- 
site, and  the  Greeks  themselves  can  be  of  little  ad- 
vantage. Liston  you  know  already,  and  I  do  not,  as 
he  was  not  then  minister.  Mind  you  visit  Ephesus 
and  the  Troad,  and  let  me  hear  from  you  when  you 
please.  I  believe  G.  Forresti  is  now  at  Yanina, 
but  if  not,  whoever  is  there  will  be  too  happy  to 
assist  you.  Be  particular  about  firwuums;  never 
aDow  yourself  to  be  bullied,  for  you  are  better  pro- 
tected in  Turkey  than  any  where;  trust   not    the 

*  "The  OennlBe  R^ected  Addrenei,  pre«en(ed  to  the 
Coounittee  of  MMugement  for  Dmry-lane  Theatre ;  pre- 
ceded by  that  written  by  Lord  Bjron  and  adopted  by  the 
Oonittee  .•.-pabUSbed  by  B.  H*MUIan. 


Greeks;  and  take  some  Imimocfrmef  for  presents— 
watches,  pistols,  &c.  ike,  to  the  Beys  and  Pachas. 
If  you  find  one  Demetrius,  at  Athens  or  elsewhere, 
I  can  recommend  him  as  agood  dragoman.  I  hope 
to  join  you,  however;  but  you  will  find  swarm  of 
English  now  in  the  Levant. 

"  Believe  me,  &c.*' 

LETTER  CXVm. 

TO  MB  M17BEAY. 

«Febniaf790eh,l81S. 

**  In  '  Horace  in  London,'  I  perceive  some  staaau 
on  Lord  Elgin,  in  which  (waving  the  kind  compli- 
ment to  myselT)  I  heartily  concur.  1  wish  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  Mr  Smith's  acquaintance,  as  I  ooaU 
communicate  the  curious  anecdote  you  read  ia  Mr 
T.'s  letter.  If  he  would  like  it,  he  can  have  the  nh- 
stance  for  his  second  edition ;  if  not,  I  shall  add  it  to 
our  next,  though  I  think  we  akeady  have  enough  of 
Lord  Elgin. 

**  What  I  have  read  of  this  woik  seems  adminUr 
done.  My  praise,  however,  is  not  much  worth  die 
author's  having ;  but  you  may  thank  him  in  mj  naoie 
for  his.  The  idea  is  new— we  have  excellent  isuta- 
tions  of  th6  Satires,  &c.,  by  P<^;  bat  I  remeiiiber 
but  one  imitative  Ode  in  his  works,  and  new  aoj 
where  eke.  I  can  hardly  suppose  that  they  hsm 
lost  any  fiune  l^  the  fate  of  the  Jrnce;  but  even 
should  this  be  the  case,  the  present  publicatioD  wiD 
again  place  them  on  their  pinnacle. 

**  Vours,  fee.' 

It  has  aheady  been  stated  that  the  pecnnisiy  np- 
plies,  which  he  found  it  necessary  to  raise  onarriTing 
at  majority,  were  procured  for  him  on  niinoo^y 
usurious  terms-t  To  some  transactions  cooDeded 
with  this  sul^ect,  the  foUowing  characteristic  letter 
refers. 

LETTER  CX,IX. 

TO  MR  R00BB8. 

«  March  3Btfc,lSU. 
**  I  encose  you  a  <lnH  for  the  usurious  iatere^ 
due  to  Lord**'8  protig^; — ^I  also  ooold  wish  j«i 
would  state  thus  much  for  me  to  his  lordihip. 
Though  the  transaction  speaks  phun]y  in  itself  for 
the  borrower's  folly  and  the  lender's  usury,  it  nerer 
was  my  intention  ia  quash  the  d«nand,  as  I  kgslhi 
might,  nor  to  withhold  payment  of  prindpsl,  or, 
perhaps,  even  tmiauz/u/  interest.     You  know  whst  I 

*  In  tbe: Ode  entitled  «Tbe  Parthenon,*  Minem  tksi 
•peak«: 

All  who  behold  my  mudUted  pile 
Shall  bnod  lu  ravaycr  with  clanlc  nfe ; 
And  aoon  a  dtled  bard  fhun  Brilmlo*s  isle 
Thy  country's  priiK  and  nidhigv  th&ll  enfftffe, 
And  Are  with  Athen'k  wrongs  aa  angry  age ! 

HonetinLimim 

T  is  i«id  that  penons  Ihflnr  on  annalliea 
Are  longer  liT'd  than  others,— Ood  knows  why, 

Unless  to  plague  the  grantors,-^!  so  true  It  1^ 
That  some,  I  really  diink,  d»  wner  die. 

Of  any  creditor*,  die  wont  a  Jew  It  to; 
And  IA«< 's  their  mode  of  fandsUog  supply : 

f  n  my  yoong  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way, 

WUch  I  found  very  troaUesome  le  pay.  . 

Don  Jnm,  C«ml»  It. 
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BS  been,  and  what  it  is.  I  haTe 
futed  widi  an  estate  (which  has  been  in  my  fiunily 
fv  mai^y  three  hundred  yean,  and  was  nerer  dis- 
ineed  by  being  in  possession  of  a  Imoyer^  a  chtrtk" 
or  a  wmtm,  during  that  period),  to  liquidate 
te  and  simihu'  demands;  and  the  payment  of  the 
e  m  stiD  withheld,  and  may  be,  perhaps,  for 
yean.  If,  tfaerefiore,  I  am  under  the  necessity  of 
those  penoDs  locti  for  their  money  (which, 
the  tenns,  they  can  afford  to  sufier),  it  is 


Wben  I  arriTed  atm^ority  in  1809, 1  o&red  my 

•eeority  on  legal  interest,  and  it  was  refused. 

JVmp,  I  win  not  accede  to  this.    This  man  I  may 

kare  sees,  but  I  hare  no  recollection  of  the  names  of 

uties  but  the  agenU  and  the  securities.    The 

Ht  I  can,  it  is  assuredly  my  mtention  to  pay  my 

Hiis person's  case  may  be  a  hard  one;  but, 

al  circmiistanoes,  what  is  mine?    I  could  not 

fanju.  that  the  purdiaser  of  my  estate  was  to  de- 

■vinpajiiigfbriL 

"laMgiadit  h^penstobe'inmypower  sofiurto 

eoBBodate  mj  f  sneHte,  and  only  wish  I  ooold  do 

Bneb  for  the  rest  of  the  Twelve  Tribes.  * 

**■  Ever  youn^  dear  R. 

At  tbebesmntng  of  this  year,  Bfr  Mumy  having  it 
to  publish  an  edition  of  the  two 
of  ChUde  Harold  with  engravings,  the  noble 
entered  with  much  zeal  into  his  plan ;  and,  in 
•Hie  on  ibe  suhject  to  Bfr  Murray,  says :— <*  WestaD 
hss,  I  beOere,  agreed  to  iUustrate  your  book,  and  I 
fcoey  one  of  the  engravings  will  be  from  the  pretty 
Enle  girl  yoo  saw  the  other  day,*  though  without  her 
and  merely  as  a  model  for  some  sketch  con- 
■eded  witb  the  subject  I  would  also  have  the 
(wbidi  yon  saw  to-day)  of  the  friend  who  is 
sd  in  the  text  at  the  dose  of  Canto  Ist,  and 
m  Ibe  notes*  —  which  are  sul^ects  sufficient  to 


Eaily  in  the  spring  he  brought  out,  anonymously, 
his  pocB  on  Waltzing,  which,  though  fuU  of  very 
fivdy  satire,  feO  so  ftur  short  of  what  was  now  ex- 
by  the  public^  that  the  disavowal  of 
as  we  see  by  the  foDowing  letter,  he  thought 
fight  Id  pot  firth,  found  ready  credence. 

LETTER  CXX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

■April  21ft,  1813. 
"  1  shall  be  in  town  by  Sunday  next,  and  will  call 
sad  have  some  conversation  cm  the  subject  ofWestall's 
dengns.  I  am  to  sit  to  him  for  a  picture  at  the  request 
sf  a  friend  of  mine,  and  as  Sanders's  is  not  a  good  one, 
you  wis  probably  prefer  the  other.  I  wish  you  to 
have  Sanders's  taken  down  and  sent  to  my  kxigings 
ssmedialdy— before  my  arrival.  I  hear  that  a  cer- 
pubUcation  on  WaltziAg  is  attributed 
lUs  report,  I  suppose,  you  wiD  take  care  to 
as  the  author,  I  am  sure,  will  not  like 
I  should  wear  his  cap  and  bells,  llr  Hobhouse's 
^mito  wil  be  out  immediately ;  pray  send  to  the 

^  iMtj  GksrloCte  Barley,  to  wbom*  under  the  name  of 
iMlke,  tke  iatrwIiietorT  Unes  to  CbiMe  HaroU  were  sAer- 


author  for  an  eaity  copy,  which  I  vrish  to  take  abroad 
with  me. 

**  P.  8. — ^I  see  the  Examiner  threatens  some  obser- 
vations upon  you  next  week.  What  can  you  have 
done  to  share  the  wrath  which  has  heretofore  been 
pfinoipaDy  expended  upon  the  Prince?  I  presume  aH 
your  Scribleri  will  be  drawn  up  in  battle  array  in 
defence  of  the  modem  Tonson— Mr  Bucke,  for  in- 


^'Send  in  my  account  to  Bennet-street,  as  I  wish 
to  settle  it  before  sailing." 

In  the  month  of  May  appeared  his  vrild  and  beau- 
tiful '*  Fragment,**  rAeGfiaour;--aud  though,  in  its 
first  flight  from  his  hands,  some  of  the  foirest  feathers 
of  its  wing  were  yet  wanting,  the  public  hailed  this 
new  offspring  of  his  genius  with  wonder  and  delight 
Tlie  idea  of  writing  a  Poem  in  fragments  had  been 
suggested  to  him  by  the  Cohanbut  of  Mr  Rogers; 
and,  whatever  objections  may  lie  against  such  a  pkm 
in  general,  it  must  be  allowed  to  have  been  weQ 
suited  to  the  impatient  temperament  of  Byron,  as 
enabling  him  to  overlei^  those  mechanical  difficul- 
ties, which,  in  a  regular  narrative,  embarrass,  if  not 
chin,  the  poet, — leaving  it  to  the  imagination  of  his 
readers  to  fill  up  the  intervals  between  those  abrupt 
bursts  of  passion  in  which  his  chief  power  lay.  The 
story,  too,  of  the  Poem  possessed  that  sthnulatbg 
charm  for  him,  almost  indispensable  to  his  foncy,  of 
being  in  some  degree  connected  vrith  himself, — an 
event  in  which  he  had  been  personally  concerned, 
while  on  his  travels,  having  supplied  the  ground- 
work on  which  the  fiction  was  founded.  After  the 
appearance  of  the  Giaour,  some  incorrect  statement 
of  this  romantic  mcident  having  got  into  circulation, 
the  noble  author  requested  of  his  friend,  the  Marquis 
of  Sligo,  who  had  visited  Athejis  soon  after  it  hap- 
pened, to  fiimish  him  vrith  his  recollections  on  the 
subject ;  and  the  foDowing  is  the  answer  which  Lord 
Sligo  returned. 

«  Albany,  Monday,  Angast  SUt,  1813. 
**  MT  DKAR  BYRON, 

^'You  have  requested  me  to  tell  you  all  that  I 
heard  at  Athens  about  the  afiieur  of  that  girl  who  was 
so  near  being  put  an  end  to  while  you  were  there; 
you  have  asked  me  to  mention  every  circumstance, 
in  the  remotest  degree  relating  to  it,  which  I  heard. 
In  compliance  with  your  wishes,  I  write  to  you  all  1 
heard,  and  I  cannot  imagine  it  to  be  very  far  from 
the  fact,  as  the  circumstance  happened  only  a  day  or 
two  bdfore  I  arrived  at  Athens,  and  consequently 
ifas  a  mattor  of  common  conversation  at  the  time. 

^  The  new  governor,  unaccustomed  to  have  the  same 
intercourse  with  the  Christians  as  his  predecessor,  had 
of  course  the  barbarous  Turkish  ideas  with  regard  to 
women.  In  consequence,  and  in  compliance  with  the 
strict  letter  of  the  Mahommedan  law,  he  ordered  this 
giri  to  be  sewed  up  in  a  sack,  and  thrown  into  the  sea, 
— as  is,  indeed,  quite  customary  at  Ckmstantinople. 
As  you  were  retuniing  from  bathing  in  the  Pineus, 
you  met  the  procession  going  down  to  execute  the 
sentence  of  the  Waywode  on  this  unfortunate  girl. 
Report  contmues  to  say,  that  on  finding4>ut  what  the 
object  of  their  journey  vras,  and  who  was  the  miser- 
able sufferer,  you  immediately  interfered;  and  on 
some  delay  in  obeying  your  orders,  you  were  obliged 
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to  inlbnii  the  leader  of  the  esoort,  that  force  should 
make  him  comply ;— that,  on  fiuther  hesitatioii,  you 
drew  a  pistol,  and  told  him,  that  if  he  did  not  imme- 
diately obqr  your  orders,  and  come  hack  with  you  to 
theAga'shouse,  you  would  shoot  him  dead.  On  this, 
the  man  turned  about  and  went  with  you  to  the  go- 
Temor's  house;  here  you  succeeded,  purtly  by  per- 
sonal threats,  and  partly  by  bribery  and  entreaty,  to 
procure  her  pardon  on  condition  of  her  leaving  Athens. 
I  was  told  that  you  then  oonTeyed  her  in  safety  to  the 
oonfent,  and  dispatched  her  off  at  night  to  Thebes, 
where  die  fomd  a  safe  aoylum.  Such  is  the  story  I 
heard,  as  nearly  as  I  can  recoDect  it  at  present 
Should  you  wish  to  ask  me  any  further  questions 
about  it,  I  shall  be  very  ready  And  willing  to  answer 
them. 

«<  I  remain,  my  dear  Byron, 

**  Yours,  Tcry  sincerely, 

**SUGO. 

*«I  am  afraid  you  wQl  hardly  be  able  to  read  this 
scrawl ;  but  I  am  so  hurried  with  the  preparations 
for  my  journey,  that  you  must  excuse  it." 

Of  the  prodigal  flow  of  his  fancy,  when  its  sources 
were  onoe  opened  on  any  sul^ect,  die  Giaaur  affords 
one  of  the  most  remarkable  instances,— this  Poem 
having  accumubted  under  his  hand,  both  m  printing 
and  through  successive  editions,  tiD  from  four  hundred 
lines,  of  which  it  consisted  in  his  first  copy,  it  at  pre- 
sent amounts  to  nearly  fourteen  hundred.  The  plan 
indeed,  which  he  had  adopted,  of  a  series  of  frag- 
ments,—«  set  of  **  orient  pearls  at  random  strung," 
— left  him  free  to  introduce,  without  reference  to  more 
than  the  general  complexion  of  his  story,  whatever 
sentiments  or  images  his  foncy,  in  its  excursions, 
could  collect ;  and  how  little  fettered  he  was  by 
any  regard  to  connexion  in  these  additions,  ap- 
pears from  a  notevrhich  accompanied  his  ovm  copy 
of  the  paragraph,  commencing  "  Fair  dime,  where 
every  season  8miles,''-'in  whidh  he  says,'*  I  have  not 
yet  fixed  the  place  of  insertion  for  the  foUowing  lines, 
but  wiU,  when  I  see  you— as  I  have  no  copy." 

Even  into  this  new  passage,  rich  as  it  was  at  first, 
his  fancy  afiterwards  poured  a  fresh  mfusion, — the 
whole  of  its  most  picturesque  portion,  from  the  line 
*'  For  there,  the  rose  o'er  crag  or  vale,"  down  to 
"  And  turn  to  groans  his  roundelay,"  having  been 
suggested  to  him  during  revision.  In  order  to  show, 
however,  that  though  so  rapid  in  the  first  heat  of 
composition,  he  fiormdl  no  exception  to  that  law  which 
imposes  labour  as  the  price  of  perfection,  I  shall  here 
extract  a  few  verses  from  his  original  draft  of  this 
paragraph,  by  comparing  which  with  the  form  they 
wear  at  present^  we  may  learn  to  appreciate  the 
value  of  these  after-touches  of  the  master. 

*  Hie  Mlowing  tre  tike  lines  in  their  present  shape,  and 
It  vill  be  seen  that  there  is  not  a  single  tlteration  in  which 
the  music  of  the  verse  hss  not  been  trnprored  as  well  u  the 
thonxht. 

mrdime!  where  erery  tetMo  ndlet 
BcalffDUt  o*er  tboM  bleiMd  Mes, 
WUch,  Men  fnm  fu  CokHua't  McM, 
llske  fted  the  heart  that  halb  the  right. 
And  lend  to  kmeUncM  deUgtU. 
There»  sriklly  dlapUag,  Ocean**  cbMk 
Belecd  tfw  tlnli  of  Many  a  peak 
Caofhthy  the  laaffhhig  tldea  that  lave 
These  Edem  of  the  aeKcm  wave : 


Fair  clime,  where  etat^Mt  nmmer  smQes 
Beaiffnaot  o'er  those  blessed  islei. 
Which,  seen  from  for  Colonna*s  height, 
Make  glad  the  heart  that  hsiU  the  sight. 
And  ffiv*  to  londioeas  delight. 
There  Mm  Ms  brigkl  abode*  p*  ass*, 
lAkt  Mmpln  vpom  Octam'i  cheek. 
So  emiiing  rotaid  the  waUn  lav 
These  Edens  of  the  eastern  wave. 
Or  if.  at  times,  the  transient  hceexe 
Break  the  twtooth  crystal  of  the  seas, 
Or  brueh  one  blossom  tnm  the  trees. 
How  grat^i  is  the  gentle  air 
That  wakes  and  wafts  Uie A<V<n*M  ^^ne- 

Among  the  other  passages  added  to  this  editku 
(which  was  either  the  third  or  fourth,  and  between 
which  and  the  first  there  intervened  but  about  sx 
weeks]  was  that  most  beautiful  and  mdancholy  iOoB- 
tration  of  the  lifeless  aspect  of  Greece,  beginning 
^He  who  hath  bent  him  o'er  the  dead,"— of  which 
the  most  gifted  critic  of  our  day*  has  justly  pronoonoed, 
that  "  it  contains  an  image  more  true,  more  oDOum- 
fiil,  and  more  exquisitely  finished,  than  any  we  can 
recollect  in  the  whole  compass  of  poetry."!  To  the 
same  edition  also  were  aidded,  among  other  acces- 
sions of  wealth4  those  lines,  **  The  cygnet  proudly 
walks  the  water,"  and  the  impassioned  verMs, "  BIy 
memoiy  now  is  but  the  tomb." 

On  my  rejoining  him  in  town  this  spring,  I  found 
the  enthusiasm  about  his  writings  and  hinuelf, 
which  I  had  left  so  prevalent,  both  in  the  woiid  of 
literature  and  in  society,  grown,  if  any  thing,  itiil  siore 
general  and  intense.  In  the  immediate  circle,  per- 
haps, around  him,  fiuniliarity  of  intercotirse  might 
have  begun  to  produce  its  usiial  disenchanting  eSscts. 
His  own  liveliness  aad.unreserve,  on  a  more  intbute 
aoqnaintance,  would  not  be  long  in  dispelling  thit 
charm  df  poetic  sadness,  which  to  the  eyes  of  distant 
observers  htmg  about  him ;  while  the  romantic  no- 
tions, connected  by  some  of  his  Cur  readers  with 
those  past  and  nameless  loves  alluded  to  in  his  poems, 
ran  some  risk  of  abatement  from  too  near  an  acquaint- 
ance with  the  supposed  objects  of  his  foncy  and  ^^^' 
ness  at  present.  A  poet's  mistress  should  remain,  if 
possible,  as  imaginary  a  being  to  others,  as,  in  moit 
of  the  attributes  he  clothes  her  with,  she  has  been  to 
himself;— the  reality,  however  fiair,  beiog  always 
sure  to  fall  short  of  the  picture  which  a  too  Isfiih 
fiancy  has  drawn  of  it  Could  we  call  up  in  amy 
before  us  all  the  beauties  whom  the  love  of  poeti  has 
immortalised,  from  the  high-bom  dame  to  the  ple- 
beian damsel,— from  the  Lauras  and  Sacharimai 
down  to  the  Cfah>es  and  Jeannies,— we  should,  it  ii 

And  if  at  time*  a  transient  breeze 
Break  the  blue  cryrtal  of  the  seas. 
Or  sweep  one  blowosa  from  (he  trees, 
How  weloome  ii  each  gentle  air 
That  wallet  and  wafts  the  odoon  there ! 

•  Mr  Jeirrey.  ^  ,    . 

t  In  Dalhiway's  Constantinople,  a  hook  which  Iion 
Byron  is  not  onlikelj  to  have  conaolted.  I  find  a  f***!** 
quoted  tnm  OilUes«s  Hbtorj  of  Greece,  which  ceatsw, 
perhaps,  the  first  seed  of  the  thoaght  ihns  ex|iandeA  iat* 
Ml  perfection  hj  genins :— «  The  present  state  of  Oieecs, 
compared  to  the  ancient,  is  the  sUent  obscnrity  of  the  gnn 
contrasted  with  the  viTld  histre  of  active  life."         ^^ 

t  Among  the  recorded  lastaacos  of  each  happy  w*^ 
thoughts  in  poetry  may  he  mentioned,  as  one  of  the  ut* 
memorable.  Denham's  four  lines.  «0h  could  I  *t>^Jf^ 
thee."  &c.  which  were  added  in  the  second  oditisBof  v 
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li  be  feared,  ifly  uapgople  oar  iiaiigi'naliOM  of  many 
a  kr%te  tenant  tiMt  poeqr  has  lodged  there,  and  ind, 
BBore  thmooe  iiwtaiifie, oar admiiatioD  oif  the fiuth 
ad  ^Mcy  of  the  wonhipper  increaaed  by  our  ditco- 
107  of  the  woffthlcawiM  of  the  idol. 

But,  whaterer  of  ita  fint  romantic  imprenion  the 
^cfMMal  rhamrtfr  of  the  poet  may,  from  such  causes, 
have  loot  in  the  circle  he  most  frequented,  this  disap- 
fmMmeai  of  tbe  inaginatkm was  faraiore  than  com- 
|f— Ifd  bj  the  frank,  social,  and  engaging  qualities, 
both  of  ifiqMoition  and  manner,  which,  on  a  nearer  in- 
tacouiae,  he  diadosed,  as  weO  as  by  that  entire  ab- 
HBoe  of  ai^  Kteraiy  aasumptioB  or  pedantry,  which 
e«dllnl  him  fuUgr  to  the  praise  bestowed  by  Sprat 
■peeX/owiey,  that  few  could  '*  ever  discoTer  he  was 
a  great  poet  by  bis  discourw."  While  thus,  by  his 
ifftimrtn,  aad  those  who  had  got,  as  it  were,  bdiind 
the  soeaes  of  hia  fame,  he  was  seen  in  his  true  colours, 
as  wdl  of  weakneas  as  of  amiableness,  on  strangers 
aad  saefa  as  were  out  of  this  hnmediare  circle,  the 
ipd  of  hia  poetical  character  still  continued  to  ope- 
mie ;  aad  the  fterce  gloom  and  stenmess  of  his  ima- 
fiaaiy  penooagea  were,  by  the  greater  number  of 
them,siippooed  to  beloog,  not  only  as  regarded  mind, 
bat  ananera,  to  himself.  So  preralent  and  perae- 
vcriqg  haa  beea  thia  notion,  that,  in  some  disquisi- 
tisBs  oa  hss  character  published  since  his  death,  and 
csotaisBBg  otherwise  many  just  and  striking  Tiews,  we 
iad,  ia  tbe  professed  portrait  drawn  of  him,  such 
faatorcaaa  tbe  following :— **  Lord  Qyron  had  a  stem, 
Arcet,  serere  BUDd:  a  sarcastic,  disdainfril,  gloomy 
in  in  I.  He  bad  no  light  sympathy  with  heartless 
dieafrdaeas  ; — upon  the  surface  was  sourness,  dis- 
eoBlcBt,  displeasare,  iD-wiO.  Beneath  all  this  weight 
ofdoadaanid  darkness,***  &c.  8cc 

Of  tbe  sort  of  double  aspect  which  he  thus  pre- 
sated,  as  Yiewed  liy  the  world  and  by  his  friends^  he 
was  luBiiciffiilty  aware;  and  it  not  only  amused  him, 
hat,  aa  a  proof  of  the  fersatitityof  his  powers,  flat- 
Iscd  bis  pride.  He  was,  indc«d,  as  I  have  ahneady 
naauked,  by  no  means  insensible  or  inattentife  to 
the  elect  be  produced  personally  on  society :  and 
Iboo^  the  briniant  station  he  had  attained,  since  the 
fomaifurcmem  of  my  acquaintance  with  him,  made 


not  tbe  sKgfatcst  alteration  in  the  unafiectedness  of  his 
private  ialeitouise,  I  could  perceive,  I  thought,  with 
lefefcaee  to  the  external  world,  some  slight  changes 
ia  his  ooodnct,  which  seemed  indicative  of  the  affects 
sf  his  edebrilj  upon  him.  Among  other  circum- 
<sarea,  I  oboerved  that,  whether  frcnishynen  of  the 
gcaenl  gaae,  or  from  a  notioo,  like  Livy's,  that  men 
offjamce  sboold  not  too  much  fiuniliarize  the  pub- 
Be  lo  their  persoos,f  he  avoided  showing  himself  in 
the  awnings,  and  in  crowded  places,  much  more 
thaa  waa  his  custom  when  we  first  became  acquainted. 
Tbe  preceding  year,  before  his  name  had  grown  "  so 
life  aad  cdebimted,'*  we  had  gone  together  to  the 
fihihitinn  at  Somerset- house,  and  other  suchpkuses,^ 

•UttcnoatheChsnwtersndPoetksIOsahis  oTLoid 
Qrna,  bjrSir  SgertoB  BrUfes,  Bart. 

t  'CeaCiBaas aspectas  niniu  verendoi mscaoi honiaes 
fcdt* 

I  The  saly  pecaliarity  tlMt  stroek  oie  <m  Owse  ooessions 
aas  Cke  aaea«y  rwtlessacw  which  he  weaied  to  Ibel  in 
_  a  hat«~«n  article  of  drea  wldch,  Aram  hif  coBsUnt 
of  acarriate  while  in  Bnffliiiid,  he  was  almost  whoUj 
'  lo,  aad  whicbt  ntpet  that  year,  I  do  not  re- 


aad  the  true  reason,  no  doubt,  of  his  prsoent  reserve, 
in  abstaining  from  all  such  miseenaneous  haunts^  was 
the  sensitiveness,  so  often  referred  to,  on  the  subject 
of  his  lameness, — a  feeling  which  the  curiosity  of  the 
public  eye,  now  attracted  to  tUs  infirmity  by  his  fame, 
coukl  not  fefl,  he  knew,  to  put  rather  painfully  to  the 
proof. 

Among  the  maqy  gay  hours  we  passed  together 
this  spring,  I  remember  particukrily  the  wild  flow  of 
his  spirits  one  evening,  when  we  had  accompanied 
Mr  Rogers  home  from  some  early  assembly,  and  when 
Lord  Byron,  who,  according  to  his  frequent  custom, 
had  not  dined  for  the  kst  two  days,  found  his  hunger 
no  kmger  governable,  and  called  atoud  for  ^some- 
thing to  eat."  Our  repast, — of  his  ovm  chusing, — 
waa.  simpla  bread  and  cheeae ;  and  sehfom  have  I 
partaken  of  so  joyous  a  supper.  It  happened  that 
our  host  had  just  receiTed  a  presentation  copy  of  a 
volume  of  Poems,  written  professedly  in  imitation  of 
the  oU  English  writen,  and  containing,  like  many  of 
these  models,  a  good  deal  that  was  striking  and 
beautiful,  mixed  up  with  much  that  was  trifling, 
fentastic,  and  absurd.  In  our  mood,  at  the  moment, 
it  was  only  with  these  ktter  qualities  that  either 
Lord  Byron  or  I  feh  diiposed  to  indulge  ounelves ; 
and,  in  turning  over  the  pages,  we  found,  it  must  be 
owned,  abundant  matter  for  mirth.  In  vain  did  Mr 
Rogers,  in  justice  to  the  author,  endeaTour  to  direct 
our  attention  to  some  of  the  beauties  of  the  work  ;— 
it  suited  better  our  purpose  (aa  is  too  often  the  case 
with  more  deliberate  critics)  to  pounce  only  on  such 
passages  as  ministered  to  the  bughing  humour  that 
pooseMed  us.  In  this  sort  of  hunt  through  the 
volume,  we,  at  length,  lighted  on  the  discoTery  that 
our  host,  in  addition  to  hia  sincere  approbadon  of 
some  of  its  contents,  had  also  the  motive  of  gratitude 
for  standing  by  its  author,  as  one  of  the  poems  was  a 
warm  and,  I  need  not  add,  well-deoerved  panegyric 
on  himself.  We  were,  however^  too  for  gone  in  non- 
sense for  even  this  eufegy,  in  which  we  both  so 
heartily  agreed,  to  stop  us.  The  opening  line  of  the 
poem  was,  as  well  as  I  can  recollect^  ^  When  Rogers 
o'er  this  labour  bent  f*  and  Lord  Qyron  undertook  to 
read  it  atoud;— but  he  found  it  impoosible  to  get 
beyond  the  first  two  words.  Our  laughter  had  now 
increased  to  such  a  pitch  that  nothing  could  restrain 
it.  Two  or  three  times  he  began;  but  no  sooner 
had  the  words  ^  When  Rogers  **  passed  his  lips,  than 
our  fit  burst  forth  afresh, — till  even  Mr  Rogers  him- 
self, with  all  his  feeling  of  our  injustice,  found  it 
impossible  not  to  job  us ;  and  we  were,  at  last,  aQ 
three,  in  such  a  state  of  inextinguishable  bughter 
that,  had  the  author  himself  beoi  of  the  party,  I 
question  whether  he  could  have  resisted  the  infection. 
A  day  or  two  after.  Lord  Qyron  sent  me  the  fol- 
lowing. 

«<MY  DBAB  MOOKB, 

^  *  When  Rogers '  must  not  see  the  enckaed,  which 

I  send  for  your  perusal.    I  am  ready  to  fix  any  day 

you  like  for  our  visit.   Was  not  Sheridan  good  upon 

the  wjbole  f  The  *  Poulterer'  waa  the  first  and  best.* 

"  Ever  yours,  ice.** 

member  to  ^e  ever  seea  npoa  him  agaia.   Abroad,  be 
always  wore  Mriod  of  IbrsKiag  cap. 

'^  He  here  slladei  to  a  dinner  at  Mr  Koien*9,  of  wbkh  f 
bare  elaewhere  given  the  following  account  :— 
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NOTICES  OP  THE 


A.  D.  1813 


1. 

When  T  ««  ttiii  dann'd  noMenM  tent 

(I  liope  I  Miiiot  Tiolent), 

Nor  men  nor  godi  knew  what  he  meant. 


And  dnce  not  eT*n  our  Rocerf  pndw 

To  common  Mue  Ua  tboogfaU  coold  ndee— 

Why  womW  Uiey  let  him  print  hi!  layf  7 


6. 
To  me,  dlrine  Apollo,  grant— O I 
Hermllda'i  flrtt  and  lecond  canto,— 
I  *m  fitting  ap  a  new  portmanteau ; 

«. 
And  thna  to  Aurniah  decent  lining. 
My  own  and  othen*  bayi  I  *m  twining— 
So,  gentle  T  •  *,  throw  me  thine  in. 

On  the  same  daj  I  receiTed  from  him  the  fonowing 
adfUtiona]  tcrepa.  The  lines  in  Italics  are  from  the 
eulegr  that  proroked  his  waggish  comments. 

TO . 

1. 
/  A«y  My  brtmek  ^  laurel  down, 

Tloii  «la7  thf  branch  of  /aa(r«/down !* 

Why,  what  thou  *it  itole  ia  not  enow ; 
And,  were  it  lawftilly  thine  own. 

Does  Rogen  want  it  moat,  or  thou? 
Keep  to  thyaelf  thy  wither'd  bongh. 

Or  aend  it  back  to  Doctor  Donne- 
Were  jnatice  dene  to  both,  I  trow. 

He  'd  hare  but  little,  and  thoo— none. 

9. 

1!l«ii  tktu  to  form  ApoOo*»  erown. 

A  crown !  why  twiat  it  how  yon  wiD, 
Tliy  dnplet  mnat  be  foolacap  atilL 
When  next  yoo  riait  Delphi'a  town. 

Inquire  amongat  your  fellow-Iodgen, 
They  '11  tell  you  Phoebua  gare  hit  crown. 

Some  years  belbre  your  birth,  to  Bogen. 


L$t  ovorg  otkor  Mug  U§  own. 

When  eoala  to  Newcastle  are  carried. 

And  owla  aent  to  Athena,  aa  wonders. 
From  hLi  iponae  when  *  *'a  unmarried. 

Or  Liverpool  weepa  o'er  hia  blnndera ; 
When  Toriea  and  Whiga  oeaae  to  quarrel, 

When  C '^  v'a  wiiiB  haa  an  heir. 
Then  Rogen  ahall  ask  us  for  laurel. 

And  thou  ahalt  have  plenty  to  qiare. 

The  mentioa  which  he  makee  of  Sheridan  m  the 
note  just  cited,  aflbrds  a  fit  opportuniljr  of  producing, 


'The  company  conaistad  but  of  Mr  Rogers  himself. 
Lord  Byron,  Mr  Sheridan,  and  the  writer  of  thia  Memoir. 
Sheridan  knew  the  adsBhralion  hb  andieaoe  Mt  for  him; 
the  presence  of  the  young  poet,  in  particular,  aeemed  to 
bring  back  hia  own  youth  and  wit;  and  the  detaila  he  gave 
of  hia  earty  life  were  not  leaa  intereating  and  animating  to 
himself  than  delightAil  to  ua.  It  waa  in  the  courae  of  thia 
evening  that,  describing  to  ua  the  poem  wUch  Mr  WUt- 
bread  had  written,  and  aent  in,  among  the  other  adAvaaea 
for  the  opentaig  of  Drury-lane  theatre,  and  which,  Hke  the 
reat,  turned  chiefly  on  alloaiona  to  tlie  Phoenix,  he  aaid— 
*  But  Whitbread  made  more  of  thia  bird  than  any  of  them  : 
—he  entered  into  particulars,  and  descrBwd  its  winga, 
beak,  tafl,  &c.— in  abort,  it  waa  a  Pomltortr*t  descrlpUon 
of  a  Phoealk.*  »-L<r«  Pf  SAtrkUm. 


from  one  of  his  joumals,  some  particulan  which  be 
has  noted  down  respecting  this  extnuNrdinaiy  man, 
for  whose  talents  he  entertained  the  most  unbounded 
admimtioo, — rating  him,  in  natural  powers,  fiuabore 
all  his  great  political  contemporaries. 

**  In  society  I  have  met  Sheridan  frequently :  be 
was  superb !  He  had  a  sort  of  liking  for  me,  and 
never  attacked  me,  at  least  to  my  &oe,  and  he  did 
ereiy  body  else— high  names^  and  wits,  and  onion, 
some  of  them  poets  aLw.  I  have  seen  him  cot  up 
Whitbread,  quis  Bfadame  de  Stael,  annihilate  Cot- 
man,  and  do  little  less  by  some  othen  (whose  naoei, 
as  friends,  I  set  not  down)  of  good  fame  and  abibtj. 

**  The  last  time  I  met  him  was,  I  think,  at  Sir 
Gilbert  Elliot's,  where  he  was  as  quick  as  ever-eo, 
it  was  not  the  last  time;  the  last  tame  was  atDoiv- 
las  Rimiaird's. 

**  I  have  met  him  m  all  places  and  partie»-«t 
Whitehall  with  the  Melboumes,  at  the  Marquis  of 
Tavistock's,  at  Robins's  the  auctioneer's,  at  Sr 
Humphrey  Davy's,  at  Sam  Rogers's,— in  duirt,  in 
most  kinds  of  company,  and  always  found  hio  itn 
convivial  and  delightful. 

**  I  have  seen  Sheridan  weep  two  or  three  tines. 
It  may  be  that  he  was  maudlin;  but  this  only  ren- 
ders it  more  impressiTe,  for  who  would  see 

From  llarlborongh*a  eyea  the  tears  of  dotage  iov. 
And  Swift  expire  a  driveller  and  a  ahow? 

Once  I  saw  him  ciy  at  Robins's  the  auctioneer's, 
after  a  q>leodid  dinner,  fiill  of  great  names  and  Ugb 
spirits.  I  had  the  honour  of  sitting  next  to  ShoidsB. 
'The  oocasioa  of  his  tears  was  some  obsenratioB  or 
other  upon  the  subject  of  the  sturdiness  of  tbe 
Whigs  in  resisting  office  and  keeping  to  their  prisci- 
pies :  Sheridan  turned  round :— *  Sir,  it  is  easy  for 
my  Lord  O.  or  Eari  O.  or  Marquis  B.  or  Lord  R, 
with  thousands  upon  thousands  a  year,  some  of  it 
either  prcMently  derived,  or  mheriUd  in  sinecure  or 
acquisitions  from  the  publio  money»  to  boast  of  tbeir 
patriotism,  and  keep  aloof  from  temptation;  bat 
they  do  not  know  from  what  temptation  those  bare 
kept  aloof  who  had  equal  pride,  at  least  equal  ta- 
lents, and  not  unequal  passions,  and  nerertkelev 
knew  not  in  the  course  of  their  lives  what  it  iras  to 
have  a  shilling  of  their  own.'  And  in  saying  tbis  be 
wept. 

**  I  have  more  than  once  heard  him  say,  *  that  be 
never  had  a  shilling  of  his  own.'  To  be  sure,  be 
contrived  to  extract  a  good  many  of  other  people's. 

^  In  1816,  I  had  occasion  to  visit  my  lawyer  is 
Chancety-lane :  he  was  vrith  Sheridan.  Afker  mu- 
tual greetings,  &c.,  Sheridan  retired  first  Before 
recurring  to  my  own  business,  1  could  not  help  ■>- 
quiring  OuU  of  Sheridan.  '  Oh,'  replied  the  at- 
torney, *  tbe  usual  thing!  to  sUve  off  aa  action  frofl 
his  wine-merchant,  my  client.' — *  Well,'  said  I,  *  sad 
what  do  you  mean  to  do  ?'— '  Nothing  at  all  for  tbe 
preaent,'  said  he :  *  would  you  hare  us  proceed 
against  oM  Sherry?  what  would  be  the  use  of  it  f 
and  here  he  began  kughing,  and  going  orer  Sben- 
dan's  good  gifts  of  conversation. 

**Now,  from  personal  eiq>erience,  I  can  roocb 
that  my  attorney  is  by  no  means  the  tendered  of 
men,  or  particuhuiy  accessible  to  any  kind  of  impres- 
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■BBMtsf  HwiMBteerrtcord;  and  jet  Shericbn. 

B-  katr  an  hoar,  liad  feond  the  imy  t*  loften  and 

irlKe  Um  m  nch  a  mBuer,  that  I  afanost  think 

j  he  wmM  faaTe  thnmn  his  cheat  (an  honest  man, 

Imkt  al  the  laws,  and  soae  JustieeoB  his  side)  out 
of  ^  window,  had  he  oone  in  at  the  moment. 
*'8«ehwaa  Sheridan!  he  emiU  soften  an  at- 
aonej!  There  has  heen  nothing  like  it  since  the 
I  dsiys  of  Orpheus. 
"  One  dnj  I  saw  him  take  up^his  own  *  fifonody 
SB  Ganick.'  He  Ugbted  upon  the  Dedicatum  to 
'  the  Dowager  Lady  *  *•  On  seeing  it,  he  flew  into 
I  a  nge,  and  exdaimed,  *  that  it  must  be  a  forgery, 
}  that  he  had  nerer  dedicated  any  thing  of  his  to  such 
a  d — d  canting,'  %cc  &c.  &c — and  so  went  on  for 
half  an  hour,  abasing  his  own  dedication,  or  at 
least  dke  crfiject  of  it  If  all  writers  were  equally 
waeoe,  it  wroold  be  Indicrous. 

"  He  told  me  that,  on  the  night  of  the  grand  suc- 
cess of  his  School  for  Scandal,  he  was  knocked  down 
and  put  into  the  watch-house  for  making'  a  row  in 
nad  being  ibond  intoxicated  by  the  watch- 
When  4jinK»  be  was  requested  to  undergo  *  an 
He  replied,  that  he  had  already  sub- 
lo  too,  which  were  enough  for  one  roan's 
Being  asked  what  they  were,  he  an- 
tncsed,  '  hnving  his  hair  cut,  and  sitting  for  his 


**  I  hare  met  George  Cohnan  occasionally,  and 
ihoi^ht  him  extremely  pleasant  and  oonvi?ial. 
ShcEkkaV  hiimoor,  or  rather  wit,  was  always  satur* 
aiae,  ami  samftimfi  sarage ;  he  never  kugfaed  (at 
least  that  /  saw,  and  I  watched  him),  but  Column 
did.  If  I  had  to  duue^  and  could  not  hare  both  at 
a  tmK,  I  ahoukl  say,  *  Let  me  begin  the  CTening 
wdk  Sheridan,  and  finish  it  with  Ckihnan.'  Sheri- 
dan for  dinner,  Cohnan  for  supper;  Sheridan  for 
dsrei  or  port,  but  Cohnan  for  every  thing,  from  the 
iBsdiirs  and  champagne  at  dinner,  the  claret  with 
a  fayer  of  porf  between  the  ghsses,  up  to  the  punch 
of  the  ni^ht,  and  down  to  the  grog,  or  gin  and  water, 
of  dayWcnki—an  these  I  hare  threaded  with  both 
the  snmr  Sheridan  was  a  grenadier  company  of 
fife-^oaids,  but  Cohnan  a  whole  regiment— of  Ught 
ujfimhf,  to  be  sure,  but  still  a  regiment." 

It  was  at  this  time  that  Lord  Byron  became  ac- 
T— i-*^  (and,  I  regret  to  have  to  add,  partly 
thoo^  mf  means)  with  Mr  Leigh  Himt,  the  editor 
of  a  well-known  weekly  journal,  the  Examiner. 
TUb  gentleman  I  had  myself  formed  an  acquaint- 
aaee  with  in  the  year  1811,  and,  in  common  with  a 
bffge  portion  of  the  public,  entertained  a  sincere  ad- 
mntioa  of  hii  talents  and  courage  as  a  journalist. 
The  interest  I  took  in  him  persoaally  had  been  re- 
cenlij  moeh  increased  by  the  manly  spirit  which  he 
U  Aplayed  throughout  a  prosecution  mstituted 
— k-tf  kimaelf  and  his  brother,  for  a  libel  that  had 
in  their  paper  on  the  Prince  Regent,  and 
of  which  they  were  both  sentenced 
to  ■sprwmnient  for  two  years.  It  will  be  recollected 
ib<  there  existed  among  the  vrhig  party,  at  this 
period,  a  suong  feeling  of  indignation  at  the  kte  de- 
fection from  themselves  and  their  principles  of  the 
iBwtrkMm  pcnooage  who  had  been  so  k>ag  looked  up 
to  as  the  friend  and  patron  of  both.    Being  myself, 


at  the  tmie,  vrarmly— perhaps,  mtemperately— 
mMler  the  mfluoice  of  tUs  feeling,  I  regarded  the 
&te  of  Mr  Hunt  vrith  more  than  common  interest, 
and,  immediately  on  my  arrival  in  town,  paid  him 
a  visit  in  his  prison.  On  mentioning  the  circum- 
stance, soon  after,  to  Lord  Byron,  and  describing  my 
surprise  at  the  sort  of  hixurious  comforts  vrith 
which  I  had  found  the  **  vrit  in  the  dungeon"  sur- 
rounded,—his  treDised  flower-garden  vrithout,  and 
his  books,  busts,  pictures,  and  piano-forte  vrithm, — 
the  noble  poet,  whose  politica]  riew  of  the  case  com- 
cided  entirely  vrith  my  own,  expressed  a  strong  vrish 
to  pay  a  siinikr  tribute  of  respect  to  Mr  Hunt,  and 
accordingly,  a  day  or  two  after,  we  proceeded  for 
that  purpose  to  the  prison.  The  mtroduction  which 
then  took  place  was  soon  followed  by  a  request  from 
Mr  Hunt  that  we  vrould  dme  vrith  him,  and  the 
noble  poet  having  good-naturedly  aoospted  the  invi- 
tation, the  Cold  Bath  Fields  prison  had,  in  the 
month  of  June,  1813,  the  honour  of  receiving  Lord 
Qyron,  as  a  guest,  within  its  walls. 

On  the  morning  of  our  first  visit  ia  the  journalist, 
I  received  from  Lord  Byron  the  following  lines,  writ- 
ten, it  vrill  be  perceived,  the  night  before. 

•Hay  19th,  1813. 
(Hi  yoo,  who  in  all  namea  can  tkdde  the  town,  • 

Anacreon,  Tom  Little,  Tom  Moore,  or  Tom  Brown,— 
For  hang  me  if  I  know  of  which  you  may  moat  braf , 
Yoor  Qvarto  two-poaada,  or  your  Twopenny  Poat  Baf : 

Bat  now  to  nqr  l«tter-4o  yomn  *t  ia  aa  anawer— 
To-morrow  be  with  me,  aa  aoon  aa  yoa  can,  air. 
All  ready  and  dreaa'd  for  proceeding  to  apange  on 
(According  to  compact)  the  wit  in  the  dungeon  ;— 
Pray  Fhoebiu  at  length  our  political  malice 
May  not  gat  oa  lodgings  within  the  same  palace  I 
I  auppoae  that  to-night  you  *re  engaged  withaome  codgera. 
And  for  Sotheby'a  Bluea  hare  deserted  Sam  Rogers ; 
And  I,  though  with  cold  I  have  nearly  my  death  got, 
Muat  pot  on  my  breechea,  and  wait  en  the  Heathcote. 
Bat  te-morrow,  at  four,  wa  will  both  play  the  Scmrra, 
And  yen  *11  be  Calollua,  the  Br-t  Mamorra. 

''Dear  M.^Having  got  thus  for,  I  am  intemipted 
by  ♦  *  *  *   10  o'ctock. 

**Half-past  n.****  iB  gone.  I  must  dress  for 
Udy  Heathoote's.—Addio.'* 

Our  day  m  the  prison  was,  if  not  agreeable,  at  least 
novel  and  odd.  I  had,  for  Lord  Byron's  sake,  stipu- 
bted  with  our  host  beforehand,  that  the  party  should 
be,  as  much  as  possible,  confined  to  ounelves;  and, 
as  for  as  regarded  dinner,  my  wishes  had  been  at- 
tended to^-there  being  present,  besides  a  member 
or  two  of  Mr  Hunt's  own  family,  no  other  stranger, 
tlmt  I  can  recollect,  but  Blr  Bfitchell,  the  mgenious 
tnmshtor  of  Aristophanes.  Soon  after  dinner,  how- 
ever, there  dropped  in  some  of  our  host's  literanr 
friends,  who,  behig  utter  strangers  to  Lord  Byron 
and  myself,  rather  disturbed  the  ease  into  which  we 
were  all  settling.  Among  these,  I  remember,  was 
Mr  John  Scott,— the  vrriter,  afiterwards,  of  some 
severe  attacks  on  Lord  Qyron;  and  it  is  painful  to 
think  that,  among  the  persons  then  assembled  round 
the  poet,  there  should  have  been  one  so  soon  to  step 
forth  the  assaihmt  of  his  living  fome,  while  Mother, 
less  manful,  would  reserve  the  cod  venom  for  his 

On  the  3d  of  June,  in  presenting  a  petition  to  the 
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House  of  Lords,  he  made  his  third  and  last  appear- 
once,  as  an  orator,  in  that  assembly.  In  hk  way 
home  from  the  House  that  day,  he  called,  I  remember, 
at  my  lodgings,  and  found  me  dressing  in  a  very  great 
hurry  for  dinner.  He  was,  I  recollect,  in  a  state  of 
most  humorous  exaltation  after  his  display,  and, 
while  I  hasti^  went  on  with  my  task  in  the  dressing- 
room,  continued  to  walk  up  and  down  the  at^oining 
chamber,  spouting  forth  for  me,  in  a  sort  of  ipock- 
heroic  voice,  detached  sentences  of  the  speech  he  had 
just  been  ddirering.  ^  I  told  them,"  he  said,  **  that 
it  was  a  most  flagrant  Tiolation  of  the  Constitution^ 
that,  if  such  things  were  permitted,  there  was  an  end 

of  English  freedom,  and  that *»  "But  what  was 

this  dreadful  grievance  ?"  I  asked,  interrupting  him 
in  his  eloquence.— ** The  grievance?"  he  repeated, 
pausing  as  if  to  consider—^  Oh,  that  I  forget."  *  It 
i»  impossible,  of  course,  to  convey  an  idea  of  the  dra- 
matic humour  with  which  he  gave  etket  to  these 
words;  but  his  look  and  manner  on  such  occasions 
were  irresistihly  comic,  and  it  was,  indeed,  rather  in 
siich*  turns  of  fun  and  oddity  than  in  any  more  elabo- 
rate exhibition  of  wit  that  the  pleasantry  of  bis  con- 
versation consisted. 

Though  it  is  evident  that,  after  the  brilliant  suc- 
cess of  Childe  Harold,  he  had  ceased  to  think  of  Par- 
li&ment  as  an  arena  of  ambition,  yet,  as  a  field  for  ob- 
servation, we  may  take  for  granted  it  was  not  un- 
studied by  him.  To  a  mind  of  such  quick  and  various 
views,  evei7  place  and.  pursuit  presented  some  aspect 
of  interest ;  and  whether  in  the  ball-room ,  the  boxing- 
school,  or  the  senate,  all  must  have  been,  by  genius 
like  his,  turned  to  profit.  The  following  are  a  few  of 
the  recollections  and  impressions  which  I  find  re- 
corded by  himself  of  his  short  parUamentaiy  career. 

**  I  have  never  heard  any  one  who  fulfilled  my  ideal 
of  an  orator.  Orattan  would  have  been  near  it,  but 
for  his  harlequin  deliveiy.  Pitt  I  never  heard.  Fox 
but  onoe,  and  then  he  struck  me  as  a  debater,  which 
to  me  seems  as  different  from  an  orator  as  an  improvi- 
satore,  or  a  versifier,  from  a  poet.  Orey  is  great,  but 
it  is  not  oratory.  Canning  is  sometimes  very  like  one. 
Windham  I  did  not  admire,  though  all  the  world  did ; 
it  seemed  sad  sophistry.  Whitbread  was  the  Demos- 
thenes of  bad  taste  and  vulgar  vehemence,  but  strong, 
and  English.  Holland  is  impressive  from  sense  and 
sincerity.  Lord  Lansdowne  good,  but  still  a  debater 
only.  Orenviile  I  like  vastly,  if  he  would  prune  his 
speeches  down  to  an  hour's  ddivery.  Bordett  is  sweet 
and  silvery  as  Belial  himself,  and  I  think  the  greatest 
&vourite  in  Pandemonium,  at  least  I  always  heard 
the  country  gentlemen  and  the  ministerial  devilry 
praise  his  speeches  tqf  stairs,  and  run  dovm  from 
Bellamy's  when  he  was  upon  his  legs.  I  heard  Bob 
Milnes  make  his  second  speech ;  it  made  no  impres- 
sion. I  like  Ward — studied,  but  keen,  and  some- 
times eloquent.  Peel,  my  school  and  form-feUow  (we 
sate  within  two  of  each  other),  strange  to  say,  I  have 
never  heard,  though  I  often  wished  to  do  so;  but 
from  what  I  remember  of  him  at  Harrow,  he  it,  or 
should  be,  among  the  best  of  them.  Now,  I  do  not 
admire  Mr.  Wilberforce's  speaking;  it  is  nothing  but 
a  flow  of  words—*  words,  words  alone.' 

**  I  doubt  greatly  if  the  English  have  any  ebquence, 

*  His  apeeoh  was  on  presentinf  a  Petition  from  lUior 
CartwrfKbt. 


properly  so  oaOed;  and  am  inclined  to  think  that  the 
Irish  had  a  great  deal,  and  that  the  French  ioi0  have, 
and  have  had  mBfirabeau.  Lord  Chatham  and 
Burke  are  the  nearest  approaches  to  orators  in  Eog- 
hnd.  I  don't  know  what  Erskine  may  have  been  at 
the  bar,  but  in  the  House,  I  wish  him  at  the  bar 
once  DKNre.  Lauderdale  is  sfariD,  and  Scotch,  and 
acute. 

»  *  *  * 

**  But  amongst  all  these,  good,  bad,  and  indifferent, 
I  never  heard  the  speech  which  was  not  too  kng  for 
the  auditors,  and  not  very  intelligible,  except  here 
and  there.  The  whole  thing  is  a  grand  deeeplioa, 
and  as  tedious  and  tiresome  as  may  be  to  those  who 
must  be  often  present.  I  heard  Sheridan  only  ODOt^ 
and  that  briefly,  but:  I  liked  his  voice,  his  maimer, 
and  his  wit;  and  he  is  the  only  one  of  them  I  erer 
wished  tor  hear  at  greater  length. 

**The  impression  of  P&riiament  upon  me  was,  that 
its  members  are  not  formidable  as  speakers,  hot  nxj 
much  so  as  an  muSenee;  because  in  so  numeroui  a 
body  there  may  be  Uttle  eloquence  (after  all,  there 
were  but  two  thorough  orators  in  all  antiquity,  and  I 
suspect  still  fewer  in  modem  times),  but  there  mvA 
be  a  leaven  of  thought  and  good  sense  snfficieBt  to 
make!  them  ibioto  what  is  right,  though  th^  ean't  ex- 
press it  nobly. 

^HomeTooke  and  Rosooe  both  are  said  to  hare 
declared  that  they  left  Pariiament  with  a  higher 
opinion  of  its  aggregate  integrity  and  abiStiei  than 
that  with  which  they  entered  it.  The  general  asKrant 
of  both  in  most  Parliaments  is  probably  abovt  the 
same,  as  abo  the  number  of  speakers  and  their  talent 
I  except  orators,  of  course,  because  they  are  things 
of  ages,  and  not  of  septennial  or  triennial  reuoionf. 
Neither  House  ever  struck  me  with  more  awe  or 
respect  than  the  same  number  of  Turks  in  a  divan,  or 
of  Methodists  in  a  bam,  would  have  done.  What- 
ever diffidence  or  nervousness  I  felt  (and  I  fidt  both, 
in  a  great  degree)  arose  from  the  number  rather  than 
the  quafity  of  the  assembfaige,  and  the  thought  rather 
of  the  public  without  than  the  persons  withia,- 
knowmg  (as  all  know)  that  Cicero  himself,  and  pro- 
bably the  Messiah,  could  never  have  altered  the  P^ 
of' a  single  lord  of  the  bedchamber  or  bishop.  I 
thought  our  House  dull,  but  .the  other  anisiatisg 
enough  upon  great  days. 

*<I  have  heard  that  when Grattan made  hit  fint 
speech  in  the  English  Commons,  it  was  for  toae 
minutes  doubtful  whether  to  laugh  at  or  cheer  him. 
The  d^but  of  his  predecessor  Flood  had  been aco»- 
plete  fiulure  under  nearly  similar  drcunostancea.  1^ 
when  the  ministerial  part  of  our  senators  had  wttdjed 
PiU  (their  thermometer)  for  the  cue,  and  saw  hm 
nod  repeatedly  his  stately  nod  of  approbation,  dwy 
took  the  hint  from  their  huntsman,  and  broke  out 
into  the  most  rapturous  cheers.  Grattan's  speech, 
indeed,  deserved  them;  it  was  a  chef-d'ttwre.  1 
did  not  hear  that  speech  of  his  (being  then  at  Har- 
row), but  heard  most  of  his  others  on  the  same  qoes- 

»  Of  Orattan  he  sajn,  in  aaoOier  ptaeer-*Iwas«M«k 
stracic  witli  the  simplicity  of  Orattan'a  nuuueri  ta  prime 
life :— they  were  odd,  but  they  were  natural.  Cunan  JJJ 
to  take  him  off,  bowing  to  the  very  grouid.  and  '  tSaaW* 
Ood  that  he  had  no  pecoliarities  of  geatnre  or  appeaiaaee, 
in  a  way  irrecistibly  tadJcrona.* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A.  D.   1813. 


LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


139 


that  on  the  war  of  1815.  I  differed  from 
U»  eputtoos  oo  the  latter  qnestioa,  hut  coinoided  in 
Ae  fCDeral  admiiatioa  of  liis  eloquence. 

*•  Whca  I  met  old  Courtenaj,  the  orator,at  Rogers 
(fce  poet's,  in  1811-13, 1  was  mudi  taken  with  the 
ftKtif  remains  of  his  fine  figure,  and  the  stiU  acute 
SmeknesBofhisconYersation.  It  was.Atf  who  silenced 
Fbod  in  the  English  House  by  a  crushing  reply  to  a 
hMty  ifAmi  t£  the  riral  of  GnUtan  in  Ireland.  I 
asked  Goortenay  (for  I  like  to  trace  motiTes)  if  he 
lad  not  some  persooal  prorocation ;  for  the  acrimony 
flf  has  answer  aeemed  to  me,  as  I  had  read  it,  to  in- 
Tohe  it.  Gourtenay  said  '  he  had;  that,  when  in 
Irdaad  (being  an  Irishman),  at  the  bar  of  the  Iriah 
House  of  CwOTOiw,  Flood  had  made  a  personal  and 
mkk  attack  opco  himielf,  who,  not  being  a  menn 
bcr  of  tlmt  Houae,  could  not  defend  himself ,  and  that 
Mw  yean  afterwards,  the  opportunity  of  retort 
cCaing  m  the  English  Pariiament,  he  'noM  not  re- 
ait  it.'  He  certainly  repaid  Flood  with  interest,  for 
Flood  Berer  made  aqy  figure,  and  only  n  speech  or 
two  afterwards,  in  the  English  House  of  Commons. 
I  mast  except,  howerer,  his  speech  on  Reform  in 
1790,  whsdi  Pox  called  *  the  best  he  ever  heard  upon 
fiatsufaiect.''' 

For  aoBse  time  be  had  entertained  thoughts  of 
Caing  agiam  abroad;  and  it  appeared,  indeed,  to  be 
a  sort  rf  relief  to  him,  whenever  he  felt  melancholy 
m  hansaed,  to  turn  to  the  freedom  and  solitude  of  a 
ftof  tnnrel,a8  his  resource.  During  the  depression 
«f  spirits  which  he  kboored  under,  while  printing 
CUde  Otfold,  "^  he  would  fitequently  ,**  says  Mr  Dal- 
hs,  **  talk  of  selling  Newstead,  and  of  going  to  reside 
at  Naxos,  in  the  Greoiaa  Archipelago,— to  adopt  the 
casleni  costume!  and  customs,  and  to  pass  his  time 
is  sftodyiDg  the  Oriental  hmguages  and  literature.'* 
The  exdteancnt  of  the  triumph  that  soon  after  en- 
saed,  aad  the  suocess  which,  in  other  pursuits  besides 
of  Etetatore,  attended  him,  again  diverted  his 
leoe  migratory  projects.  But  the 
rptaig  fit  soon  returned;  and  we  have  seen,  from 
sae  of  hss  letters  to  Mr  William  Bankes,  that  he 
looked  forward  to  finding  himself^  in  the  course  of  this 
the  mountains  of  his  bebyed  Greece 
For  a  time,  this  plan  was  exchanged  for 
the  more  aodsl  prqject  of  accompanying  his  friends^ 
the  fiuai^  of  Lord  Oxford,  to  Si(^;  and  it  was 
whfle  eagayd  in  his  preparatiTcs  for  this  expedition 
that  the  anaexed  letters  were  written. 

LETTER  CXXL 

TOMRIfURBAY. 


.Jobs  13(11,1813. 

•*  ♦  *  \I  haTe  read  the  *  Strictures,'  which  are 
jost  raniigh,  and  not  grosdy  abusire,  in  very  fair* 
eoiqileftB.  There  b  a  note  against  Massinger  near 
Ifae  aMl,  aad  one  cannot  quarrel  with  one's  company, 
at  aay  rate.  The  author  detects  some  incongruous 
figares  in  a  pamage  of  English  Bards,  page  23,  but 
wUch  edition  I  (fo  not  kiww.  In  the  iok  copy  in 
year  posaeasimi — I  mean  the  fifth  edition— you  may 
make  these  alteratkns,  that  I  may  profit  (though  a 
fittie  too  kte)  bj  his  remarks :— For  *  heUUk  instinct,' 
sdistitate*fr«te/mstinot;» 'Aorpwi' alter  to  */e&m«;' 


and  for  *  blood-hounds'  write  *  hell-hounds.'*  These 
be  *  Ycry  bitter  words*  by  my  troth,'  and  the  alterations 
not  much  sweeter;  but  as  I  sImlU  not  publish  the 
thing,  they  can  do  no  harm,  but  are  a  satisfaction  to 
me  in  the  wiqr  of  amendment.  The  passage  is  only 
twelre  lines. 

^  You  do  not  answer  me  about  H.'s  book;  I  want 
to  write  to  him,  and  not  to  say  any  thing  unpleasing. 
If  yon  direct  to  Poet-office,  Portsmouth,  till  caUed 
fior,  I  win  send  and  receire  your  letter.  You  nerer 
told  me  of  the  forthcoming  critique  on  Columbus, 
which  is  not  too  fair;  and  I  do  net  think  jus^ce  quite 
done  to  the  '  Pleasures,'  whieh  surely  entitle  the 
author  to  a  higher  rank  thanthat  assigned  him  in 
the  Quarteriy.  But  I  must  not  cavil  at  the  decisions 
of  the  inviiible  mfiUUblct;  and  the  article  is  very 
well  written.  The  general  horror  of  '  fragwtenU* 
makes  me  tremulous  for  the '  Giaour;'  but  you  would 
publish  it— I  presume,  by  this  time,  to  your  repent- 
ance. But  as  I  eonsented,  whatever  be  its  fate,  I 
won't  now  quarrel  with  you,  even  though  I  detect 
it  in  my  pastry ;  but  I  sbaD  not  open  a  pie  without 
apprehension  for  some  weeks. 

**The  books  which  may  be  marked  G^  O.  I  wiD 
cany  out.  Do  yon  know  Clarke's  Naufiagia?  I 
am  told  that  he  asserts  the^«t  volume  of  Robinson 
Crusoe  was  written  by  the  first  Lord  Oxford,  when 
in  the  Towerv  and  given  by  hhn  to  Defoe;  if  true, 
it  is  a  curious  anecdote.  Have  you  got  back  Lord 
Brooke's  BfS.f  and  what  does  Heber  say  of  it? 
Write  to  me  at  Portsmouth. 

^  Ever  yours,  &c. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Jane  I8th.  1813. 
*<mAR  SIR, 

^  Will  you  forward  the  enckwed  answer  to  the 
kmdest  letter  I  ever  received  in  my  life,  my  sense  of 
which  I  can  neither  express  to  Mr  Qiifonl  himself 
nor  to  any  one  dse. 

**  Ever  yours, 

LETTER  CXXU. 

TO   W.  GIFFORO,  ESQ. 

•Jane  18th.  1813. 
^  MY  DBAR   SIR, 

**  I  feel  greatly  at  a  kws  how  to  write  to  you  at  all— 
still  more  to  thank  you  as  I  ought.  If  you  knew  the 
veneration  with  which  I  have  ever  regarded  you,  k>ng 
before  I  had  the  most  distant  prospect  of  becoming 
your  acquaintance,  literary  er  personal,  my  embar- 
rassment would  not  surprise  yon. 

*  la  an  article  on  this  Satire  (writtea  for  Cnmberland'* 
Review,  bat  never  printed)  by  tbat  moit  amiable  man  and 
excellent  poet,  tbe  late  Rev.  William  Crowe,  the  incon- 
gruity of  theae  metapbon  b  thua  noticed :—«  Within  the 
apace  of  three  or  Ibor  coopleta  he  tranafbrma  a  roan  into  as 
many  different  animals.  iUlow  him  bat  the  compaia  of 
three  lines,  and  hq  will  metamorphose  him  Arom  a  wolf 
into  a  harpy,  aad  in  three  more  he  will  make  him  a  blood- 
boand.* 

There  are  also  in  this  MS.  critlqae  some  carious  instances 
of  oversiicht  or  ignorance  adduced  Ihnn  tlie  Satire ;  such 
as  '^FUk  from  HtHcon'*^"  Attic  flowers  Aoniam  odourp 
breathe,*  &c.  flee. 
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**  Any  niggeftkm  of  jown,  etea  were  it  ooareyed 
in  Che  teast  lewier  shape  of  Che  text  of  the  BaTiad,  or 
a  Monk  Masco  aote  ia  Maasiiiger,  wovkl  ha^e  been 
obeyed;  I  should  have  endeaTOured  to  improTe  wkj- 
self  by  your  censure :  judge  then  if  I  should  be  less 
willing  to  pro6t  by  your  kindness.  It  is  aot  iw  bm  lo 
bandy  compMnents  with  mj  eldors  aad  my  betters : 
I  reoeire  your  approbaliflB  with  gratitude^  aad  wil 
not  return  my  bmss  for  your  gold,  by  expressing 
more  fully  those  sentinents  of  adanration,  which, 
howerer  sincere,  would,  I  know,  be  unwdooaie. 

**  To  your  advice  OD  religious  topics,  I  shaU  equa% 
attend.  Perhaps  the  best  way  wiH  be  by  aToiding 
them  altogether.  The  already  published  objecCioa- 
abie  passages  hare  been  much  commented  upon,  but 
certsialy  haTe  been  rather  strongly  interpreted.  I 
am  DO  bigot  to  infidelity,  and  did  not  expect  that, 
because  I  doubted  the  immortality  of  man,  I  should 
be  charged  with  denying  the  existence  of  a  God.  It 
was  the  comparative  insignificance  of  oursdves  and 
our  world,  when  placed  in  comparison  with  the 
mighty  whole,  of  which  it  is  an  atom,  that  first  led 
me  to  imagine  that  our  pretansioBS  to  eCeraity  might 
be  overrated. 

**  This,  and  being  eaily  disgusted  with  a  calviaistie 
Scotch  school,  where  I  was  cudgelled  to  chureh  for 
the  first  ten  years  of  my  life,  sffiicted  me  with  this 
mahuiy ;  for,  after  aU^  it  is,  I  believe,  a  disease  of 
the  mind  as  much  as  other  kkds  of  hypochondria.* 


LETTER  CXXIU. 

TO  MR  IIOORI. 

•Jane  99d«  1813. 

**  Yesterday  I  dined  in  compoqy  vrith  *  **,  the 
Epicene,'  whose  politics  are  sadly  changed.  She  is 
for  the  Lord  of  Israel  and  the  Lord  of  Liverpool— « 
vile  antithesis  of  a  Methodist  and  a  Tory — talks  of 
nothing  but  devotion  and  the  ministry,  and,  I  pi«- 
sume,  expects  that  Ood  and  the  government  wiD 
help  her  to  a  pension. 

**  Mumy,  the  «v«f  of  pubUshers,  the  Anac  of 
stationers,  has  a  design  upon  you  in  the  paper  line. 
He  vrants  you  to  become  the  staple  and  stipendiary 
Editor  of  a  periodical  work.  What  say  you  ?  Will 
you  be  bound,  like  '  Kit  Smart,  to  write  for  niBety- 
nine  years  in  the  Universal  Visitor?*  Seriously,  he 
talks  of  hundreds  a  year,  and — though  I  hate  prating 
of  the  beggarly  dements — his  proposal  mi^  be  to 
your  honour  and  profit,  aad,  I  am  veiy  sure,  will  be 
to  our  pleasure. 

**  I  don't  know  what  to  say  about '  friendship.'  I 
never  was  ia  friendship  but  once,  in  my  nineteendi 
year,  and  then  it  gave  me  as  mudi  trouble  as  k>ve. 
I  am  afraid,  as  Whitbread's  sire  said  to  the  king, 
when  he  wanted  to  knight  him,  that  I  am  *  too  old :' 
but,  nevertheless,  no  one  wishes  you  more  fHends, 
lame,  and  felicity,  than  *<  Youn,  &c. " 

Having  relinquished  his  design  of  accompaqying 
the  Oxfords  to  Sicily,  he  again  thought  of  the  East, 

*  Tbe  renwiiuler  of  this  letter,  it  appears,  kas  been  lest. 


as  win  be  seen  by  the  feOowiag  letters ;  sad  pro- 
ceeded so  &r  in  his  pteparalions  for  the  voyage  as  to 
purchase  of  Low,  tbe  jeweller,  of  Old  Bond-street, 
about  a  dosen  snuff-boxes,  as  presents  for  some  of 
his  okl  Turkish  aoquaiatanocs. 

LETTER  CXXIV. 

TO  MB  MOOEB. 


•4,  llBBe4k4  toe-Street,  St  laaM^,  Jalr  ttk,  1811 
^  I  presunle  by  your  sflence  that  Thave  hhmdered 
into  something  noxious  in  my  reply  to  your  letter,  for 
the  which  I  beg  leave  to  send,  beforehand,  a  sweep- 
ing apology,  vfUoh  you  may  apply  to  any,  oraO,  parts 
of  that  unfortunate  epistle.  If  1  err  m  my  conjecture, 
I  expect  tbe  like  from  you,  in  putting  our  oorrespoo- 
denoe  so  k»g  in  quarantiDe.  €k>d  he  knows  wtat  I 
have  said ;  but  he  also  knows  (if  he  is  not  as  indifiereat 
ti  mortals  as  die  wmt^kmt  deities  of  Lucretint), 
that  you  are  the  last  person  I  vrant  to  ofllend.  So,  if 
I  have,— vrhy  the  devil  don't  you  say  it  at  onoe,  and 
expectorate  your  spleen  ? 

**  Rogers  is  out  of  town  with  Madame  deStael, 
vrho  hath  pubhsbed  aa  Essay  against  Suicide,  which, 
I  presume,  will  make  jomebo^  shoot  himsdf ;— as 
a  sermon  by  BKnkensop,  in  jm>o/' of  Christianity,  sent 
a  hitherto  most  orthodox  acquaintance  of  mfaie  oat 
ofacbapdofeaseapeffoctadwist.  Haveyoofonod 
or  founded  a  lesidenoe  yetf  and  have  you  begun  or 
finished  a  Poem  r  If  you  won't  teO  me  what /hare 
done,  pray  say  what  you  have  doae,  or  left  undone, 
yonndf .  I  am  still  in  eqoipmeBt  for  voyaging,  aad 
anxious  to  hear  from,  or  of,  you  bejwre  I  go,  whidi 
anxiety  you  should  remove  moK  readBy,  as  you  think 
I  sha'n't  cogitate  about  you  afterwards.  Ishallghre 
the  lie  to  that  cahnany  by  fil^  foreign  letters,  parti- 
cukiiy  from  aqy  place  where  the  plague  is  rife,- 
without  a  drop  of  vinegar  or  a  whiff  of  sulphur  to  save 
you  Cram  infection.  Pray  write :  I  am  sony  tom; 
that    *    *    *    *, 

**  Tbe  Oxfords  have  sailed  ahnost  a  fortnight,  and 
luy  sister  is  in  town,  which  is  a  great  comfort-for, 
never  having  been  much  together,  we  are  naCmaQj 
more  attached  to  each  other.  I  presume  the  ilhiis- 
natioiM  haveconfiagialed  to  Derby  (or  wherever  yoa 
are)  by  this  time.  We  are  just  recoveriag  from  tmalt 
and  train  oil,  and  transparent  fripperies^  and  aB  the 
noise  and  nonsense  of  victory.  Drury-Iane  had  a 
hu^  M.  fV.  which  some,  thought  vfas  Ibnhal 
Wellington;  others,  that  it  inight  be  traaskted ifito 
Manager  Whitbread ;  while  the  ladiei  of  the  vidaity 
and  the  saloon  conceived  the  last  letter  to  be  ooaipli- 
mentary  to  themsdves.  I  leave  this  to  the  oommca- 
tators  to  illuminate.  If  you  don't  answer  this,  I 
shaVt  say  what  ytm  deserve,  but  I  think  /deserre 
a  reply.  Do  you  concdve  there  is  ao  Post-Bag  bat 
the  Twopenny  ?  Sunburn  me,  if  you  are  not  loo 
bad.** 

LETTER  CXXV 

TO  MB  MOOBB. 

•Jalyl)tfe,Wl 

*'Your letter aet me nt eaae;  fer  I  Na% thought 
(as  I  hear  of  your  auawpliLai^y)  that  I  faadsaid-l 
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tea 


Mt  what— bat  tMBeduiig  I  ihoakl  have  been 

fer,  iMd  k,  or  I,  •ftoiled  yon ;— thengh  I 

kow  a  Haa  with  a  beaotifiil  wife— Att  Mon 

-quitfi-bBe-conpetency  and  fiieudi  (I 

ior  a  ihcwnH,  whioli  it  more  than  I  will 

in  My  own  behalf),  can  be  oflfciled  with 


Do  yon  know.  Hove,  I  aa  anuiagly 

I  ny  bat  melhmd  to  be  Mrioariy  ea*- 
with  La4y  A.  P.— bat  thii  *  *  hai  ruined 
aM  Hy  proepects.  Howerer,  yon  know  her ;— ie  she 
dmar,  or  aenaible,  or  good-tempered  ?  either  would 
io~l  wentA  oat  the  lotO.  I  don't  aik  as  to  her 
baoty — tb^  I  tee;  bat  my  cireunistancee  are 
■eafiagy  mmd  were  not  my  other  proepects  bhu^Len- 
■C  I  would  take  a  wife,  and  that  should  be  the 
bad  I  a  chance.  I  do  not  yet  know  her  much, 
km  belter  than  I  did.      *     *     *     * 

mxA  to  gel  away,  bat  find  difficulty  m  com- 
a  paange  m  a  thip  of  war.  They  had  better 
let  me  go  ;  if  I  cannot,  patriotism  is  the  word— '  nay, 
a' they  II  Bioath,  IH  rant  as  well  as  they.'  Now, 
vhat  are  70a  doing  ?— writing,  we  all  hope,  for  our 
•oa  sdLcs.  Remember  you  most  edite  my  posthu- 
■SOS  worksy  with  a  life  of  the  Author,  for  which  I 
«a  scad  70a  Confessions,  dated  'Laxarretto,' 
Snyna,  Ifa^  or  Palermo— one  can  die  any  where. 

"l^ere  is  to  be  a  thing  on  Tuesday  ydeped  a 
Bstisasl  fipCc  Hie  Regent  and  *  *  *  are  to  be 
toe,  and  ereiy  body  ebe,  who  has  shillings  enough 
far  what  was  once  a  guinea.  VauxhaD  is  the  scene 
— 4ere  are  aix  tickets  issued  for  the  modest  women, 
«i  it  is  sop^posed  there  will  be  three  to  spare.  The 
pssiporta  fcr  the  lax  are  beyond  my  arithmetio. 

*«P.  S.'The  Stael  bst  night  attacked  me  most 
fsiiss^j  aaid  that  I  had  *no  right  to  make  lore- 
Hat  I  bad  mtd  *    *  barbarously— that  I  had  no 

frdiijt.  **^  TTTiT  ' — 1r  ' '"'  "'  *"  ^-"-f— ••— 

aad  had  beea  all  my  life.'    I  am  rery  ^  lo  hear 
k,  bat  dsdasCkwrn  it  before.    Let  me  hear  &om  you 


LETTER  CXXVI. 

10  MB  MOOU. 

«Jaly»fli,1813. 
**  I  am  B0(  wen  Teiaed  enoogh  m  the  wny*  of  smgle 
we— ■  to  aMike  much  matrissonial  progrem.  *    * 

*'I  lAfe  been  dinii«  like  the  diagon  of  Wandey 
far  this  ks(  week.  B^  head  aches  with  the  Tintage 
of  varioas  ceDan,  and  my  brains  are  muddled  as  their 
dregs.  I  met  your  friends  the  D  *  *s ;  she  sung 
one  of  yoor  best  songs  so  well,  that,  but  for  the 
appeaffBDee  of  aflectation,  I  couM  have  cried ;  he 
nse  of  Hunt,  hot  haadsomer,  aad  more 
in  soul,  perhaps.  I  wirii  to  God  he  may 
his bonible anomalous conqdaiat.  IVupper 
of  her  fooe  is  beautiful,  aad  she  seems  much 
aoacbed  to  her  husband.  He  ii  right,  nerertheless, 
ia  leariag  this  nauseous  town.  The  first  winter 
weoU  iafollibly  destroy  her  oomplexioa,— and  the 
vesy  probably,  ereiy  thing  else. 
I  most  teO  yoa  a  stofy.  M  *  *  (of  indifferent 
)  was  dining  out  die  other  day,  and  com- 
of  the  P— e's  coldness  to  his  old  wassaOers. 


D'  *  *  (a  learned  Jew)  bored  him  with  questions — 
why  this?  and  why  that?  *  Why  did  the  P— e  act 
thus  r— *  Why,  sir,  on  account  of  Lord  *  •,  who 
ought  to  be  ashamed  of  himself.*  *  And  why  ought 
Lord  *  *  to  be  ashamed  of  hinwdf?'—*  Because  the 
p— c,  sir,  ***♦*♦*.'•  And  why,  sir, 
did  the  P— e  cut  yea  ?'— *  Because,  G— d  d— mme, 
sir,  I  stock  to  my  principles.'  *  And  wky  did  you 
stick  to  your  principles?* 

*<  Is  not  this  kst  question  the  best  that  erer  was 
put,  when  you  coasider  to  whom?  It  neariy  killed 
M  *  ^.  Perhaps  yea  may  think  it  stupid,  hot,  as 
Goldsmith  said  about  the  peas,  it  was  a  Tory  good 
joke  when  I  heard  it-^as  I  did  from  an  ear-witness— 
aad  is  only  ^oilt  in  my  namUion. 

*<The  season  has  dosed  with  a  Dandy  Ball ;— but 
I  ha^  dinners  with  the  Harrswbys,  Rogers,  and 
FVere  and  Mackintosh,  where  I  shall  drink  your 
health  m  a  sBeat  bumper,  aad  regret  your  absence 
tiU  *  too  much  canaries'  wash  away  my  memoiy,  or 
render  it  superfluous  by  a  nrion  of  yoa  at  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  table.  Canning  has  disbanded  his 
party  by  a  speech  from  his  ♦  *  *  ♦—the  true 
throoe  of  aToiy.  ConceiTe  his  turmng  them  off  m 
a  formal  harangue,  and  bidding  them  think  for  them- 
sehres.  *  I  hare  led  my  ragamuffins  where  they  are 
well  peppered.  There  are  but  three  of  the  160  left 
ahfe,  and  diey  are  for  the  Tovm't-end  [quay,  might 
not  Falstaffmcaa  the  Bow-street  officer?  Idaresay 
Makme's  posthumoos  editfon  wffl  hare  it  so)  for  life." 

**  Since  I  wrote  kst, Ihave been  mto  the  coontry. 
I  jouraeyed  by  night— no  moident  or  accident,  but  an 
alarm  on  the  part  of  my  valet  on  the  outside,  who,  in 
crossing  Epping  Forest,  actually,  I  believe,  flung 
down  lus  purse  before  amile-stone,  with  a  gk>w-wonn 
in  the  second  figure  of  number  XIX — mistaking  it 
for  afoo^pad  aad  dark  lantern.  I  can  only  attribute 
his  fears  to  a  pair  of  new  pistols,  wherewith  I  had 
armed  him ;  and  he  thought  it  necessary  to  display 
his  Tigihuiice  by  calUng  out  tome  whenerer  we  passed 
any  thing — no  matler  whether  moving  or  stationary. 
Conceive  ten  miles,  with  a  tremor  every  furlong.  I 
have  scribbled  you  a  fearfully  long  letter.  This  sheet 
must  be  blank,  and  is  merely  a  wrapper,  to  preclude 
the  tabeDarians  of  the  post  firom  peeping.  You  once 
compbuned  of  my  not  writing;— I  will  heap  *coalsof 
fire  upon  your  head*  by  not  oomplaiaing  of  your  not 
reading.  Ever,  my  dear  Moore^  your'n  (isn't  that 
the  Stafibrdshire  terminatfon?) 

"  Btbom.»' 

LETTER  CXXVn. 


•July  S7th»  1813. 
*  When  you  next  imitate  the  style  of  *  Tacitas,' 
prajadd,  *demoribasGermanorum;'— this  hwt  was 
a  piece  of  barbarous  silence,  and  could  only  be  taken 
fimn  the  fVoodi,  and,  as  such,  I  attribute  it  entirely 
to  your  «ylvan  sequestration  at  Mayfield  Cottage. 
You  will  And,  on  casting  up  accounts,  that  you  are 
my  debtor  by  several  sheets  and  one  epistle.  I  shall 
bring  my  aotkiB ;— if  you  ifoat  discharge,  expect  to 
hear  from  my  attorney.  I  have  forwarded  yoiff  letter 
to  Ruggiero ;  but  don't  make  a  postman  of  me  again. 
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for  fear  I  should  be  tempted  to  fiobteyour  sanctity  of 
wax  or  wafer. 

**  Believe  me  erer  yours  indignantfyt 

LETTER  CXXVin. 

TO  ME  MOORE. 

•July  »th.  1813. 

**  Can't  yon  be  satisfied  with  the  pangs  of  my 
jealousy  of  Rogers,  without  actually  making  me  the 
pander  of  your  epistolary  intrigue?  This  is  the 
second  letter  you  have  enclosed  to  my  address,  not- 
withstanding a  miraculous  long  answer,  and  a  subse- 
quent short  one  or  two  of  your  own.  If  you  do  so 
again,  I  can*t  tell  to  what  pitch  my  fiiiy  may  soar. 
I  shaD  send  you  Terse  or  arsenic,  as  likely  &•  a^y 
thing,— four  thousand  couplets  on  sheets  b^ond  the 
privilege  of  franking;  that  privilege,  sir,  of  which 
you  take  an  undue  advantage  over  a  too  susceptible 
senator,  by  farwarding  your  lucubrations  to  eveiy 
one  but  himsdf.  I  won't  frank /rom  you,  or^you, 
or  to  you— may  I  be  curst  if  I  do,  unless  you  mend 
your  manners.  I  disown  you — I  disckimyou — and 
by  an  the  powenof  Eulogy,  I  will  write  a  panegyric 
upon  you— or  dedicate  a  quarto— if  you  don't  make 
me  ample  amends. 

''P.  S.— I  am  in  training  to  dine  with  Sheridan  and 
Rogers  this  evening.  I  have  a  little  spite  against  R. 
and  will  shed  his*  CSaiy  wines  pottle-deep.'  Thisti 
nearly  my  ultimate  or  penultimate  lettter;  for  I  am 
quite  equipped,  and  only  wait  a  passage.  Perhaps 
I  may  wait  a  few  weeks  for  Sligo;  but  not  if  I  can 
help  it." 

He  had,  with  the  intention  of  going  to  Greece, 
applied  to  Mr  Croker,  the  Secretaiy  of  the  Admiralty, 
to  procure  him  a  passage  on  board  a  king's  ship  to 
the  Mediterranean;  and,  at  the  request  of  this  gcn- 
tleman.  Captain  Barlton,  of  the  Boyne,  who  was  just 
then  ordered  to  reinforce  Sir  Edward  Pellew,  con- 
sented to  receive  Lord  Byron  into  his  cabin  for  the 
voyage.  To  the  letter  announcing  this  offer,  the 
foQowing  is  the  reply. 

LETTER   CXXIX. 

TO  MB  CROKER. 

«BtStr.,Aiiffnst9d,1813. 
^DRAR  SIR, 

''I  was  honoured  with  your  unexpected*  and 
veiy  obliging  letter  when  on  the  pomt  of  leaving  Lon- 
don, which  prevented  me  from  acknowledging  my 
obligation  as  quickly  as  I  felt  it  sincerely.  I  am  en- 
deavouring aU  in  my  power  to  be  ready  before 
Saturday — and  even  if  I  should  not  succeed,  I  can  only 
bbuno  my  own  tardiness,  which  will  not  the  less 
enhance  the  benefit  I  have  lost.  I  have  only  to  add 
my  hope  of  forgiveness  for  all  my  trespasses  on  your 
time  and  patience,  and  with  my  best  wishes  for  your 
public  and  prifate  wcUare,  I  have  the  honour  to  be, 
most  truly, 

^  Vour  obliged  and  most  obedient  servant, 
"Byron." 

*  He  calls  the  letter  of  Mr  Croker  «onexpected,»  be- 
caiue.  in  tbeir  previoui  corretpondence  and  interviews  on 
the  sal^ect,  tbat  gentleman  had  not  been  able  to  hold  out 
•0  earlj  a  prospect  of  a  passage,  nor  one  which  was  Uliely 
to  be  so  agreeable  in  point  of  society. 


So  eariy  as  the  autumn  of  this  year,  a  fifth  editioo 
of  the  Giaour  was  required ;  and  again  his  hacj 
teemed  with  fresh  materials  for  its  pages.  TheTenes 
commencing  ^  The  browsing  camek'  belb  are  tink- 
ling," and  the  four  pages  that  follow  the  line,  **  Yes, 
bye  indeed  is  light  from  heaven,"  were  all  added  at 
this  time.  Nor  had  the  overflowings  <^  his  mind  era 
yet  ceased,  as  I  find  in  the  Poem,  as  it  exisU  at  pre- 
sent, stiU  further  additions,— and  among  them  tboit 
four  brilliant  lines, — 

She  was  a  form  of  life  and  light, 
lliat.  seen,  became  a  part  of  sight, 
And  rose,  where'er  I  tora'd  mine  eye, 
The  Morning-star  of  memory  ! 

The  following  notes  and  letters  to  Mr  Munaj, 
during  these  outpourings,  wiD  show  how  iiredstiWe 
was  the  impulse  under  which  he  vented  his  thoogliti. 

**  If  you  send  more  proofo,  I  shaD  never  fiowh  tUi 
infernal  stoiy— <Ecce  signum '— thirly-thiee  more 
lines  enclosed  1  to  the  utter  discomfiture  of  the  printer, 
and,  I  fear,  not  to  your  advantage. 

«  Half-past  two  in  the  morning,  August  Mth,  HU. 

**  DEAR  SIR, 

"  Pray  suspend  the  proofi,  for  I  am  HtUn  again, 
and  have  quanlUiet  for  other  pails  of  the  bianin. 
Youra  ever, 

"  P.  S.^You  shall  have  them  in  the  coarK  of  th« 
day." 

LETTER   CXXX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  August  Sith,18U. 

**  I  have  looked  over  and  corrected  one  proof,  but 
not  so  carefully  (God  knows  if  you  can  read  it  thnragh. 
but  I  can't)  as  to  preclude  your  ^e  from  disoorering 
some  omission  of  mine  or  coiwmission  of  your  printer. 
If  you  have  patience,  look  it  over.  Do  you  know  wj 
body  who  can  stop—I  mean  pom<— commas,  and  w 
forth?  for  I  am,  I  hear,  a  sad  hand  at  your  pmictaa- 
tion.  I  have,  but  with  some  difficulty,  not  added 
any  more  to  this  make  of  a  Poem,  which  has  beep 
lengthening  its  rattles  every  month.  It  is  now  hu- 
fully  kmg,  being  more  than  a  Canto  and  a  half  of 
Childe  Harold,  which  contains  but  882  lines  per  book, 
with  all  late  additions  inclusive. 

**The  last  lines  Hodgson  likes.  It  is  not  often  be 
does,  and  when  he  don't,  he  tells  me  with  great 
energy,  and  I  fret  and  alter.  I  have  thrown  then  in 
to  soften  the  ferocity  of  our  Infidel,  and  for  a  dying 
man,  have  given  him  agood  deal  to  say  for  hinself. 
*  ♦  *  ♦  * 

^'I  was  quite  sony  to  hear  you  say  you  staid  in 
town  on  my  account,  and  I  hope  sincerely  you  did  not 
mean  so  superfluous  a  piece>of  politeness. 

"  Our  fix  critiques !— they  would  have  made  ImV  a 
Quarterly  by  themselves;  but  this  is  the  age  of  criti- 

The  following  refer  apparently  to  a  still  klersdi* 
tion. 
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LETTER  CXXXI. 

TO  MB  MURKAT. 

«StUtOB.Oot.3d»1813. 
*^  I  hKwe  just  recollected  an  altenUioa  jou  maj 
Bake  in  the  proof  to  be  sent  to  Aston. — Among  the 
fiaes  <»  HBasan's  Send,  not  &r  firom  the  beginnmg,  is 

Uameet  far  SoUtode  to  share. 

Now  to  ahnre  impBes  more  than  one,  and  Solitude  is 
a  ■uglr  gentkman ;  it  most  be  thus — 

For  maay  a  gilded  chamber  *•  there, 
Which  SoUtode  might  weU  forbear ; 

sad  ao  oo. — ^Bljr  address  is  Aston-Hall,  Rotherhan. 
•WiH  70a  adopt  this  correction?  and  pray  accept 
dicese  from  me  for  your  trouble.    Ever 


**  If*  tlie  old  line  stands,  let  the  other  run  thus— 

Nor  there  win  weary  trareller  halt, 
To  Ueai  the  lacred  bread  and  nil. 

*3r«lr.— To  partake  of  food— to  break  bread  and 
tsale  aah  with  your  host,  ensures  the  safety  of  the 
goest ;  even  though  an  enemy,  his  person  from  that 
■OBent  becomes  sacred. 

^^'Dure  is  another  additional  note  sent  yesterday 
—en  tke  Priest  in  the  Confessional. 

*P.  S. — I  leave  this  to  your  discretion;  if  any 
bodiy  thinka  the  oM  line  a  good  one,  or  the  cheese  a 
had  ooe,  ikxi't  accept  either.  But,  in  that  case,  the 
wmdtkMre  is  repeated  soon  after,  in  the  line — 

To  Aare  the  master's  bread  and  salt ; 
sad  flMst  be  altered  to— 

To  break  the  maiter*s  bread  and  Mlt. 
TUs  isBot  ao  weO,  though— eonfound  it  I** 

LETTER  CXXXIL 

TO  MB  MURRAY. 

•Oct  Uth,  I8I3. 

"  Toa  BoM  look  the  Qiaour  again  over  carefully ; 
there  are  a  frw  lapses,  particularly  in  the  last  page. 
— '  1  ihsMT  It  was  ialse;  she  could  not  die,'  it  was, 
aadoofht  to  be—*  I  knew.'  Pray,  obsenre  this  and 
msalar  mistakes. 

**!  have  received  and  read  the  British  Review.  I 
leaBy  thak  the  vrriler  in  most  points  very  right.  The 
SB^  BMrtifyinf  thing  is  the  accusation  of  imitation. 
CraUe's  passage  I  never  saw  rt*  and  Scott  I  no  further 
meant  to  follow  than  in  his  fyric  measure,  which  is 
Gray's,  Milton's,  and  any  one's  who  likes  it.    The 

*  Thfa  is  written  on  a  separate  dip  of  paper  encloaed. 

t  The  paaaatn  referred  to  by  the  Reriewen  ia  in  the 
Ptam  eatitied  «  Resentment ;  *  and  the  following  is,  I  take 
far  gnated.  Oie  part  wldch  Lord  Byron  is  accvsed  by  tliem 
•TtefiiV  imitated. 

ThoK  Bcc  Ifte  wax— apply  theai  to  the  Are, 
McklBg,  they  take  tb* impreMknit  70a  derin; 
faMf  10  oMMtld,  and  fuhioa  u  70a  pleaw, 
Kad  nfaAa  amaUed  with  an  eqaal  eate : 
Lfte  MMltwl  Iron  these  the  fbriM  ntaia, 
1  never  aeU  again 


Giaour  is  certainly  a  bad  character,  but  not  dan- 
gerous; and  I  think  his  fate  and  his  feelings  will  meet 
with  few  proselytes.  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  hear  from 
or  of  you,  when  you  please;  but  don't  put  yourself 
out  of  your  my  on  my  account." 

LETTER  CXXXUL 

TO  MR  MOORB. 
«  Bennetstreet.  Anguat  »d.  1813. 

**  As  OUT  late— I  might  say,  deceased— correspond- 
ence had  too  much  of  the  town-life  leaven  in  it,  we 
win  now,  'paulo  majora,'  prattle  a  Uttle  of  Ittem- 
ture  in  idl  its  branches;  and  first  of  the  first— criti- 
cism. The  Prince  is  at  Brighton,  and  Jackson,  the 
boxer,  gone  to  Margate,  having,  I  believe,  decoyed 
Yarmouth  to  see  a  milling  in  that  polite  neighbour- 
hood. Made  de  Stael  Holstein  has  kMt  one  of  her 
young  barons,  who  has  been  carbonadoed  by  a  vfle 
Teutonic  adjutant,— kilt  and  killed  in  a  cofiee-house 
at  Scrawsenhawsen.  Corinne  is,  of  course,  what  all 
mothers  must  be,— but  will,  I  venture  to  prophesy, 
do  what  few  mothers  could — ^write  an  Essay  upon  it. 
She  cannot  exist  without  a  grievance — and  somebody 
to  see,  or  read,  how  much  grief  becomes  her.  I  have 
not  seen  her  since  the  event ;  but  merely  judge  (not 
very  charitably)  from  prior  observation. 

**  In  a  *  mail-coach  copy''.of  the  Edinburgh,  I  per- 
ceive the  Giaour  is  2d  article.  The  numbers  are  still 
in  the  Leith  smack— pr<i^,  which  way  is  the  wind? 
The  said  article  is  so  very  mild  and  sentimental,  that 
it  must  be  vrritten  by  Jefirey  m  Jove;— you  know  he 
is  gone  to  America  to  marry  some  fair  one,  of  whom 
he  has  been,  for  several  quarters,  iperd&mewt  auum- 
reux.  Seriously — as  Winifred  Jenkins  says  of  Lis- 
mahago— Mr  Jeff^  (or  his  deputy)  *  has  done  the 
handsome  thing  by  me,'  and  I  say  nothing.  But  this 
I  will  say— if  you  and  I  bad  knocked  one  another  on 
the  head  in  his  quarrel,  how  he  would  have  laughed, 
and  what  a  mighty  bad  figure  we  should  have  cut  in 
our  posthumous  works !  By  the  by,  I  was  called  tn 
the  other  day  to  mediate  between  two  gentlemen  bent 
upon  carnage,  and,— after  a  long  struggle  between 
the  natural  desire  of  destroying  one's  fellow-crea- 
tures, and  the  dislike  of  seeing  men  play  the  fool  for 
nothing, — I  got  one  to  make  an  apology,  and  the  other 
to  take  it,  and  left  them  to  live  happy  ever  after.  One 
was  a  peer,  the  other  a  friend  untitled,  and  both  fond 
of  high  play ; — and  one,  I  can  swear  for,  though  very 
mild, '  not  fearful,'  and  so  dead  a  shot,  that,  though 
the  other  is  the  thinnest  of  men,  he  wouki  have  split 
him  like  a  cane.  They  both  conducted  themselves 
very  well,  and  I  put  them  out  of  pain  as  soon  as  I 
coidd. 

**  There  is  an  American  life  of  G.  P.  Cooke, 
Scurray  deceased,  lately  published.  Such  a  book ! — 
I  believe,  since  Ehrunken  Bamaby's  Journal,  nothing 
like  it  has  drenched  the  press.  AH  green-room  and 
tap-room — drams  and  the  drama — brandy,  whisky- 
punch,  and,  kUterfyf  toddy,  overflow  every  page. 
Two  things  are  rather  marvellous— first,  that  a  man 
diould  live  so  long  drunks  and,  next,  that  he  should 
have  found  a  sober  biographer.  There  are  some 
veiy  laughaj>le  things  in  it,  nevertheless; — but  the 
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pints  he  swallowed  and  the  parts  he  peifonned  are 
too  regularly  registered. 

**  AU  this  time  you  wonder  I  am  not  gone :  so  do  I; 
bat  the  accounts  of  the  plague  are  very  perplexing — 
not  so  much  for  the  thing  itself  as  the  quarantme 
established  in  all  ports,  and  from  all  places,  even  from 
England.  It  is  true  the  forty  or  sixty  days  would,  in 
all  probability,  be  as  foolishly  spent  on  shore  as  in  the 
ship ;  but  one  likes  to  have  one's  choice,  nevertheless. 
Town  is  awfully  empty ;  but  not  the  worse  for  that. 
I  am  really  puzzled  with  my  perfect  ignorance  of' 
what  I  mean  to  do;— not  stay,  if  I  can  help  it,  but 
where  to  gof*  Sliga  is  Cor  the  North,— «  pleasant 
place,  Petersburgh,  ia  September,  with  one's  ears 
and  nose  in  a  muff,  or  else  tumbling  into  one's  neck- 
cloth or  pocket-handkerchief  1  If  the  winter  treated 
Buonaparte  with  so  little  ceremony,  what  wouki  it 
inflict  upon  your  solitaiy  traveller?— -Give  ne  a  mn, 
and  I  care  not  how  hot,  and  sherbet,  I  care  not  how 
cool,  and  n^  Heaven  is  as  easily  made  as  your  Per- 
sian's.f  The  Giaour  is  now  1000  and  odd  Unes. 
*  Lord  Fanny  spins  a  thousand  such  a  day ;'  eh, 
Moore !— thou  wilt  needs  be  a  wag,  but  I  Sorpw  it. 
"  Yours  ever, 

**Bm. 

**  P.  S. — I  perceive  I  have  written  a  ffippant  and 
rather  cold-hearted  letter;  let  it  go,  however.  I  have 
said  nothing,  either,  of  the  brilliant  sex;  but  the 
fiu4  is,  I  am  at  this  moment  in  a  &r  more  serious, 
and  entirely  new,  scrape  than  any  of  the  last  twelve- 
month's,—«nd  that  is  saying  a  good  deal.  *  *  *  It 
is  unlucky  we  can  neither  live  with  nor  without 
these  women. 

'^  I  am  now  thinking  and  regretting  that,  jint  as  I 
have  left  Newstead^  you  reside  near  it.  Did  you 
ever  see  it  ?  db— but  don't  tell  me  that  you  like  it. 
If  I  had  known  of  such  int^ectual  neighbourhood,  I 
don't  think  I  sfaouM  have  quitted  it.  You  eouki  have 
come  over  so  often,  as  a  bachelor,— for  it  was  a  tho- 
mugh  bachekMT's  mansioD— plenty  of  wine  and  such 
sordid  sensualities— with  books  enough,  room  enough, 
and  an  air  of  antiquity  about  all  (except  the  lasses) 
that  would  have  suited  yon,  when  pensive,  and 
served  you  to  laugh  at  when  in  glee.  I  had  built 
myself  a  bath  and  a  vmUt — and  now  I  sha*n't  even 
be  buried  in  it.  It  is  odd  that  we  can't  even  be  eer- 
tain  of  a  grave,  at  least  a  particular  one.  I  remem- 
ber, when  about  fifteen,  reading  your  poems  there, 
— ^which  I  can  repeat  almost  now, — and  asking  all 
kinds  of  questions  about  the  author,  when  I  heard 

*  One  of  his  tnivellliiff  prefects  appears  to  hsve  been  a 
vMt  to  AbyMiaia :— at  least,  I  bare  foond,  among  bis 
pspen,  s  letter  founded  mi  that  sappodtiM,  in  which  the 
writer  eotreats  of  him  to  procnre  information  concemiax 
«  a  kiocdom  of  Jews  mentioned  by  Broce  ss  residiaff  on  the 
mountain  of  Samen,  in  that  country.  I  hare  had  the  honour,* 
he  adds,  "of  some  correspondence  with  the  Rer.  Dr Bu- 
chanan and  the  Reverend  and  learned  O.  &  Faher,  on  the 
subject  of  the  exiatence  of  thb  kingdom  of  Jews,  which,  if 
it  prove  to  be  a  Act,  will  more  clearly  elucidate  many  of 

the  acripCnre  prophecies ; and,  if  Proridence 

fhTonrs  your  lordablp's  miasioa  to  ▲bysrfaia,  aa  iatercoune 
might  be  established  between  England  and  that  country, 
and  the  BagUah  ships,  according  to  the  Rev.  Mr  Faber. 
BiighC  be  the  principal  means  of  transporting  the  kingdom 
of  Jews,  now  in  Abyssinia,  to  Egypt,  in  their  way  to  their 
own  country,  Palestine.* 

t  A  PenUo'*  Heav'o  Is  eadly  aisde— 
*Tb  but  black  eyciaod 


that  he  was  not  dead  aooerding  to  the  prefoee;  won- 
dering if  I  should  ever  see  him— and  d)oagfa,atthat 
time,  without  the  smallest  poetical  propensity  my- 
self, very  much  taken,  as  you  may  imagine,  widi  that 
volume.  Adieu— I  commit  you  to  the  care  of  the 
gods— Hindoo,  Scandinavian,  and  Hdlenic  I 

"  P.  S.  3d.— There  is  an  excellent  review  of 
Grimm's  Correspondence  and  Mad.  de  Stael  in  thii 
No.  oftheE.R.  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  •  Jeffiey, himid^ 
was  my  critic  last  year  ;  but  this  is,  I  believe,  by 
another  hand.  I  hope  you  are  going  on  widi  your 
grmul  cmp — pray  do— or  that  damned  Lncien  Buo- 
naparte will  beat  us  all.  I  have  seen  rnnch  of  his 
poem  in  MS.,  and  ha  really  surpasses  eyeiy  thutg 
beneath  Tasso.  Hodgson  is  tnasiating  him  ofmtt 
another  bard.  You  (and,  I  bdieve,  Ragen),  Scott, 
Giilbrd  and  nqrself,  are  to  be  referred  to  ss  jodges 
between  the  twain,— that  is,  if  you  accept  the  office. 
Conceive  our  different  opinions !  I  think  we,  most  of 
us  (I  am  talking  very  impudently,  you  wiD  ihlBk— m, 
indeed  1)  have  a  way  of  our  own,— at  least,  yoo  u4 
Scott  certainty  have.** 

LETTER  CXXXIV. 

TO  MR  MOOBB. 

«  August  SBtk,  nil 

**  Ay,  my  dear  Moore, '  there  too*  a  time'— I  bare 
heard  of  your  tricks,  when  '  you  was  canpaigning 
at  the  King  of  Bohemy.'  I'm  much  mistekes  if, 
some  fine  London  spring,  about  the  year  1815,  that 
time  does  not  come  again.  After  aO,  we  most  eod 
in  marriage ;  and  I  can  conceive  nothing  nwre  de- 
lightful than  such  a  state  in  the  country,  reading  the 
county  newspaper,  etc.,  and  kissing  one's  vife'i 
maid.  Seriously,  I  vrould  inoorpoiate  with  any  wo- 
man of  decent  demeanour  to-morrow— that  is,  I 
would  a  month  ago,  but,  at  present,     *     '^    * 

"  Why  dont  you  *  parody  that  Odef-Doyoa 
think  I  diouM  be  UUky?  or  have  you  does  it,  sad 
won't  tell  me? — You  are  quite  right  about OitiD- 
schid,  and  I  have  reduced  it  to  a  disenable  witfaa 
this  half-hour.f  I  am  glad' to  hear  you  talk  of 
Richardson,  because  it  tells  me  what  you  woa't- 
that  you  are  going  to  beat  Lucien.  At  leait,  tdl 
me  how  far  you  have  proceeded.  Do  you  think  lae 
less  interested  about  your  works,  or  less  sineeie  tha 
our  friend  Ruggiero?  I  am  not— and  never  wis. 
In  that  thing  of  mine,  the  *  Ei«lish  Bards,' at  the 
time  when  I  vras  angry  with  all  the  world,  I  ^^^ 
*  disparaged  your  parts,' although  I  dkl  not  know 

*  Hw  Ode  of  Horace, 

Natisia  nsoBi  Ivttdae,  &c 
some  passages  of  which  I  toM  him  arisht  be  paro«cii> 
to  soon  of  his  late  adventures : 


Qoaota  labora*  In  Charjbdl, 
Difne  poer  meUore  SaaiiA  I 
t  In  his  first  editioB  of  the  Oiaonr  he  hai  need  tUi  wwj 

as  a  trisyllable^«Brt8ht  m  the  rem  of  OfaaMS^?*;^ 
on  my  remarking  to  him,  npon  the  authority  of  Kk*'*! 
son's  PersianJDictionary,  that  this  was  iaconect,bcsKef^ 
it  to  «  Bright  as  the  ruby  of  Oiamscbid."  On  ^iBtiBgw^ 
howerer,  I  wrote  to  Mm  'that,  as  the  comparisoa  <ifu| 
heroine's  eye  to  a  *  raby*  might  nnlockily  call  ap  fte  W« 
of  its  being  bloodshot  be  bad  better  change  the  liM" 
•  Bright  as  the  Jewel  of  Oiamschld  ;•  "-which  be  •<««* 
ingly  did  in  the  following  edition. 
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ptnootBy ;— end  hare  alwajs  regretted  that 
dMTc  gire  ue  an  entirt  work,  and  not  sprinkle 
~  in  detached  pieces— beautiful,  I  allow  and 
uiome  bk  our  language,*  but  still  giving  us  a 
f%to  to  expect  a  Siak  Nmiuk  (is  that  the  name  ?) 
as  weO  as  Gaaels.  Stick  to  the  East;— the  oracle, 
fticl,  told  me  it  was  the  only  poetical  policy.  The 
Hmtkj  Soolh,  and  West,  hate  all  been  exhausted; 
hm.  from  the  East,  we  hare  nothing  but  S  *  *  's  un- 
~  these  he  has  contrived  to  spoil,  by 
i]y  their  most  outrageous  fictions.  His 
don't  interest  us,  and  yours  will.  You 
w2  bave  no  competitor;  and,  if  you  had,  you 
to  be  glad  of  it.  The  little  I  have  done  in 
thai  way  is  merely  a  *  voice  m  the  wOdemess'  for 
yaa ;  and,  if  it  has  had  any  success,  that  also  will 
that  tlie  public  are  onentaliaing,  and  pave  the 
pafkiwycNi. 
**  I  have  been  thiiAing  of  a  stoiy,  grafted  on  the 
■ours  of  a  Peri  and  a  mortal  something  like,  only 
fhilamikf^pirml  than,  CaaotSe's  Oiable  Amou- 
It  would  require  a  good  deal  of  poeqr,  and 
ia  not  my  forte.  Por  that,  and  other  rea- 
ssH^  1  hare  gircn  up  the  idea,  and  merely  suggest 
iita  JOB,  beaause,  in  intervak  of  your  greater  work, 
I  ihinir  it  a  sniqect  you  might  make  much  of.f  If 
fsa  wRaat  any  more  books,  there  is  *  Castellan's 
des  OttoBDsns,'  the  best  compendium  of  the 
I  erer  met  with,  in  six  small  tomes.  I  am 
a  liberty  by  talking  in  this  style  to  my 
■y  betten;'— -pardoa  it,  and  don't 
Skdt^fmcmmlt  my  motives.'' 

LETTER  CXXXV. 

TO  MR  MOOBS. 

Angnst-Septeiiiber,  I  mean— 1st,  I8I3. 
I  send  yon,  begging  yeur  acceptance,  Castellan, 
aad  three  wt>k.  on  Turkish  Literature,  not  yet 
isoked  iato.  Tbe  Lut  I  will  thank  you  to  read,  ex- 
tract what  yon  vrant,  and  return  in  a  week,  as  they 
are  leal  to  sse  I7  that  brightest  of  Northern  constel- 
^^f^*^"**,  Mackintosb, — amongst  many  other  kind 
tlui^  into  which  India  has  warmed  bim,  for  I  am 
wmre  your   kmu  Scotsman  is  of  a  less  genial  de- 


Bmriag  already  endeavoored  to  obviate  the  charf  e  of 
to  vUdi  I  am  aware  I  expose  myMlf  hy  being  thus 
accaaHiy  to  tke  puklkation  of  enkvics,  so  warn  aad  so 
■ttla  actiled,  m  mjtM,  I  shaU  hare  only  add,  that  it  wUl 
akuAaatljr  coaa^  mm  onder  anch a  cliarge,  if,  in  whatever 
degree  the  jadcnent  of  my  aoble  friend  may  be  called  in 
■Mil if  far  dwaa  praises, be  shall, in  the  same  proportion, 
ciediK  for  the  good-natare  and  warm-heartadneas 
Itey  were  dictated. 
I  had  ainady,  aingalarly  enoagh,  anticipated  this  sng- 

bj  malriiMr  the  daogbter  of  a  Peri  the  heroine  of 

of  my  rtories,  and  detailiog  tbe  lore- adventures  of  her 

mini  la  aa  episode.   In acqaainting  Lord  Byron 

Ua  dmimstanff  ia  sty  answer  to  the  aboTO  letter,  I 

«  An  I  ask  of  yoar  frieodship  is— not  that  yon  will 

fr«in  Feria  on  my  account,  for  that  is  too  much 

Mk  «#  kanan  (or.  at  least,  anther's)  nature— but  that, 

iMim  yoa  maaa  to  pay  yoor  addresses  to  any  of  these 

hiJfes,  yoa  will,  at  once,  tell  me  so,  frankly  and  ia-  I 

let  aae,  at  least,  have  my  choice  whether  I  shall 

dcsjpciali]  enou^  to  go  on,  with  such  a  rival,  or  at  once 
kr  tte  wkela  rnee  into  yoar  hands,  and  take,  for  the 
to  AatadHaviaM  wMk  Ur  MoatgsaMry." 


^  Your  Peri,  my  dear  M.,  is  sacred  and  inviok- 
ble;  I  have  no  idea  of  touching  the  hem  of  her  pet- 
ticoat. Your  afiectation  of  a  dislike  to  encounter 
me  is  so  flattering,  that  I  begin  to  think  myself  a 
very  fine  feik>w.  But  you  are  laughing  at  me—'  stap 
my  vitals,  Tam  I  thou  art  a  veiy  impudent  person ;' 
and,  if  you  are  not  laughing  at  me,  you  deserve  to 
be  laughed  at.  Seriously,  what  oa  earth  can  you, 
or  have  you,  to  dread  fixNn  any  poetical  flesh  breath- 
ing !  It  really  puts  me  out  of  humour  to  hear  you 
talk  thus. 

**  The '  Giaour'  I  have  added  to  a  good  deal ;  but 
stni  in  foolish  fragments.  It  contains  about  1200 
lineSft  or  rather  more — now  printing.  You  will 
aUow  me  to  send  you  a  copy.  You  delight  me  much 
by  telling  me  that  I  am  in  your  good  graces,  and 
more  particularly  as  to  temper;  for,  unluckily,  I 
have  the  reputation  of  a  veiy  bad  one.  But  they 
say  the  devil  is  amusing  when  pleased,  and  I  must 
have  been  more  venomous  than  the  old  serpent,  to 
have  hissed  or  stung  m  your  company.  It  may  be, 
and  would  appear  to  a  third  person,  an  incredible 
thing;  but  I  know  you  will  believe  me  when  I  say 
that  I  am  as  anxious  for  your  success  as  one  human 
being  can  be  for  another's, — as  much  as  if  I  had 
never  scribbled  a  line.  Surely  t^e  field  of  fame  is 
wide  enough  for  all ;  and  if  it  wer^  not,  I  woukl  not 
willingly  rob  my  neighbour  of  a  rood  of  it.  Now 
you  have  a  pretty  property  of  some  thousand  acres 
there,  and  when  you  have  passed  your  present  In- 
dosure  Bill,  your  income  will  be  doubled  (there  's  a 
metaphor,  worthy  of  a  Templar,  namely,  pert  and 
low),  while  my  wild  common  is  too  remote  to  incom- 
mode you,  and  quite  incapable  of  such  fertility.  I 
send  you  (which  return  per  post,  as  the  printer 
woukl  say)  a  curious  letter  from  a  friend  of  mine,* 
which  wOl  let  you  into  the  origin  of  *  the  Giaour.' 
Write  soon. 

"  Ever,  dear  Moore,  yours  most  entirely,  &e. 

^  P.  S. — ^This  letter  was  written  to  me  on  accqjont 
of  a  different  story  circulated  by  some  gentlewomen 
of  our  acquaintance,  a  little  too  close  to  the  text. 
The  part  erased  contained  merely  some  Turkish 
names,  and  circumstantial  evidence  of  the  girl's  de- 
tection, not  veiy  important  or  decorous." 

LETTER  CXXXVI. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

«8ept.5,lfiiS. 

*<  You  need  not  tie  yoursdf  down  to  a  day  with 
Toderini,  but  send  him  at  your  Idsure,  having  ana- 
tomized him  into  such  annotatioiis  as  you  want ;  I 
do  not  believe  that  he  has  ever  undergone  that 
process  before,  which  is  the  best  reason  for  not 
sparing  him  now. 

^  *  *  has  returned  to  town,  bu|  not  yet  recovered 
of  the  Quarteiiy .  What  fellows  these  reviewers  are ! 
*  these  bugs  do  fear  us  alL'  They  made  you  fight, 
and  me  (the  milkiest  of  men)  a  satirist,  and  wifl  end 
by  makmg  *  *  madder  than  Ajax.  I  have  been 
reading  Memory  agam,  the  other  day,  and  Hope 
together,  aad  retain  all  my  preference  of  the  former. 

•  The  latter  of  Laid  SUgo,  already  given. 
19 
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His  elegance  is  reaHy  wonderful — there  is  no  such 
thing  as  a  Tulgar  line  in  his  book.   *    '^    *    *    * 

^  What  say  you  to  Buonaparte !  Remember,  I 
back  him  aganist  the  fieM,  bariing  Catalepsy  and  the 
Elements.  Nay,  I  ahnost  wish  him  success  against 
an  countries  but  this,— were  it  on^  to  choke  the 
Morning  Post,  and  his  undutiiiil  father-in-law,  with 
that  rebeOioos  bastard  of  Scandinavian  adoption, 
Bemadotte.  Rogers  wants  me  to  go  with  him  on  a 
crusade  to  the  Lakes,  and  to  besiege  you  on  our  way . 
This  last  is  a  great  temptation,  but  I  fear  it  wiD  not 
be  in  my  power,  unless  you  would  go  on  with  one  of 
us  somewbere — no  matter  where.  It  is  too  late  for 
Matlock,  but  we  might  hit  upon  some  scheme,  high 
life  or  k>w,— the  last  would  be  much  the  best  for 
amusement  I  am  so  sick  of  the  other,  that  I  quite 
sigh  for  a  dder-cellar,  or  a  cruise  in  a  smuggler's 
sloop. 

^  Yon  cannot  wish  more  than  I  do  that  the  Pates 
were  a  little  more  accommodating  to  our  parallel 
lines,  which  prolong  ad  infinitum  without  coming  a 
jot  the  nearer.  I  almost  wish  I  were  married,  too — 
which  is  saying  much.  All  my  friends,  seniors  and 
juniors,  are  in  for  it,  and  ask  me  to  be  godbther,— 
the  only  species  of  parentage  which,  I  believe,  wfll 
ever  come  to  my  share  in  a  lawful  way  ;  and,  in  aa 
unlav^ul  one,  by  the  blessing  of  Ludna,  we  can  never 
be  certain,— though  the  perish  may.  I  suppose  I 
shall  hear  from  you  to-morrow.  If  not,  this  goes  as 
it  is  ;  but  I  leave  room  for  a  P.  S.,  in  case  any  thing 
requires  an  answer.    Ever,  &c. 

*<No  letter— n'tinpor(«.  R.  thinks  the  Quarteiiy 
vrin  be  at  me  this  time :  if  so,  it  shall  be  a  war  of 
extermination — no  quarter.  Prom  the  youngest  devil 
down  to  the  oldest  woman  of  that  Review,  aU  shall 
perish  by  one  fatal  lampoon.  The  ties  of  nature  shall 
be  torn  asunder,  for  I  will  not  even  spare  my  book- 
seller; nay,  if  one  were  to  include  readers  abo,  all 
the  better.** 

LETTER  CXXXVII. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

•Sept  8th  ttlS. 

**  I  am  Sony  to  see  Tod.  again  so  soon,  for  fear  your 
scrupulous  oonscieoce  should  have  prevented  you 
horn  'fuUy  availing  yourself  of  his  spoils.  By  this 
coach  I  send  you  a  copy  of  that  awfiil  pamphlet '  the 
Giaour,'  which  has  never  procured  me  half  so  high  a 
compliment  as  your  modest  alarm.  You  will  (if  in- 
clined in  an  evening)  perceive  that  I  have  added 
much  in  quantity,— a  curcumstanoe  which  may  truly 
diminish  your  modesty  upon  the  subject 

**  You  stand  certainly  in  great  need  of  *  a  lift '  with 
Bfackintosb.  My  dear  Moore,  you  strangely  underrate 
yourself.  I  should  conceive  it  an  afiectation  in  any 
other;  but  I  think  I  know  you  well  enough  to  believe 
that  you  don't  know  your  own  value.  However,  'tis 
a  fault  that  generally  mends ;  and,  in  your  case,  it 
really  ought.  I  have  heard  him  speak  of  you  as 
highly  as  your  wife  could  wish ;  and  enough  to  give 
all  your  friends  the  jaundice. 

"*  Yesterday  I  had  a  letter  from  ^'PodU/  brought 
by  Doctor  Holland,  who  is  just  returned  from 
^bania.  It  is  in  Latin,  and  begins '  Excehentissime, 
nee  non  Carissime,'  and  ends  about  a  gun  he  wants 


for  him  ;--it  is  signed  •  Ali  Viar.'  What  do  yon  ] 

think  he  has  been  about  ?  H.  tdk  me  that,  Isit 
spring,  he  took  a  hostile  town,  where,  forty-two  yean 
ago,  his  mother  and  sisters  were  treated  as  Ibi 
Cunigonde  was  by  the  Bulgarian  cavafay.  He  taUi 
the  town,  selects  all  the  survivors  of  this  expkit- 
childien,  grand-chfldren,  &c.,  to  the  tune  rf  m 
hundred,  and  has  them  shot  before  his  face.  Reed, 
lect,  he  spared  the  rest  of  the  :city,  and  codtaed 
himself  to  the  Tarquin  pedigree,— which  is  more  thaa 
I  would.    So  much  for  *  dearest  friend.' " 

LETTER   CXXXVffl. 

TO  MR  MOORS. 

•Sept  9.  ins. 

**  I  vrrite  to  you  fipom  Murray's,  and,  ^■'J[f?» 
from  Murray,  who,  if  you  are  not  predispoied  b 
favour  of  any  other  publisher,  would  be  happy  to 
treat  with  you,  at  a  fitting  time,  for  your  work.  1 
can  safely  recommend  him,  as  foir,  libenl,  and  attes- 
tive,  and  certainly,  in  point  of  reputation,  he  rtss« 
among  the  first  of*  the  trade.'  I  am  sure  he  woqM 
do  you  justice.  I  have  written  to  you  so  much  lately, 
that  you  vrill  be  glad  to  see  so  little  now.  Ever,  &c." 

LETTER   CXXXIX: 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

•September  9th,  ms- 
*<  THOMAS  MOORB, 

"  (Thou  wilt  never  be  cafled  *  trve  Tlioniss,'  ft* 
He  of  Ereildoune),  why  don't  you  write  to  m  ?- 
as  you  won't,  I  must.  I  vras  near  you  at  Aston  the 
other  day,  and  hope  I  soon  shaO  be  again.  U  v, 
yon  must  and  shall  meet  me,  and  go  to  MatkKi  sod 
elsewhere,  and  take  what,  in  /Uuh  dialect,  if  poett 
cally  termed  *  a  lark,'  with  Rogers  and  me  for  sccosh 
plices.  Yesterday,  at  Hollahd-house,  I  was  introduced 
to  Southey— the  best-looking  bard  I  have  seen  far 
some  time.  To  have  that  poet's  head  and  shouUtfJ, 
I  would  almost  have  written  his  Sapphics.  He  a 
certainly  a  prepossessing  person  to  look  on,  and  a 
man  of  talent,  and  all  that,  wid-— there  is  his  eulogy. 

"  *  ♦  read  me  part  of  a  letter  from  you.  By  tj< 
foot  of  Pharaoh,  I  believe  there  was  abuse,  for » 
stopped  short,  so  he  did,  after  a  fine  saying  aboot 
our  correspondence,  and  looked— 1  wish  I  could  re- 
venge myself  by  attacking  you,  or  by  telling  you  that 
1  have  had  to  defend  you — an  agreeable  way  whi^ 
one's  friends  have  of  recommemlmg  themsdvci  vj 
saying-'  Ay,  ay,  /  gave  it  Mr  Such-a-ooe  w 
what  he  said  about  your  being  a  plagiary  and  a  rake, 
and  so  on.'  But  do  you  know  that  you  are  one  of 
the  very  few  whom  I  never  have  the  satisCictioa  of 
hearing  abused,  but  the  reverse  ;— and  do  yon 
suppose  I  win  forgive  that  ? 

**  I  have  been  m  the  countiy,  and  ran  awiy  froai 
the  Doncaster  races.  It  is  odd,— I  was  a  vastdr  i> 
the  same  house  which  came  to  my  sire  as  a  residenoe 
with  Lady  Carmarthen  (with  whom  he  adukerated 
before  his  majority— by  the  by,  remember,  »*«  ^ 
not  my  mamnu)---and  they  thrust  me  into  an  (^ 
room,  with  a  nauseous  picture  over  the  chimaeyf 
which  I  should  suppose  my  papa  regarded  with  doe 
respect,  and  which,   inhoriting  tfaa  lainir  ta««>  > 
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'  hiked  upon  with  great  latisfiMaion.    I  itaid  a  week 

I  mth  the  tunily,  and  behaTed  irery  weU — though  the 

I  Wj  of  the  house  it  young  and  religioui,  and  pretty, 

lad  the  master  is  my  particular  friend.    I  felt  no 

wtk  for  any  thing  but  a  poodle  dog,  which  they 

iknUygaTeme.   Now,  for  a  man  of  my  coufset,  not 

!  even  to  haTe  coveted  is  a  sign  of  great  amendment. 

I  Pkaj  pardon  all  this  nonsense,  and  don*t  *  snub  me 

I  when  I  am  in  spirits.'        Ever  yours,        Bn.** 

**  Here's  an  impromptu  for  you  by  a  *  person  of 

written  hist  week,  oo  being  reproached  for 


Wk«B  from  tbe  heart  where  Sorrow  ilU** 

Her  dmky  shadow  moniiU  too  hig  h» 
Ami  o'er  the  changinf  aspect  fliU, 

▲ad  eloadi  the  brow,  or  fills  the  eye- 
Heed  sot  that  ffloona  which  soon  shall  shik : 

My  thoni^  their  donceon  know  too  well  t 
Back  to  my  breast  the  wanderers  shrink, 

Aad  bleed  within  their  sUeat  ceU. 

LETTER  CXL. 

TO  MR  MOORS. 

•Octobers.  1813. 

^You  bare  not  answered  some  six  letters  of 
^ac.  Itm,  thereibre,  is  my  penultimate.  I  will 
witeloyoQ  once  more,  but,  after  that— I  swear  by 
d  the  saiBta — ^I  am  silent  and  supercilious.  I  haye 
metCmran  at  HoDand-house—he  beats  ereiy  body ; 

fa  jMM^Mmtinn  is  beyond  human,  and  his  humour 
^is  iliHrnh  to  define  what  is  wit)  perfect.  Then  he 
Ims  i^  faees,  and  twice  as  many  roices,  when  he 

H^Bm; I  nerer  met  his  equal.    Now,  were  I  a 

nnmaa'  and  eke  a  virgin,  that  is  the  man  I  would 
make  mf  Soamander .  He  is  quite  Cssdnating.  Re- 
meaher.  I  bare  met  him  but  once;  and  you,  who 
kaiv  fcaowB  him  kmg,  m^y  probably  deduct  from 
t^  panrpTir  I  abnost  fear  to  meet  him  again,  lest 
the  iMpiiwawi  should  be  lowered.  He  talked  a  great 
deal  ahoot  you— «.thenie  nerer  tiresome  to  me,  nor  any 
body  ^m  that  I  know.  What  avariety  of  expression 
he  euufmes  inU>  that  naturally  not  reiy  fine  counte- 
MDoe  of  }m\  He  absolutely  changes  it  entirely.  I 
have  dooc"  fcr  I  can't  describe  him,  and  you  know 
hks.  Ob  SmMby  I  return  to  *  %  where  I  shaD  not 
faa  hr  horn  you.  Perhaps  I  shall  hear  from  you  in 
ihsmeaa  tiase.   Good  night. 

**  Satnnfey  mom.— Your  letter  has  cancelled  all 
I  did  no/  tutpect  you  in  earnest. 
»1  Because  I  don't  do  a  very  shabby 
'  I  don't  fear  your  competition.'  If 
it  were  ledneed  to  an  alternative  of  preference,  I 
rtretf  (head  you,  as  much  as  Satan  does  Michael. 
Dot  ii  there  not  room  enough  in  our  respective 
Rgiom*  Go  OD— it  vrill  soon  be  my  turn  to  forgive. 
To^y  I  £iie  vrith  Mackintosh  and  Mrs  Stale^-u 
Mm  Ban  may  be  pleased  to  denominate  Corinne— 
whom  I  saw  last  night,  at  Covent-garden,  yawning 
ever  the  hmDOor  of  FalstaC 

''The  reputation  of  *  gk)om,'  if  one's  friends  are 
■St  mcfaided  in  the  rvpaloalf,  is  of  great  service ;  as 
itmvcsoae  fromalegion  of  impertinents,  in  the  shi4>e 
offeoaimoa-plaoa  aoquamtance.    But  thou  know'st  I 

•  Now  printed  ia  hte  Works. 


can  be  a  right  merry  and  conceited  fellow,  and  rarely 
*larmoyant.'  Murray  shall  reinstate  your  line  forth- 
vrith  .*  I  believe  the  blunder  in  the  motto  was  mine ; 
—and  yet  I  have,  in  general,  a  memory  for  fou,  and 
am  sure  it  was  rightly  printed  at  first. 

^  I  do  *  blush'  very  often,  if  I  may  believe  Ladies 
H.  and  M.— but  lucidly,  at  present,  no  one  sees  me. 
Adieu.** 

LETTER  CXLL 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

•November  SOth.  1813. 

*'Since  I  last  wrote  to  you,  much  has  occurred, 
good,  bad,  and  indiflSerent,— not  to  make  me  forget 
you,  but  to  prevent  me  from  reminding  you  of  one 
who,  nevertheless,  has  often  thought  of  you,  and  to 
whom  your  thoughts,  in  many  a  measure,  have  fre- 
quently been  a  consolation.  We  were  once  veiy  near 
neighbours  this  autumn ;  and  a  good  and  bad  neigh- 
bourhood it  has  proved  to  me.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that 
your  FVench  quotation  was  confoundedly  to  the  pur- 
pose,—though  veiy  unexpectedly  pertinent,  as  you 
may  imagine  by  what  I  ioid  before,  and  my  sikmee 
since.  ♦***»♦ 
However,  *  Richard's  himself  again,'  and  except  all 
night  and  some  part  of  the  morning,  I  don't  think  veiy 
much  about  the  matter. 

''All  convulsions  end  with  me  in  rhyme;  and,  to 
solace  my  midnights,  I  have  scribbled  another  Turkish 
stoiy  t — not  a  Fragment — ^which  you  wiD  receive  soon 
after  this.  It  does  not  trench  upon  your  kingdom  in 
the  least,  and,  if  it  did,  you  would  soon  reduce  me  to 
my  proper  boundariea.  You  will  think,  and  justly, 
that  I  run  some  risk  of  kising  the  little  I  have  gained 
in  fome,  by  this  further  experiment  on  public  pa- 
tience ;  but  I  have  really  ceased  to  care  on  that  head. 
I  have  written  this,  and  published  it,  for  the  sake  of 
the  emp/oymen/,— to  wring  my  thoughu  from  reality, 
and  take  refuge  in  *  imaginings,'  however '  horrible ;' 
and,  as  to  success !  those  who  succeed  wiD  console 
me  for  a  faflure— excepting  yourself  and  one  or  two 
more,  whom  luckily  I  love  too  well  to  vrish  one  leaf  of 
their  laurels  a  tint  yellower.  This  is  the  work  of  a 
week,  and  will  be  the  reading  of  an  hour  to  you,  or 
even  less,— and  so,  let  it  go.  ♦  #  * 

«<P.  S.— Ward  and  I  talk  of  going  to  HoUand.  I 
want  to  see  how  a  Dutch  canal  looks,  after  the  Bos- 
phorus.    Pray  respond." 

LETTER  CXLIL 

TO  MR  MOORI. 

•December  8th,  1813. 
^  Your  letter,  like  all  the  best,  and  even  kindest, 
things  in  this  worid,  is  both  painful  and  pleasing. 
But,'first,  to  what  sits  nearest.  Do  you  know  I  was 
actually  about  to  dedicate  to  you,— not  in  a  formal 
inscription,  as  to  one's  ^iicfert,- but  through  a  short 
prefotory  letter,  in  which  I  boasted  myself  your  in- 
timate, and  held  forth  the  prospect  of  jroar  Poem; 

*  The  motto  to  the  Giaoor,  which  Is  taken  from  one  of 
the  Irish  Melodies,  had  been  qnoted  by  hia  incorrectly  ia 
the  lint  editions  of  the  Poem.  Ho  made  afterwards  a 
similar  mistake  in  the  lines  f^om  Boms  prefixed  to  the 
Bride  of  Abydos. 

t  The  Bride  of  Abydos. 
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when,  b,  tbereooDectionof  your  strict  itqunctions  of 
secreqr  as  to  the  said  Poem,  more  than  oiictf  repeated 
bj  word  and  letter,  flashed  upon  me,  and  maired  my 
intents.  I  could  haye  no  motive  for  repressing  my 
own  desire  of  allodinf  to  you  (and  not  a  day  passes 
that  I  do  not  think  and  talk  of  you),  but  an  idea  that 
yon  might  yourself  dislike  it.  You  cannot  doubt  my 
sincere  admiration,  waving  personal  friendship  for  the 
present,  which,  by  the  by,  is  not  less  sincere  and 
deep-rooted.  I  have  you  by  rote  and  by  heart;  of 
which  *eoce  signum !'  When  I  was  at  *  *,  on  my 
first  visit,  I  have  a  habit,  in  passing  my  time  a  good 
deal  akme,  of— I  won't  caU  it  singing,  for  that  I  never 
attempt  except  to  myself— but  of  uttering,  to  what  I 
think  tunes,  your  '  Oh  breathe  not,'  '  When  the  last 
glimpse,'  and  '  When  he  who  adores  thee,'  with 
others  of  the  same  minstrel ; — they  are  my  matins  and 
vespers.  I  assuredly  did  not  intend  them  to  be  over- 
beard,  but  one  morning,  in  comes,  not  La  Donna,  but 
n  Marito,  with  a  very  grave  faee,  saying,  *  Qyron,  I 
must  request  you  won't  sing  any  more,  at  least  of 
fkote  songs.'  I  stared,  and  said,  *  Certainly ;  but 
why?*— < To  ten  you  the  truth,'  quoth  he, 'they 
make  my  wife  aj,  and  so  melancholy,  that  I  wish 
her  to  hear  no  more  of  them.' 

^Now,  my  dear  M.,  the  effect  must  have  been  from 
your  words,  and  certainly  not  my  music.  I  merely  men- 
tion diis  foolish  stoi^,  to  show  you  how  much  I  am  in- 
debted to  you  for  even  your  pastimes.  A  man  may 
praise  and  prase,  but  noone  reooUects  butthatwhich 
pleases  at  least,  in  composition.  Though  I  think 
no  one  equal  to  you  in  that  department,  or  in  satne, 
—and  siffe^  no  one  was  ever  so  popular  in  both,— 
I  certainly  am  of  opinion  that  you  have  not  yei  done 
an  s^M  can  do,  though  more  than  enough  for  any  one 
else.  I  want,  and  the  worid  expects,  a  longer  work 
from  you;  and  I  see  in  you  what  I  never  sawin  poet 
before,  a  strange  diffidence  of  your  own  powers, 
which  I  cannot  account  for,  and  which  must  be  unac- 
countable, when  a  CotimolSke  me  can  appal  acKw-ot- 
iier.  Your  story  I  did  not,  could  not,  know,— I 
thought  only  of  a  Peri.  I  wish  you  had  confided  in 
me,  not  for  your  sake  but  mine,  and  to  prevent  the 
ymtid  from  lonng  a  much  better  poem  than  my  own, 
but  which,  I  yet  hope,  this  ebtshhtg  wiU  not  even  now 
deprive  them  of.*  Mine  is  the  vrerk  of  a  week, 
written, ii>A]f  Ihave  part]ytold  you, and  partly  lean- 
not  teO  you  by  letter— some  day  I  will. 

♦  ♦  ♦  #  ♦ 

*  Among  the  stories,  intended  to  be  introdnced  into  LaUa 
Rookh,  which  I  had  befon,  but,  from  various  canses,  nerer 
finished,  there  was  one  which  I  liad  made  some  progress  in, 
at  the  time  of  the  appearance  of  «  The  Bride."  and  which, 
on  reading  that  Poem,  I  found  to  contain  soch  singular 
coincidences  with  it,  not  only  In  locality  and  costume,  but 
in  plot  and  characters,  that  I  ImnediatelMave  np  mj  wtatj 
altogether,  and  began  another  on  an  entirely  new  mil^eet, 
(he  Fire-worshippers.  To  this  drcnmstance,  which  I  im- 
mediately communicated  to  him.  Lord  Byron  alhides  in  this 
letter.  In  my  hero  (to  whom  I  had  even  ffiven  the  name  of 
«  Zelim."  and  who  was  a  descendant  of  Ali,  o«tlawed.  with 
all  Ma  Mlowers,  by  the  reigning  Caliph),  it  was  my  Inten- 
tion to  shadow  out.  as  I  did  afterwards  In  another  form,  the 
naUonal  cause  of  Ireland.  Te  quote  the  words  of  my  letter 
to  Lwd  ByroB  on  the  suhfeet  i>-«I  chose  this  story  be- 
etmm  ane  writes  best  about  what  one  fisels  moat,  and  I 
UMUght  (he  parallel  with  Ireland  would  enable  me  te  in- 
Aise  some  vigour  into  my  hero's  character.  But  to  aim  at 
vigour  and  strong  feeling  after  yoM,  is  hopeless ;— tliat 
region '  was  made  for  Caesar.'  ** 


'*  Go  on— I  shafl  reany  be  veiy  unhappy  if  I  at  all 
interfere  with  you.  The  success  of  mine  is  yet  pro- 
blematical ;  though  the  public  wifl  probably  purchsse 
a  certain  quantity,  on  the  presumption  of  their  own 
propensity  for  the  *  Giaour'  and  such  *  horrid  myste- 
ries.' The  only  advantage  I  have  is  being  on  the 
spot;  and  that  merely  amounts  to  saving  me  the 
trouble  of  tiuning  over  books,  which  I  had  better 
read  again.  If  your  chamber  was  furnished  in  the 
same  way,  you  have  no  need  to  go  there  to  deimbe 
—I  mean  only  as  to  oociiraey— because  I  drew  it 
from  recollection. 


*'  This  List  thmg  of  mine  may  have  the  sane  (ate, 
and  I  assure  you  I  have  great  doubts  about  it.  But, 
even  if  not,  its  Uttle  day  wiU  be  over  before  yoa  are 
ready  and  willing.  Come  out — '  screw  your  oouage 
to  the  sticking  place.'  Except  the  Post  Bag  (tod 
surely  you  cannot  complain  of  a  want  of  sncons 
there),  you  have  not  been  regukrfy  out  for  sone 
yean.  No  man  stands  higher,— whatever  you  may 
think  on  a  rainy  day,  in  your  provincial  retreat. 
*  Aucim  homme,  dans  aucune  huigue,  n'a  ^  peut- 
^tre,  plus  compl^tement  le  poete  du  coeuret  le  poete 
des  femmes.  Les  critiques  lui  reprochent  de  n'aToir 
repr^nt^  le  monde  ni  tel  qu'il  est,  ni  tel  qtill  doit 
Atre ;  mow  let  femmes  r/pondent  qu'il  ta  repritenli 
tel  qu'ellei  le  iUsireta.'-^lshou]d  havethoHght  Sis- 
mondi  had  written  this  for  you,  instead  of  Metastaao. 

^  Write  to  me,  and  tell  me  of  yomne{f.  Do  yon 
remember  what  Rousseau  said  to  some  one—*  H&tc 
we  quarrelled  f  you  have  talked  to  tte  dtea,  snd 
never  once  mentioned  yourself.' 

**  P  9.~The  but  sentence  is  an  indirect  apology 
for  my  own  egotism,— but  I  believe  in  letters  it  i> 
aOowed.  I  wish  it  was  WMtuat.  I  have  met  witb 
an  odd  reflection  in  Grimm;  it  shall  not— at  lesst, 
the  bad  part — be  applied  to  you  or  me,  thoogh  ok 
of  us  has  certainly  an  bdifiierent  name— hot  tfai>  it 
is :  *■  Many  people  have  the  reputation  of  bong 
wicked,  vrilh  whom  we  should  be  too  happy  to  ps» 
our  lives.'  I  need  not  add  it  is  a  woman's  snyiog— 
a  Mademoiselle  de  Sommery's." 


At  this  time  Lord  Byron  commenced  a  Jourml,  or 
Diaiy,  from  the  pages  of  which  I  have  already  i^ 
lected  a  few  extracts,  and  of  which  f  shaU  oow  Isy  u 
much  more  as  is  producible  before  the  reader.  Eia* 
ployed  chiefly,— as  such  a  record,  from  its  nature, 
must  be, — about  persons  still  living  and  occurrences 
still  recent,  it  would  be  impossible,  of  course,  to  sub- 
mit it  to  the  public  eye,  without  the  omission  of  some 
portion  of  iu  contents,  and  unluckily,  too,  of  that 
very  portion  which,  from  its  reference  to  the  secret 
pursuits  and  feelings  of  the  writer,  would  the  moi t 
livehly  pique  and  gratify  the  curiosity  of  the  render. 
Enough,  however,  will,  I  trust,  still  remain,  eves 
after  all  this  necessary  winnowing,  to  enkige  stiO 
further  the  view  we  have  here  opened  into  the  inte- 
rior of  the  poet's  life  and  habits,  and  to  indulge  hann- 
lesdy  that  taste,  as  general  as  it  b  naturd,  wfaieh 
leads  us  to  contemplate  with  pleasure  a  great  mind  in 
its  undress,  and  to  rcj<nce  in  the  discoveiy  so  con- 
soliug  to  human  pride,  that  even  the  mightiest,  in 
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Aor  ■wmeptii  of  ease  and  weakneas  resemble  our- 


**  joomifAL,  maaan  movbmbbr  14,  1813. 

■  If  dui  had  been  began  ten  yean  ago,  and  faith- 
Uy  kept ! !  I — hdgho !  there  are  too  many  things  I 
I  wtk  nerer  to  have  remembered,  as  it  k.    Well, — ^I 
I  hare  had  my  share  of  what  are  oafled  the  pleasures 
I  of  chis  life,  and  have  seen  more  of  the  European  and 
I  Asotk  world  than  I  have  made  a  good  use  of.  They 
^  mg  *  Tirtoe  is  ita  own  reward,'— it  certainly  should  be 
paid  wcU  for  its  trouble.    At  five-and-twenty,  when 
the  better  part  of  life  is  over,  one  should  be  tome- 
lUsf ; — and  what  am  I !  nothing  but  five  and  twenty 
— aad  the   odd  months.    What  have  I  seen?  the 
«me  man  all  over  the  world, — ay,  and  woman  too. 
(Siva  Bie  all itssulman  who  never  asks  questions,  and 
I  a  dbe  of  tbe  same  race,  who  saves  one  the  trouble  (^ 
I  pottiag  them.    But  for  this  same  plague — yellow- 
fever — and  Newstead  delay,  I  should  have  been  by 
this  time  a  second  time  close  to  the  Euxine.    If  I  can 
I  sveresme  tke  last,  I  don't  so  much  mind  your  pesti- 
lence ;  and,  at  any  rate,  the  spring  shall  see  me 
ibere, — provided  I  neither  marry  myself  nor  unmarry 
;  aay  one  cJae  in  the  interval.    I  wish  one  was, — I 
'  daa*t  know  what  I  wish.    It  is  odd  I  never  set  niy- 
tiX  aenouafy  to  wishing  without  attaining  it — and 
,  Rpentii^.     I  begin  to  believe  with  the  good  old 
Bbgi,  tlmt  one  should  only  pray  for  the  nation,  and 
I  Bst  for  the  individual ;— but,  on  ray  principle,  this 
I  vooUnot  be  very  patriotic 

I     **  No  nxire  reflections. — Let  me  see — last  night  I 

&idhed  '  Zuleika,'  my  second  Turkish  Tble.    I  be- 

&eve  the  composition  of  it  kept  me  alive— for  it  was 

,  written  to  drive  my  thoughts  from  the  reooUection  of — 


Al  least,  even  here,  my  hand  would  tremble  to  write 
it  This  afternoon  I  have  burnt  the  scenes  of  my 
epnmenced  comedy.  I  have  some  idea  of  expectorat- 
ing a  romance,  or  rather  a  tale,  in  prose ; — ^but  what 
oookl  equal  the  events — 

qiMBqiM  ipM vidi, 

It  fuonun  pan  magna  Au. 

^  T^-day  Heaiy  Qyroo  called  on  me  vrith  my  little 
^.^mm  EEoa.  fiRie  will  grow  up  a  beauty  and  a 
I  plagne;  but,  in  tbe  mean  time,  it  is  the  prettiest 
dnld!  dark  eyes  and  eychufaes,  black  and  long  as 
the  wing  of  a  raven.  I  think  she  is  prettier  even  than 
mf  ssece,  Gcorgina, — ^yet  I  don't  like  to  think  so 
atitber;  and,  though  older,  she  is  not  so  clever. 

**  Dalaa  called  before  I  was  up,  so  we  did  not 
meet.  Lewis,  too— who  seems  out  of  humour  with 
eveiy  Ibiog.  What  can  be  the  matter?  he  is  not 
married — bas  be  lost  his  own  mistress,  or  any  other 
pciaan's  wife?  Hodgson,  too,  came.  He  is  going  to 
be  married,  aad  he  is  the  kiiid  of  man  who  vrill  be 
the  happier.  He  bas  talent,  cheerfubess,  every  thing 
that  can  make  him  a  pleasing  companion;  and  bu< 
iaiended  is  handsome  and  young,  and  all  that.  But 
I  aetcr  see  aaj  one  much  improved  by  matrimony. 
AB  mj  coiipled  oontesi^onuries  are  bald  and  discon- 

*  *  C*eat  fortoat  anx  honunes  qnl  sont  hon  de  toate 
cwsyaralMm  fmr  Ui  g^nie,  qu'on  alme  4  reasembler  aa 
MfaM  par  les  foiblesMs.''— C^lMVMNr. 


tented.  W.  and  S.  have  both  lost  their  hair  and 
good-humour;  and  the  last  of  the  two  had  a  good 
deal  to  kwe.  But  it  don't  much  signify  what  falls  off 
a  man's  temples  in  that  state. 

**  Mem.  I  must  got  a  toy  to-morrow  for  Elisa,  and 
send  tbe  device  for  the  seak  of  myself  and  *  *  *. 
Mem.  too,  to  caO  on  the  Stael  and  Lady  Holland  to- 
morrow, and  on  *  *,  who  has  advised  me  (vrith- 
out  seeing  it,  by  the  by )  not  to  publish  *  Zuleika ;'  I 
believe  he  is  right,  but  experience  might  have  taught 
him  that  not  to  print  is  pkyneaUy  impossible.  No 
one  has  seen  it  but  Hodgson  and  Mr  Qiilbrd.  I 
never  in  my  Ufe  reui  a  composition,  save  to  Hodgson, 
as  he  pays  me  in  kind.  Itisahorriblething  todo  too 
frequent^;— better  print,  and  they  who  like  may 
read,  and,  if  they  don't  Uke,  you  have  the  satisfaction 
of  knowing  that  they  have,  at  least,  purduued  the 
right  of  saying  so. 

**  1  have  d^ined  presenting  the  Debtor's  Petition, 
being  sick  of  parliamentary  mummeries.  I  have 
spdLen  thrice;  but  I  doubt  my  ever  becoming  an 
orator.  My  first  was  Uked ;  the  seoond  and  third— I 
don't  know  whether  th<7  succeeded  or  not.  I  have 
never  yet  set  to  it  eon  amor^;— one  must  have  some 
excuse  to  oneself  for  kziness,  or  inability,  or  both, 
and  this  is  mme.  *  Company,  viUanous  company, 
hath  been  the  spoil  of  me ;'— 4uid  then,  I  have  *  drunk 
medicines,'  not  to  make  me  love  others,  but  certainly 
enough  to  hate  myself. 

**  Two  nights  ago,  I  saw  the  tigers  sup  at  Exeter 
Change.  Except  Veli  Pacha's  Hon  in  the  Morea,— 
who  followed  the  Arab  keeper  like  a  dog, — the  fond- 
ness of  the  hyana  for  her  keeper  amused  me  most. 
Such  a  conversasione ! — ^There  was  a  '  hippopota- 
mus,' like  Lord  L— 1  in  the  &ce;  and  the  *  Ursine 
9k>th'  hath  the  very  same  voice  and  manner  of  my 
valet— but  the  tiger  talked  too  much.  The  elephant 
took  and  gave  me  way  money  again— took  off  my  hat- 
opened  a  door — tnmked  a  whip — and  behaved  so 
well,  that  I  vrish  he  was  my  butler.  The  handsomest 
animal  on  earth  is  one  of  the  panthers;  but  the  poor 
antelopes  were  dead.  I  should  hate  to  see  one  here : 
—the  sight  of  the  camel  made  me  pme  again  for  Asia 
Minor,  r '  Oh  quando  te  aspioiam  V 


«Nov.  10(k. 
^  Went  last  night  vrith  Lewis  to  see  the  fint  of 
Antony  and  Cleopatra.  It  was  admirably  got  up  and 
wen  acted— a  salad  of  Shakspeare  and  Dryden.  Cleo- 
patra strikes  me  as  the  epitome  of  her  sex— fond, 
lively,  sad,  tender,  teasing,  humble,  haughty,  beau- 
tiful, the  devil !— coquettish  to  the  kst,  as  weD  with 
the  *  asp*  as  with  Antony.  After  doing  all  she  can  to 
persuade  him  that— but  why  do  they  abuse  him  fbr 
cutting  oflf  that  poltroon  Cicero's  headF  Did  not 
Tully  tell  Brutus  it  was  a  pity  to  have  spared  Antony  f 
and  did  he  not  speak  the  Philippics?  and  are  not 
*  words  thinge?'  and  such  *  toordlf'  very  pestilent 
'  things'  toot  If  he  had  had  a  hundred  heads,  they 
deserved  (from  Antony)  a  rostrum  (his  vras  stuck  up 
there)  apiece— though,  after  all,  he  might  as  well 
have  pardoned  him,  for  the  credit  of  tbe  thing.  But 
to  resume — Cleopatra,  after  securing  him,  says, '  yet 
go'—'  it  is  your  interest,'  &c.— how  like  the  sex ! 
and  the  questions  about  Octavia— it  is  woman  aD  over. 
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**  To-daj  recetTed  Lord  Jersey's  inritation  to  Mid- 
dleton— to  tmTel  sixty  miles  to  meet  Madame  *  *  1 
I  once  trarelled  three  thousand  to  get  among  silent 
people;  and  this  same  lady  writes  octaros  and  taOct 
folios.  IhavereadherbookB— like  most  of  them,  and 
delight  in  the  last;  so  I  won't  hear  it,  as  well  as 
read.  ♦  ♦  ♦  *  ♦ 

**  Read  Bums  to-day.  What  would  he  hare  been, 
if  a  patrician?  We  should  hare  had  more -polish — 
less  force-— just  as  much  rerse,  but  no  immortality — 
a  diToroe  and  a  duel  or  two,  the  which  had  he  sur- 
Tived,as  his  potations  must  hare  been  less  spirituous, 
he  might  have  lived  as  bng  as  Sheridan,  and  outliTed 
as  much  as  poor  Brinsley.  What  a  wreck  is  that 
man !  and  all  from  bad  pilotage ;  for  no  one  had  ever 
better  gales,  though  now  and  then  a  little  too  squally. 
Poor  dear  Sherry  1  I  shall  never  forget  the  day  he 
and  Rogers  and  Moore  and  I  passed  together ;  when 
he  talked,  and  tot  listened,  without  one  yawn,  from 
six  to  one  in  the  morning. 

"Got  ny  seals  ••♦♦••.  Uaje  again  forgot 
a  plaything  for  nut  petite  oounne  Elisa;  but  I  must 
send  for  it  to-morrow.  I  hope  Hany  will  bring  her 
to  me.  I  sent  Lord  HoHand  the  proofs  of  the  last 
'  Giaour,'  and  the  '  Bride  of  Abydos. '  He  won 't  like 
the  hUter,  and  I  don't  think  that  I  shall  k»g.  It  was 
written  infour  nights,  to  distract  my  dreams  from  *  *. 
Were  it  not  thus,  it  had  never  been  composed ;  and 
had  I  not  done  something  at  that  time,  I  must  have 
gone  mad,  by  eating  my  own  heart— bitter  diet  !— 
Hodgson  likes  it  better  than  the  Giaour,  but  nobody 
else  vriU,— and  he  never  liked  the  fragment.  I  am 
sure,  had  it  not  been  for  Murray,  that  would  never 
have  been  published,  though  the  circumstances  which 
are  the  groundwork  make  ***  heigh-ho  1 

*<  To^iigfat  I  saw  both  the  sisters  of  ««;  myGod! 
the  youngest  so  likel  I  thought  I  should  have 
sprung  across  the  house,  and  am  so  glad  no  one  was 
vrith  me  in  Lady  H.'s  box.  I  hate  those  likenesses— 
the  mock-bird,  but  not  the  nightingale— so  like  as  to 
remind,  so  different  as  to  be  painful.*  One  quarrels 
equally  with  the  points  of  resembhuoKse  and  of  dis- 


«Nov.  irOi. 
**  No  letter  from  *  * ;— but  I  must  not  complain. 
The  respectobte  Job  says,  *  Why  should  a  kvhig  mm 
complain!'  I  really  don't  know,  except  it  be  that  a 
dead  num  can't ;  and  he,  the^said  patriarch,  did  com- 
plain, nerertheleas,  tin  his  friends  wero  th«d,  and 
his  vrifo  reooflunended  that  pious  prologue,  *  Cune 
—  and  die ;'  the  only  time,  I  suppose,  when  but  little 
relief  is  to  be  found  in  swearing.  I  have  had  a  most 
kind  letter  from  Lord  Holland  on  'The  Bride  of 
Abydos,' which  he  Ukes,  and  so  does  Lady  H.  This 
is  very  good-natured  in  both,  from  whom  I  don't 
deserve  any  quarter.  Yet  I  did  think,  at  the  time, 
that  my  cause  of  enmity  proceeded  frtMn  HoDand- 
housc,  and  am  glad  I  was  wrong,  and  wish  I  had  not 
been  in  such  a  hurry  with  that  confounded*  satire,  of 
which  I  would  suppress  even  the  memoiy;— but 

•  Ewth  Mdt  no  ofher  like  to  thee. 
Or,  if  It  doth.  In  vtlo  for  me : 
For  world*  I  dnre  not  view  the  daae 
ficMmbUnff  thee,  jvt  not  the  mow. 

Tlkt 


people,  now  they  can't  get  it,  make  a  foss,  I  vari^ 
believe,  out  of  contradiction. 

**  Geoiige  EDti  and  Murray  have  been  talking  10016- 
thuig  about  Scott  and  me,  George  pro  Scoto,--«ttd 
very  right  too.  If  they  want  to  depose  him,  I  only 
wish  they  would  not  set  me  up  as  a  competitor. 
Even  if  I  had  my  choice,  I  would  rather  be  the  Eari 
of  Warwick  than  all  the  kittgt  he  ever  made!  Jtffnj 
and  Gifibrd  I  take  to  be  the  monarch-makers  in 
poetiy  and  prose.  The  British  Critic,  in  their  Rokebj 
Review,  have  pre-supposed  a  comparison,  which  I 
am  sure  my  friends  never  thought  of,  and  W.  Scott'i 
subjects  are  injudicious  in  descending  to.  I  like  the 
man— and  admire  his  works  to  what  Mr  Brahan 
calls  Entutymtuy.  All  such  stuff  can  only  vex  him, 
and  do  me  no  good.  Many  hate  his  politict-^l  hate 
an  politics);  and  here,  a  man*s  politics  are  Hike  the 
Greek  «oti^— an  i //c^Xof^  besides  God  knows  what 
other  totd;  but  their  estimate  of  the  twogeoe- 
n^y  go  together. 

**  Harry  has  not  brought  ma  petite  coutine.  I  wait 
us  to  go  to  the  play  together:— she  has  been  bat 
once.  Another  short  note  from  Jersey,  mvitiiig  Rogen 
and  me  on  the  33d.  I  must  see  my  agent  to^i^ 
I  wonder  when  that  Newstead  business  wiD  be 
finished.  It  cost  me  more  than  words  to  part  with 
it— and  to  haoe  parted  with  it  1  What  matten  it 
what  I  do?  or  what  becomes  of  me?— hat  let  mt 
remember  Job's  saying,  and  console  myself  with  bong 
'  a  living  man.' 

**!  wish  I  could  settle  to  reading agam,— my  fife  ii 
monotonous,  and  yet  desultory.  I  talu  up  books,  and 
fling  them  down  again.  I  began  a  comedy,  «m1  bnnt 
it  because  the  scene  ran  into  re»%;— a  novel,  fir 
the  same  reason.  In  rhyme,  I  can  keep  more  away 
from  foots;  but  the  thought  always  runs  through, 

through yes,  yes,  through.    I  have  had  a 

letter  from  Lcuiy  Melbourne — the  best  friend  I  ercr 
had  in  my  life,  and  the  cleverest  of  women.  *   *   * 

**  Not  a  word  from**.  Have  they  set  out  fron 
*  *?  or  has  my  last  precious  epistle  foUen  into  the 
Lion's  jaws  f  If  so— and  this  silence  looks  sn^ucion 
—I  must  chip  on  'my  musty  morion'  and ' hoU ool 
my  iron.'  I  am  out  of  practice, — but  I  won't  begia 
again  at  Manton's  now.  Besides,  I  would  not  reton 
hk  shot.  I  vfas  osice  a  fomous  wafer^plitter;  but 
then  the  bullies  of  society  made  it  necessaiy.  Enr 
since  I  began  to  feel  that  I  had  a  bad  cause  to  Mtp* 
port,  I  have  left  off  the  exercise. 

^  What  strange  tidings  from  that  Anakim  of  anardf 
—Buonaparte !  Erer  since  I  defended  my  bust  of  bia 
at  Harrow  against  the  rascally  tiroe-aervers,  whea  tbs 
war  broke  out  in  1803,  he  has  beena'h^dero- 
man'  of  mine— on  the  continent ;  I  don't  want  bin 
here.  But  I  don't  like  thoae  aame  flights,— leaving 
of  armies,  &c.  &c.  I  am  sure  when  I  fought  for 
his  bust  at  school,  I  did  not  thmk  he  would  mo 
away  from  hunself.  But  I  should  not  wonder  if  b« 
banged  them  yet  To  be  beat  by  men  would  be  soow- 
thing;  but  by  three  stupid,  legitimate-oM-dynasty 
boobies  of  regular4ired  sovereigns— 0-hooe-*4iei 
— 0-hone4i-riel  It  must  be,  as  Cobbett  says,  his 
marriage  vrith  the  thick-lipped  and  thick-headed 
Autrichiewne  brood.  He  had  bcUer  have  kept  to  her 
who  was  kept  by  Barras.  I  never  knew  any  good  cons 
of  your  young  wife,  and  legal  espousals,  to  aqy  but 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A.  •.1813. 


LIFE. OP  LORD  BYRON. 


»1| 


jtm  'sober-blooded  hoj^*  who  *eate  firii'  and 
iii^frti  *noi«ck.*  H>d  he  not  the  whole  qteim?  all 
hnir  aD  France*  Batamistresiisjiiglasperplex- 
k,  oM— two  or  more  are  manageable  by 


I  bare  began,  or  had  begmi,  a  mmg,  and  flonf  it 
tbe  fire.  It  was  in  remembrance  of  Bfary  Duff, 
■f  ioMof  iamee,befi)remoetpe<qplebe^  to  bum. 
what  the  devil  it  the  matter  with  me !  I 
CM  do  ■mhing,  and—fortunately  there  it  nothing  to 
It  baa  ktdy  been  m  my  power  to  make  two 
■a  (and  tbeir  conneadoos)  oomfortable,  pro  Im- 
ptte^  and  one  happy  es  tempore.^l  rejoice  in  the 
Im  paiticiikrly,  as  it  is  an  excellent  man.*  I  wish 
'  then  bad  been  more  incomrenienceand  less  gratifioar 
[  lisB  tony  adf-lore  in  it,  for  then  there  had  been  more 
We  are  aO  selfish  and  I  beUere,  ye  gods  of 
1  I  beiiere  in  Rochefoocault  about  mm,  and 
is  Locretius  (not  Busby's  translation)  about  your- 
idrea.  Your  bard  has  made  you  reiy  nondU/isal 
aadbiest;  bat  as  he  has  excused  «#  from  damnatioD, 
I  doa'k  cnry  yoa  your  blessedness  tmic^— a  little,  to 
besme.  I  remember,  kst  year,**  said  to  me,  at  *^, 
'Hare  w«  not  passed  our  hut  mcnth  like  the  gods  of 
LacfctsBs?'  And  so  we  had.  She  is  an  adept  in  the 
icxtof  tke  original  (which  I  like  too) ;  and  when  that 
sent  his  translating  prospectus,  she 
But,  the  devil  prompting  him  to  add  a 
slie -transmitted  him  a  subsequent  answer, 
myiof ,  that,  '  alier  perusing  it,  her  conscience  would 
■St  permic  her  to  8Jk>w  her  name  to  remam  on  the 
fatofsubKTibbieii.  *  *  *  ^  ^ 
Last  nigbt,  at  Lord  H.'s—Mackmtosh,  the  Ossul- 
liBaes,  Pnys^gar,  &c.,  there— I  was  trying  to  recol- 
feet  a  quotation  (as  /  think)  of  Stael's,  from  some 
Temooie  sophist  about  architecture.  'Architecture,' 
■ysiUslfaooronicoTedeseho,  *  reminds  me  of  froaen 
■Bsic'  It  b  somewhere— but  where?— the  demon 
of  pcfplexity  must  know  and  won't  telL  I  asked  M., 

aad  be  said  it  was  not  in  her;  but  P ^r  said  it 

most  be  ftcrt,  it  was  so  Itibe.  «  «  « 

H.  kngfaed,  aa  he  does  at  all  *  De  I'ADemagne,'— in 
which,  however,  I  think  he  goes  a  little  too  fSur.  B., 
I  hear,  rwii»mmi  it  too.  But  there  are  fine  passages ; 
— aad,  after  aB,  what  is  a  work— any^r  eveiy 
work — bof  a  deaert  with  fountains,  and,  perhaps,  a 
grove  or  Im,  every  day's  journey?  To  be  sure,  in 
JisHamr,  vrhat  wc  often  mistake,  and  *  pant  for,'  aa 
(he  *  cooling  stream,'  turns  out  to  be  the  *  mirage* 
[eritaei,  verUmge) ;  but  we  do,  at  last,  get  to  some- 
ihssg  Wke  the  temple  of  Jove  Ammon,  and  then  the 
we  have  passed  is  only  remembered  to  gladden 


"CkBed  on  €♦♦,  tocxpfcun  ♦  ♦  ♦.  She  is 
very  bcaotifiil,  to  my  taste,  at  least;  for  on  coming 
kome  firon  abroad,  I  recollect  being  unable  to  kwk  at 
say  wonaa  but  her — they  were  so  fiur  and  unmean- 
isg,  and  blonde.  The  darkness  and  regularity  of  her 
fieatam  reminded  me  of  my  '  Jannat  al  Aden.'  But 
Ikis  impwssion  wore  off;  and  now  I  can  kwk  at  a 
finrwooMo,  without  kmgiiig  for  a  HourL  She  was 
very  good-tempered,  and  eveiy  thing  was  exphuned. 

**  Tb-day,  great  newa—*  the  Dutch  have  lakenHol- 

•  Brideody,  Mr  BodgMa. 


hmd,'— which,  I  suppoae,  vriH  be  sooeeeded  by  the 
actual  expkMion  of  the  Thames.  Five  provinces  have 
dedared  for  young  Stadt^  and  there  will  be  inunda- 
tion,  conflagration,  constupration,  ooosteraation,  and 
eveiy  sort  of  nation  and  nations,  fighting  away,  up  to 
their  knees,  in  the  damnable  quags  of  this  will-o'-the- 
wisp  abode  of  Boors.  It  is  said  Bemadotte  is 
amongst  them,  too;  and,  as  Orange  will  be  there 
soon,  they  will  have  (Crown)  Prince  Stork  and  King 
Log  in  their  Loggeiy  at  the  same  time.  Twotoone 
OB  the  new  dynasty  1 

"Mr  Murray  has  c/SatA  me  one  thousand  guineas 
for  the  *  Giaour' and  the  *  &ide  of  Abydos.'  I  won't 
^it  is  too  much,  though  I  am  strongly  tempted, 
mer^  for  the  soy  of  it.  No  bad  price  for  a  fortnight's 
(a  week  each)  what?— 4he  gods  know— it  was  in- 
tended to  be  called  Poetiy. 

**  I  have  dined  reguhur^y  to-day,  for  the  first  time 
since  Sunday  last^-this  being  Sabbath,  too.  AH  the 
rest,  tea  and  diy  biscuits— six  per  diem.  I  wish  to 
God  I  had  not  dined  now ! — ^It  kills  me  vrith  heavi- 
ness, stupor,  and  horrible  dreams; — and  yet  it  was 
but  a  pint  of  buoeUas,  and  fish.*  Meat  I  never  touch, 
— nor  much  vegetable  diet  I  wish  I  were  in  the 
country,  to  take  exercise, — instead  of  being  obliged 
to  cool  by  abstinence,  in  lieu  of  it.  I  should  not  so 
much  mind  a  little  accession  of  fledi, — my  bones  can 
well  bear  it.  But  the  worst  is,  the  devil  always  came 
with  it,— tin  I  starve  him  out,— and  I  lottf  not  be  the 
sbve  of  any  appetite.  If  I  do  err,  it  shall  be  my 
heart,  at  least,  that  heralds  the  way.  Oh  my  head- 
how  it  aches  1 — the  horrors  of  digestion !  I  wonder 
how  Buonaparte's  dinner  agrees  with  him? 

''Mem.  I  must  write  to-morrow  to  *  Blaster 
Shallow,  who  owes  me  a  thousand  pounds,'  and 
seems,  in  his  letter,  afraid  I  should  ask  him  for  it;  f 
—as  if  I  would ! — I  don't  want  it  (Just  now,  at  least), 
to  begin  with;  and  though  I  have  often  vranted  that 
sum,  I  never  asked  for  the  repayment  of/.  10  in  my 
Ufe— from  a  friend.  His  bond  is  not  due  this  year, 
and  I  told  him,  when  it  was,  I  should  not  enforce  it. 
How  often  must  he  make  me  say  the  same  thing  ? 

**  I  am  wrong — 1  did  once  ask  *  *  *  ^  to  repay  me. 
But  it  was  wider  circumstances  that  excused  me  to 
him,  and  would  to  any  one.  I  took  no  interest,  nor 
required  security.  He  paid  me  soon, — at  least,  hia 
padre.  My  head  1  I  believe  it  was  given  me  to  ache 
with.    Good  even. 

«Nov»4.]tllL 

**<  Orange  Bovenl'  So  the  bees  have  expelled  tha 
bear  that  broke  open  their  hive.  Wen,--if  we  are 
to  have  new  De  Witts  and  De  Ruyters,  God  spede 
the  little  republic !  I  should  like  to  see  the  Hague 
and  the  village  of  Brock,  where  they  have  such  pri- 
mitive habits.  Yet,  I  don't  know,— their  canals 
would  cut  a  poor  figure  by  the  memoiy  of  the  Bos- 
pborus ;  and  the  Zuyder  Zee  kx>k  awkwardly  nfler 
*Ak  Degnity.'  No  matter,— 4he  bluff  buigbers, 
puffing  freedom  out  of  their  short  tobacco-pipes, 

*  He  had  tbb  year  folM  departed  ftoai  his  strtot  plan  of 
diet  as  to  est  flail  ooesdonally. 

t  We  hsve  bere  another  faatanee,  in  addition  to  the  bm- 
niflcent  aid  afforded  to  Mr  Hodgson  of  the  f  eoeroiu  readi- 
ness of  the  poet,  notwithstandlnff  his  own  United  msans, 
to  make  the  resoaroes  be  poaseftsod  a? Ailable  for  the  assM.- 
ance  of  his  friends. 

;  Left  blank  thos  in  the  ericiasL 
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might  be  worth  •eemg;  thouf^  I  prcCer  a  dgur,  or  a 
hooka,  wkh  the  roie4eaf  mixed  with  the  milder  horb 
of  the  Levant.  I  don't  know  what  Ubertjr  meaBSr- 
noYer  haring  seen  it, — but  wealth  is  power  all  orer 
the  world  ;--and  as  a  shilling  performs  the  dutj  of  a 
pound  (besides  son  and  sky  and  beauty  for  nothing) 
in  the  East,— /Aol  is  the  country.  How  I  envy 
Herodes  Atticus !— more  than  Pomponius.  And  yet 
a  little  hamUt,  now  and  then,  is  an  agreeable  qdek- 
ener  of  sensation ; — such  as  a  roToUition,  a  battle,  or 
an  acenture  of  any  lively  description.  I  thmk  I 
rather  would  have  been  Bonneval,  Ripperda,  Albe- 
roni,  Hayreddin,  or  Home  Barbarowa,  or  even 
Wortley  Montague,  than  Mahomet  himself. 

**  Rogers  vrill  be  in  town  soonF— 4he  33d  is  fixed 
for  our  Middleton  visit.  Bhall  I  gof  umphl^In 
this  island,  where  one  can't  ride  out  vrithout  over- 
taking the  sea,  it  don't  much  matter  where  one 
goes. 

^  I  remember  the  effect  of  the  Jirtt  Edinburgh 
Review  on  me.  I  heard  of  it  six  weeks  before, — read 
it  the  day  of  its  denunciation, — dined  and  drank 
three  bottles  of  claret  (with  S.  B.  Davies,  I  think), 
— neither  ate  nor  slept  the  less,  but,  nevertheless, 
was  not  easy  till  I  luul  vented  my  wrath  and  my 
rhyme,  in  the  same  pages,  against  every  thing  and 
every  body.  Like  George,  in  the  Vicar  of  Wakefiekl, 
*  the  fate  of  my  paradoxes'  would  allow  me  to  per- 
ceive no  merit  in  another.  I  remembered  only  the 
maxim  of  my  boxing-master,  which,  in  my  youth, 
was  found  useful  in  all  general  riots, — 'Whoever  is 
not  for  you  is  against  you— mill  avray  right  and  left,' 
and  BO  I  did ; — like  Lthmael,  my  hand  was  against  all 
men,  and  afl  men's  anent  me.  I  did  wonder,  to  be 
sure,  at  my  own  success — 

And  aanreli  so  aiiich  wU  Is  aO  Ui  ewn, 

as  Hobhouse  sarcastically  says  of  somebody  (not  un- 
likely myself,  as  we  are  old  friends) ; — but  were  it  to 
come  over  again,  I  would  not.  I  have  smce  redde* 
the  cause  of  my  couplets,  and  it  is  not  adequate  to 
the  effect.  C  *  *  told  me  that  it  was  believed  I 
alluded  to  poor  Lord  Carlisle's  nervous  disorder  in 
one  of  the  lines.  I  thank  Heaven  1  did  not  know  it 
— and  would  not,  could  not,  if  I  had, — I  mnst  natu- 
rally be  the  last  person  to  be  pointed  on  defects  or 
maladies. 

"Rogers  is  silent,— and,  it  is  said,  severe.  When 
he  does  talk,  he  talks  well ;  and«  on  all  subjects  of 
taste,  his  delicacy  of  expression  is  pure  as  his  poetry. 
If  you  enter  his  bouse — his  drawing-room— hia  library 
— you  of  yourself  say,  this  is  not  the  dwelling  of  a 
common  mind.  There  is  not  a  gem,  a  com,  a  book 
thrown  aside  on  his  chimney-piece,  his  sofii,  his  table, 
that  does  not  bespeak  an  almost  fastidious  elegance 
in  the  possessor.  But  this  veiy  delicacy  must  be 
the  misery  of  his  existence.  Oh  the  jarrings  his  dis- 
position must  have  encountered  through  life ! 

'^Southey,  I  have  not  seen  much  oC  His  appear- 
ance is  Epic;  and  he  is  the  only  existing  entire  man 
of  letters.  All  the  others  have  some  pursuit  an- 
■exed  to  their  authorship.  His  manners  are  mild, 
but  Bot  those  of  a  man  of  the  world,  and  his  talents. 


*  It  was  tkosfkat  he.  in  leaersl.  spelled  tkis  word. 


l__ 


of  the  first  order.  His  prose  is  psrfset  Of  hk 
poetry  there  are  various  opinions :  there  is^  psihtpf, 
loo  much  of  it  for  the  preasat  generatioa ;— poslsrilj 
will  probably  select.  He  has  pMSMgtt  eqail  to  asj 
tbmg.  At  present,  he  has  a  partp,  but  no  pMe 
— except  for  his  prose  writings.  The  Life  of  Nebon 
is  beautiful. 

*" «  *  is  a  IMUrmUm',  the  orade  of  the  Coteries, 
of  the  ♦  ♦  s,  L*  W*  (Sydney  Smith's  *Toiy 
Virgin,')  Mrs  Wihaot  (she,  at  lesist,  is  a  spaa,SBd 
might  frequent  a  purer  stream).  Lady  B  *  *,  sad  tH 
the  Bhies,  with  Lady  C  **  at  their  head-but  I  njr 
nothing  of  her—*  k>ok  in  her  hce  and  yoa  kufct 
them  all,*  and  every  thing  else.  Oh  that  fcos  !~bj 
*te  Diva  potens  Cypri,'  I  would,  to  be  bsioTed  b; 
that  woman,  build  and  bum  another  IVoy. 

'*M**e  has  a  peculiarity  of  talent,  or  rather 
talents,— poetry,  music,  voice,  aO  his  own;  and  an 
expression  in  each,  which  never  was,  nor  wifl  be 
possessed  by  another.  But  he  is  capable  of  ctill 
higher  flighu  in  poetry.  By  the  by,  what  hvsioar, 
what^-evenr  thing  m  the  *  Post-Bag!'  There  a 
nothing  M  *  *  e  may  not  do,  if  he  will  but  setioaiy 
set  about  it.  In  society,  he  is  gentlemanly,  gntle, 
and  altogether  more  pleasing  than  any  indtvidaal 
with  whom  I  am  acquainted.  For  his  hoooor,  prin- 
ciple, and  independence,  his  conduct  to  *  ^  *  * 
speaks  *  trumpet-tongued.*  He  has  but  ooe  fenl^ 
and  that  one  I  daily  regret— he  mnotkere. 

•Nor.SM. 
t<Ward-I  like  Ward.*  By  Mahomet!  Ibefis 
to  think  I  like  every  body  ;— a  disposition  not  to  be 
encouraged ;— a  sort  of  socia]  gluttony,  that  tmhm 
every  tlung  set  before  it.  But  I  like  Ward.  Heii 
piquant;  and,  in  my  opinion,  will  stand  vsry  hifb 
in  the  House  and  every  where  else— if  he  appiin 
r€guUtrfy,  By  the  by,  I  dine  with  him  to-nonow, 
which  may  have  aome  influence  on  my  opiakia.  b 
ia  aa  well  not  to  trust  one's  gratitude  <nft*r  disBer. 
I  have  heard  many  a  host  libelled  by  his  gacit>. 
with  his  burgundy  yet  reeking  on  their  rascally  bpa 
♦         *♦#♦* 

""I  have  taken  Lord  Salisbury's  box  at  Cofesl- 
garden  for  the  season ; — and  now  I  must  go  aad 
prepare  to  join  Lady  Holland  and  party,  in  tkeiis,*^ 
Drury-lane,  questa  tera. 

''Holland  doesn't  think  the  man  is  JimiMt;  bat 
that  the  yet  unpublished  journal  throws  great  Egbt 
on  the  obscurities  of  that  part  of  George  the  Second  < 
reign.— What  w  this  to  George  the  Third's  ?  I  doa't 
know  what  to  think.  Why  should  Junius  be  jet 
dead  ?  If  suddenly  apoplexed,  would  he  rest  ia  ha 
grave  without  sending  his  i i/cvXav  to  shout  ia  the 
cars  of  posterity, '  Junius  was  X.  Y.  Z.  Esq-,  buried 
in  the  parish  of  *  ♦  ♦.  Repair  his  monumeal,  ye 
churchwardens  1  Print  a  new  Edition  of  hit  Letten* 
yc  bookselleni!'  Impossible,— the  man  murt  be 
alive,  and  will  never  die  without  the  disckwoie.  1 
like  him ; — he  was  a  good  hater. 

**  Came  home  unwell  and  went  to  bed,— not  so 
sleepy  as  might  be  desirable. 

*  Tte  present  Lord  Dodley. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


iA.ik.i8ia 


LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON. 


153 


*Taesdaj  Bornfaif. 

"I  awoke  from  a  dreain— ivell!  and  hare  nol 

«has  dreaHKd  r— Sach  a  dream  1— but  ihe  did  not 

•vvtake  me.    I  wkh  the  dead  would  rest,  koweTer. 

II^!  how  mj  Mood  chiDed— and  I  couUrnktwake 


AnB*4aUia  proof. 


terror  to  the  wnl  of  Richard, 
oftoathooMnd**** 
ondledbyahaUow**. 


I  da  mC  like  this  dream,— I  bate  its  *  foregone  eon- 
jdmin.'  And  am  I  to  be  shaken  bj  shadows  f  Ay, 
!  vkcB  they  remiBd  us  of-HM>  matter— but,  if  I  dream 
.  ihm  agaaa,  I  will  try  whether  aU  sleep  has  the  Hke 
!  fiHBBB.  Skne  I  rose,  IVe  been  in  considerable  bodBj 
pma  aba  ;  but  it  is  gone,  and  now,  like  Lord  Ogleby, 
\  I  wm  woimd  up  for  the  dsj. 

*  A  BoCe  from-MouDtnorris— I  dine  with  Ward  i~^ 
is  to  be  there,  Frere,aDd  Sharpe,— perhaps 
I  am  to  be  one  of  *  the  ftre*  (or  rather  six), 
m  Lady  *  *  said  a  Kule  sneeringlj  yesterday. 
Hey  are  aB  good  to  meet,  particokrly  Canning,  and 
—Wvd,  when  ha  likes.  I  wish  I  may  be  weU  enough 
to  fates  to  theae  iateflectuals. 

**  No  letters  to-day ;— so  much  the  better,— there 
are  ■•  aoawen.  I  must  not  dream  again ; — it  spoils 
cvea  Maiity.  I  wiD  go  out  of  doors,  and  see  what 
the  log  w3  do  for  me.  Jaekson  has  been  here :  the 
hoxk«  world  moeh  as  usual ;  but  the  aab  increases. 
I  stel  dne  at  Crib^s  to-morrow :— I  like  energy— 
esca  aoimal  energy— of  aU  kinds ;  and  I  have  need 
ef  bath  mental  and  corporeal.  I  have  not  dined  out, 
\,al  aUj  lately ;  haTe  heard  no  music- 
nobody.  Now  for  a  p&m^e— high  life  and 
lav  ife.  '  Amant  o/^mia  Camcenc ! ' 

**  I  haT«  burnt  my  tvmoii— as  I  did  the  fin«  scenes 
sri  sketch  of  my  comedy — and,  for  aught  I  see,  the 
jit  ■Hill  of  burning  is  quite  as  great  as  that  of 
primaig.  Hieae  two  kst  wouM  not  haTe  done.  I 
1^  iato  remUHeM  more  than  erer ;  and  some  would 
have  been  recognised  and  others  guessed  at. 

■*  Redfe  the  Rumiaator— a  collection  of  Essays,  by 
a  fltnnge^bot  able,  old  man  (Sir  E.  B.)  and  a  half- 
wild  young  oae,  author  of  a  Poem  on  the  Highkmds, 
eaBed 'Childe  Akrique.'  The  word  •sensibiUty' 
(ahrajs  mja;fenaoa)  occurs  a  thousand  timesjn  these 
Essays;  and,  it  seems,  is  to  be  an  excuse  for  all 
kiads  oif  discontent.  This  young  man  can  know 
isikaii,  of  ife;  and,  if  he  cherishes  ihe  disposition 
vksek  runs  through  his  papen,  will  become  useless, 
^•mL  pcrfaapa,  not  eren  a  poet,  after  all,  which  he 
determmed  ta  ha.     God  help  him  I  ao  one 


mma  \jmaiy^uKm  buu  xmi^iv,  www  huqu»  >■•*«  »  «,,,«• 

ageamaMlkaden,  now  mere  spectators.  For,  though 
they  amy  bave  other  ostennble  aYOcations,  these  last 
aie  redaoed  to  a  seoondaiy  consideration.  *  *,  too, 
'  ;  away  his  time  among  dowagers  and  un- 
girli.  If  it  adraneed  any  MeriouM  aifiur,  it 
w««  m,,jm  exeose ;  but,  with  the  unmarried,  that  is 
a  hasardoas  speeuhUion, aad  tiresome  enough,  too; 
aad,  with  the  Teteraaa,  it  is  not  much  worth  trying, 
— unless,  perhaps,  one  in  a  thousand. 

**  If  I  had  aiiy  views  in  this  countiy,  they  would 
pfafaab^  be  parliamentary.  But  I  bare  no  ambition ; 


at  least,  if  any,  it  would  be  *  aut  Cfesar  aut  nihil.' 
My  hopes  are  limited  to  the  arrangement  of  my 
affiurs,  and  settling  either  in  Italy  or  the  East  (rather 
the  last),  and  drinking  deep  of  the  languages  and 
literature  of  both.  Past  events  have  unnerved  me : 
and  all  I  can  now  do  is  to  make  life  an  amusemeat, 
and  look  on  while  others  play.  After  aU — even  the 
highest  game  of  crowns  and  sceptres,  what  is  it  ? 
Ftde  Napoleon's  last  twelvemonth.  It  has  completely 
upset  my  system  of  fetalism.  I  thought,  if  crushed, 
he  woukl  have  fellen,  when  '  fractus  illabatur  orbis,' 
and  not  have  beea  pared  away  to  gradual  insigai- 
fieaaoe ;— that  all  this  vras  not  a  mereica  of  the  gods, 
but  a  prelude  to  greater  dianges  and  mightier  events. 
But  Men  never  advance  beyond  a  certaia  point  ;— 
and  here  we  are,  retrograding  to  the  dull,  stupid, 
old  system,— balance  of  Europe— poising  straws 
upon  kings*  noses,  instead  of  wringing  them  off! 
Give  me  a  republic,  or  a  despotism  of  one,  rather 
than  the  mixed  government  of  one,  two,  three.  A 
republic  1— look  in  the  history  of  the  Earth— Rome, 
Greece,  Venice,  France,  Holknd,  America,  our  short 
(eheu !)  Commonwealth,  and  compare  it  vrith  what 
they  did  under  masters.  The  Asiatics  are  not  quali- 
fied to  be  republicans,  but  they  have  the  liberty  of 
demolishing  despots,-— which  is  the  next  thing  to  it. 
To  be  the  first  man— not  the  Dictator— not  the  Sylla, 
but  the  Washington  or  the  Aristides— the  leader  in 
talent  and  truth— is  next  to  the  Divinity  1  Fraaklio, 
Penn,  and  next  to  these,  either  Brutus  or  Cassius— 
even  Mirabeau— or  St  Just  I  shall  never  ha  aqy 
thing,  or  rather  always  be  nothing.  The  most  I  can 
hope  is,  that  some  will  say,  *  He  might,  perhaps,  if 
hewoukL' 

~        « It,  saidDisht. 

**  Here  are  two  confounded  proofe  from  the  printer. 
I  have  looked  at  the  one,  but,  for  the  soul  of  me,  I 
can't  k»ok  over  that '  Giaour'  again,— at  least,  just 
now,  and  at  this  hour— and  yet  there  is  no  moon. 

^Ward  talks  of  going  to  Holland,  and  we  have 
partly  discussed  an  ensemble  expedition.  It  must  be 
in  ten  days,  if  at  all— if  we  wish  to  be  in  at  the 
Revolution.  And  why  not  ?  *  *  is  distant,  and  will 
be  at  *  *,  still  more  distant,  till  spring.  No  one  eke, 
except  Augusta,  cares  for  me — no  ties — no  trammiels 
—^uuUarno  dunque--^  tomiamo,  bene—se  non^  ch' 
imporia?  Old  William  of  Orange  talked  of  dying 
in  *  the  last  ditch '  of  his  dingy  countiy.  It  is  lucky 
I  can  swim,  or  I  suppose  I  should  not  weU  weather 
the  first.  But  let  us  see.  I  have  heard  hyenas  and 
jackalls  in  the  ruins  of  Asia ;  and  buD-frogs  in  the 
marshes,- besides  wolves  and  angry  Mussulmans. 
Now,  I  should  like  to  listen  to  the  shout  of  a  free 
Dutchman. 

**Alla!  Viva!  For  ever  I  Hourra!  Hupa!— which 
is  the  most  rational  or  musical  of  these  cries? '  Orange 
Boven,'  according  to  the  Morning  Post. 

«Wednesdsy,M(h. 

«  No  dreams  last  night  of  the  dead  nor  the  living— 
so— I  am  *  firm  as  the  marble,  founded  as  the  rock 
—till  the  next  earthquake. 

**  Ward's  dinner  went  off  well.  There  was  not  a 
dimgreeable  person  there— unless  /  offended  any 
body,  which  I  am  sure  I  could  not  by  contradiction, 
for  I  said  little,  and  opposed  nothing.    Sharpe(aman 
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of  elegant  Dundy  and  who  has  lired  much  with  the 
best— Pox,  Home  Tooke,  Windham,  Pitxpatrick, 
and  an  the  agitators  of  other  times  and  tongues)  told 
us  the  particv^ra  of  his  last  interview  with  Windham, 
a  few  days  before  the  fiUal  operation,  which  sent '  that 
gallant  spirit  to  aspire  the  skies.'  Windham — the 
first  in  one  department  of  oratory  and  talent,whose  only 
&ult  was  his  refinement  beyond  the  intellect  of  half 
his  hearers^-— Windham,  half  his  life  an  active  parti- 
cipator in  the  events  of  the  earth,  and  one  of  those 
who  governed  nations. — he  regretted,  and  dwelt  much 
on  that  regret,  that  *  he  had  not  entirely  devoted  him- 
self to  literature  and  science !!  T  His  mmd  certainly 
would  have  carried  him  to  eminence  there,  as  else- 
where ; — ^but  I  cannot  comprehend  vrhat  debility  of 
that  mind  could  suggest  such  a  wish.  I,  who  have 
hear  him,  cannot  r^ret  any  thing  but  that  I  shall 
never  hear  him  again.  Whatl  would  he  have  been 
apk>dder?  a  metaphysician f— perhaps  a  rhymer?  a 
scribbler?  Such  an  exchange  must  have  been  sug- 
gested by  iUness.  But  he  is  gone,  and  Time,  *  shall 
not  look  upon  his  like  agam.' 

^  1  am  tremendously  hi  arrear  vnth  my  letters,— 
except  to  *  *,  and  to  her  my  thoughts  overpower 
me,— my  words  never  compass  them.  To  Lady  Mel- 
bourne I  vrrite  with  most  pleasure— and  her  answers, 
so  sensible,  so  taetique—l  never  met  vrith  half  her 
talent.  If  she  had  been  a  few  years  younger,  what 
a  fool  she  would  have  made  of  me,  had  she  diought  it 
worth  her  while,— and  I  should  have  lost  a  valuable 
and  most  agreeable.^tnu/.  Mem.- a  mistress  never 
is  nor  can  be  a  fir^nd.  While  you  agree,  you  are 
k>ven;  and,  when  it  is  over,  any  thing  but  friends. 

**  I  have  not  answered  W.  Scott's  last  letter,— but 
I  vriU.  I  regret  to  hear  from  others  that  he  has  lately 
been  unfortunate  in  pecuniaiy  involvements.  He  is 
undoubtedly  the  Monarch  of  Parnassus,  and  the  most 
English  of  bards.  I  shouki  phtce  Rogers  next  in  the 
living  list— (I  valte  him  more  as  the  last  of  the  Utt 
school) — ^Moore  and  (Campbell  both  /Atrv^—Southey 
and  Wordsworth  and  Coleridge— the  rest,  it  woKXot 
—thus: 


Tlicre  b  a  triangular '  Gradus  ad  Pamassum ! — 'the 
names  are  too  numerous  for  the  base  of  the  triangle. 
Podr  Hiurkiw  has  gone  wild  about  the  poetry  of 


Queen  Bess's  reign— e'eff  dommage.  I  have  ranked 
the  names  upon  my  triangle  more  upon  what  I  betiere 
popular  opinion  than  any  decided  opinion  of  my  Ofwn. 
Por,  to  me,  some  of  M  *  *  e's  last  Erm  sparics — 
'  As  a  beam  o'er  the  fitoe  of  the  waters'^*  When  he 
who  adores  thee'—*  Oh  blame  not'  and  *  Oh  hreatbe 
not  his  name* — are  worth  all  the  Epics  that  ever  were 
composed. 

**  *  *  thinks  that  the  Quartoly  vrill  attack  me 
next.  Let  them.  I  have  been  '  peppered  so  h^;U|y' 
in  my  time,  both  vfays,  that  it  must  be  cayenne  or 
aloes  to  make  me  taste.  I  can  sincerely  say  that  I 
am  not  very  much  alive  nolo  to  criticism.  Bat — in 
tracing  this— I  rather  believe,  that  it  proceeds  from 
ray  not  attaching  that  importance  to  authorship 
which  many  do,  and  which,  when  young,  I  did  also. 

*  One  gets  tired  of  eveiy  thing,  my  angel,'  says  Val- 
mont  The  '  angels'  are  the  only  things  of  which 
I  am  not  a  little  sick — but  I  do  think  the  preference 
of  ufriUrs  to  agenti-^lhe  mighty  stir  made  about 
scribbling  and  scribes,  by  themselves  and  others — a 
sign  of  efieminacy,  degeneracy,  and  weakneas.  Who 
would  write,  who  had  any    thing  better  to    dof 

*  Action' — *  action'—*  action'    said   Demosthenes : 

*  Actions— action^,'  I  say,  and  not  writing, — least  of 
all,  rhyme.  Look  at  the  queruk>us  and  moooConous 
lives  of  the  '  genus  f— except  Cervantes,  Tasso, 
Dante,  Ariosto,  Rleist  (who  were  brave  and  active 
dtisens),  iEschylus,  Sophocles,  and  sosw  other  of 
the  antiques  also— what  awortfaJess,  idle  brood  ii  is! 

•Twelve,  messa  motto. 
*'  Just  returned  from  dinner,  with  Jackson  (the 
Emperor  of  Pugilism)  and  another  of  the  select,  at 
Crib's,  the  Champion's.  I  drank  more  than  I  like, 
and  have  brought  away  some  three  bottles  of  rerj 
fiur  claret— for  I  have  no  headache.  We  had  Ten 
-^  ^  up  after  dinner;— veiy  &cetious,  though  some- 
what prolix.  He  don't  like  his  situation — wants  to 
fight  again— pray  Pollux  (or  Castor,  if  he  was  the 
miUer)  he  may !  Tom  has  been  a  saik>r--a  coal- 
heaver— and  some  other  genteel  profession,  before  he 
took  to  the  cestus.  Tom  has  been  in  action  at  sea, 
andisnowonly  three-and-thirty.  AgreatmanI  hasa 
wife  and  a  mistress,  and  converBations  weD — batiaf 
some  sad  omissions  and  misapplications  of  the  as|ii. 
rate.  Tom  is  an  old  friend  of  mine ;  I  have  seen 
some  of  his  best  battles  in  my  nonage.  He  is  now  a 
publican,  and,  I  fear,  a  sinner ; — for  Mrs  ^  *  is  no 
alimony,  and  *  *'•'  daughter  lives  vrith  the  cham- 
pion. This  *  *  told  me,— Tom,  having  an  opinion 
of  my  morals,  passed  her  off  as  a  I^  wponae. 
Talking  of  her,  he  said  '  she  was  the  troeat  ot 
women'— from  which  I  immediately  infenned  dw 
could  not  be  hisvrife,  and  so  it  turned  out. 

**  These  panegyrics  don't  bekmg  to  matrimony ; — 
for,  if  *  true,'  a  man  don't  think  it  necessary  to  say 
so ;  and  if  not,  the  less  be  says  the  better.  *  *  *  * 
ii  the  only  man,  except  *  *  *  \  I  ever  htard 
harangue  upon  his  wife's  virtue;  and  I  listened  to 
both  with  great  credence  and  patience,  and  atnlM 
my  handkerchief  into  my  mouth,  when  I  found  yavm- 
ing  irresistible.— By  the  by,  I  am  yawning  i 
gc«d  night  to  thee.-  Hmdtfmv. 
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•Thnnday,  96(h  Nor. 
I  "  Awok«  a  little  fereinh,  but  no  headache-^o 
\  kmms  neitfaer,  thaaks  to  stuporl  Two  letters,  one 
6oB  *  ♦  ♦  ♦,  the  other  from  Lady  Melbourne— 
hath  excelltnt  in  their  reflpectire  stjles.  *  *  *  *'b 
emaioed  abo  a  Terjr  fvctty  ?yric  on  *  concealed 
pwSi'  ii  not  her  own,  yet  Teiy  like  her.  Why  did 
ihe  not  aaj  that  the  stanzaa  were,  or  were  not,  of  her 
? — I  do  not  know  whether  to  wish  them 
;.  I  hare  no  great  esteem  for  poetical 
I,  pttftieidajfy  women ;— they  hare  so  much  of 
ihe  *  ideal'  m  praotkt,  as  well  at  ethios. 

**  I  hare  been  thinking  lately  a  good  deal  of  Bfary 
Diir,&e.&c.&c.&c.* 

*"  Lofd  HoUand  mrited  me  to  dinner  to-day  ;  but 
Ane  days'  dining  would  destroy  me.  So,  without 
estiag  at  all  since  yesterday,  I  went  to  my  box  at 
Cove^-garden, 

♦        •♦♦♦♦. 

**  Saw  •  •  *  •  looking  reiy  pretty,  though  quite  a 
atjfe  of  beauty  iirom  the  other  two.  She 
ineat  eyes  in  the  world,  out  of  which  she 
mat  to  see,  and  the  kmgest  eyelashes  I  erer 
e  Leila's  and  Phamuo's  Moslem  curtains  of 

iheEgiit.     She  has  much  beauty,— just  enough, — 

bAiB,Ithuik,  M/oUa/#. 


**  I  hare  been  pondering  on  the  miseries  of  separa- 
cioa,  that — oh  how  sddom  we  see  those  we  k>Tel  yet 
«c  ire  ages  in  moments,  viheH  met  The  .onity 
iUsg  that  eoosoles  me  during  absence  is  the  refleo- 
lisa  that  ao  mental  or  personal  estrangement,  from 
eana  or  ffisagreement,  can  take  place;— and  when 
people  BKcC  hereafter,  eren  though  many  changes 
■ay  hare  taken  phtce  in  the  mean  time,  still — unless 
fky  are  tired  of  each  other— they  are  ready  to  re- 
wi^  aod  do  not  Uame  eadi  other  fat  the  drcum- 
irsarrs  that  severed  them.    «    ^    « 


,  27Ui  (I  beliere— or  rather  am  in  doubt, 
vbich  is  Che  Be  plu  ultra  of  mortal  iUth). 


^  I  have  listed  a  day ;  and,  as  the  Irishman  said, 
OT  Joe  IGBer  mys  for  him,  *  have  gained  a  loss,'  or 
kif  ifaa  hMB.  Evoy  thing  is  settled  for  Holland,  and  no- 
thing bat  a  ooQgh,  or  a  caprice  of  my  feUow-traveller's, 
can  slap  OS.  Carriage  ordered-— funds  prepared — 
sad,  probaUy,  a  gale  of  wind  into  the  bargain. 
^mtp«rte^l  beliere,  with  Qym  o'  the  Clow,  or 
Befain  Hood, '  Qy  our  Mary  (dear  name !),  that  art 
both  Mother  and  May,  I  thbk  it  ncTcr  was  a  man's 
fat  lo  &  before  his  day.'  Heigh  for  HelToetsluys, 
aadsofecthl 

**  T»-Bight  I  went  with  young  Henry  Fox  to  see 
*  Noiajahad'— a  drama,  which  the  Morning  Post 
farth  faiid  to  my  charge,  but  of  which  I  cannot  even 
guem  the  author.  I  wonder  what  they  will  next  in- 
fict  opoa  me.  They  cannot  well  sink  below  a  Mek>- 
dinma;  but  that  is  better  than  a  Satire  (at  least,  a 
liiiaiaal  ooe),  with  which  I  stand  truly  arraigned, 
aadia  Bitmfmciit  of  which  I  am  resolved  to  bear 
■ill  nilj  all  criticism,  abuses,  and  even  praises  for 
bad  paatoonmes  never  composed  by  me,— without 
evca  a  oontradictoiy  aspect.    I  suppose  the  root  of 


«Tkls| 


I  haa  bssn  absady  eztraeted. 


this  report  is  my  loan  to  the  manager  of  my  Turkish 
drawings  for  his  dresses,  to  which  he  was  more  wel- 
come than  to  my  name.  I  suppose  the  real  author 
IpU  soon  own  it,  as  it  has  succeeded ;  if  not.  Job  be 
my  model,  and  Lethe  my  beverage ! 

««♦♦*♦  has  received  the  portrait  safe;  and,  in 
answer,  the  only  remark  she  makes  upon  it  is, '  in- 
deed it  is  like'— and  again,  *  indeed  it  is  like.'  *  ♦  * 
With  her  the  likeness  *  covered  a  multitude  of  sins;' 
for  I  happen  to  know  that  this  portrait  was  not  a 
flatterer,  but  dark  and  stem,— even  black  as  the 
mood  iu  which  my  mind  was  scorching  fast  Ju^y, 
when  I  sate  for  it.  All  the  others  of  me— like  most 
portraits  whatsoever— are,  of  coune,  more  agree- 
able than  nature. 

"  Redde  the  Ed.  Review  of  Rogers.  He  is 
ranked  highly, — but  where  he  should  be.  There  is 
a  summary  view  of  us  all— jftfooiv  and  me  among 
the  rest ;  and  both  (the^«<  justly)  ]Nraised— though, 
by  implication  (justly  again),  pfaced  beneath  our 
memorable  friend.  Mackintosh  it  the  writer,  and 
also  of  the  critique  on  the  Stael.  His  grand  essay 
on  Burke,  I  hear,  is  for  the  next  number.  But  I 
know  nothing  of  the  Edinburgh,  or  of  aiqr  other  Re- 
view, but  from  rumour;  and  I  have  long  ceased 

mdeed,  I  could  not,  in  justice,  complain  of  any,  even 
though  I  were  to  rate  poetry  in  general,  and  my 
rhymes  m  particular,  more  highly  than  I  really  do. 
To  withdraw  miyte{f  from  myitlf  (oh  that  cursed 
selfishness !)  has  ever  been  my  sole«  my  entire,  my 
sincere  motive  in  scribbling  at  all ;  and  publishing  is 
also  the  continuance  of  the  same  object,  by  the  action 
it  afibrds  to  the  mind,  which  else  recoils  upon  itself. 
If  I  valued  fame,  I  should  flatter  received  opinions, 
which  have  gathered  strength  by  time,  and  will  yet 
wear  longer  than  any  living  works  to  the  contrary. 
But,  for  the  soul  of  me,  I  cannot  and  will  not  give 
the  lie  to  my  own  thoughts  and  doubts,  come  what 
may.  If  I  am  a  fool,  it  is,  at  least,  a  doubting  one ; 
and  I  envy  no  one  the  certainty  of  his  self-apptoved 
wisdom. 

'*  AH  are  inclined  to  believe  what  they  covet,  from 
a  fatteiy-ticket  up  to  a  passport  to  paradise,— in 
which,  firom  description,  I  see  nothing  very  tempt- 
ing. My  restlessness  teUs  me  I  have  something 
within  that  *  passeth  show.'  It  is  for  Him,  who 
made  it,  to  prolong  that  spark  of  celestial  fire  which 
illuminates,  yet  bums,  this  frail  tenement ;  but  I  see 
no  such  horror  in  a '  dreamless  sleep,'  and  I  have  no 
conceptiou  of  any  exiitence  which  duration  would 
not  render  tiresome.  How  else  'fell  the  angeb,' 
even  according  to  your  creed  ?  They  were  immortal, 
heavenly,  and  happy  as  their  Apottate  AbdieliB  now 
by  his  treachery.  Time  must  decide ;  and  eternity 
won't  be  the  less  agreeabfa  or  more  horrible  because 
one  did  not  expect  it.  In  the  mean  time,  I  am  grate- 
ful for  some  good,  and  tolerably  patient  under  cer- 
tain evils— grftce  k  Dieu  et  mon  bon  tempirainent.. 
«Siuida7,2Bth. 


•<Monday«  S9th. 


«Tocada7,S0th. 
*'  Two  days  missed  in  my  log-book ;— hiatus  Aouif 
deflendus.    They  were  as  little  worth  rscoUeotion  as 
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the  rest ;  and,  luckily,  lozinefls  or  fociety  preTented 
me  from  nothing  them. 

*«  Sunday,  I  dined  with  the  Lord  HoUand  in  St 
James's-aquare.  Large  party — among  them  Sir  S. 
RomiUy  and  Lady  Ry.— General  Sir  Somebody 
Bentham,  a  man  of  science  and  talent,  I  am  told-- 
Homer— -/A«  Homer,  an  Edinburgh  reviewer,  an 
excellent  speaker  in  the  *  Honourable  Houae,'  Teiy 
pleasing  too,  and  gentlemanly  in  company,  as  far  as 
I  hare  seen — Sharpe — Phillips  of  Lancashire — Lord 
John  Russell,  and  others,  '  good  men  and  true/ 
Holland's  society  is  very  good ;  you  always  see  some 
one  or  other  in  it  worth  knowing.  StuiSed  myself 
with  sturgeon,  and  exceeded  in  champagne  and 
wine  in  general,  but  not  to  confusion  of  head.  When 
I  do  dine,  I  gorge,  like  an  Arab  or  a  Boa  snake,  on 
fish  and  Tegetables,  but  no  meat.  I  am  always  bet- 
ter, however,  on  my  tea  and  biscuit  than  any  other 
regimen^ — and  eren  thai  sparingly. 

"  Why  does  Lady  H.  always  have  that  daomed 
screen  between  the  whole  room  and  the  fire  ?  I,  who 
bear  cold  no  better  than  an  antelcqpe,.  and  never  yet 
found  a  sun  quite  done  to  my  taste,  was  absolutely 
petrified,  and  couki  not  even  shiver.  All  the  rest,  too, 
locked  as  if  they  were  just  unpacked,  like  salmon, 
from  an  ice-basket>  and  set  down  to  table  for  that 
day  only.  When  she  retired,  I  watched  their  looks 
as  I  dismissed  the  screen,  -and  every  cheek  thawed, 
and  every  nose  reddened  with  the  anticipated  gk>w. 

**  Saturday,  I  went  with  Harry  Fox  to  Nouijahad ; 
and,  I  believe,  convinced  him,  by  incessant  yawning, 
that  it  was  not  mine.  I  wi^  the  precious  author 
woukl  own  it,  and  release  me  from  his  fame.  The 
dresses  are  pretty,  but  not  in  costume ;— Mrs  Home's, 
an  hut  the  turban,  and  the  want  of  a  small  da^^ger  (if 
she  is  a  Sultana],  perfect.  I  never  saw  a  Turkish 
woman  with  a  turban  in  my  life — nor  did  any  one 
else.  The  Sultanas  have  a  small  poniard  at  the 
want.  The  dialogue  is  drowqr— the  action  heavy — 
the  soenery  fine-~the  actors  tolerable.  I  can't  say 
much  for  their  seraglio— Teresa,  Phannio,  or  *  *  * 
were  worth  them  all. 

**  Sunday,  a  very  handsome  note  from  Mackintosh, 
who  is  a  rare  instance  of  the  umon  of  very  transcen- 
dent talent  and  great  good-nature.  To-day  (Tues- 
day), a  very  pretty  billet  from  M.  la  Baronne  de 
Stael  Holstein.  She  is  pleased  to  be  much  pleased 
with  my  mention  of  her  and  her  last  work  in  my  notes. 
I  spoke  as  I  thought  Her  works  are  my  delight,  and 
so  is  she  herself,  for— half  an  hour.  I  don't  like  her 
polilics— «t  least,  her  having  changed  them ;  had  she 
been  quatu  ab  inceptoy  it  were  nothing.  But  she  is  a 
woman  by  herself,  and  has  done  more  than  all  the 
rest  of  them  together,  mteUectually ;— she  ought  to 
have  been  a  man.  She  JUUtert  me  very  prelti^  in 
her  note ;— but  I  knmo  it.  The  reason  that  adulation 
is  not  displeasing  is,  that,  though  untrue,  it  shows 
one  to  be  of  consequence  enough,  in  one  way  or 
other,  to  induce  people  to  lie,  to  make  us  their 
friend;— chat  is  their  oonoeni. 

**  •  *  is,  I  hear,  thriving  on  the  repute  of  a  pun 
(whidi  was  mine  at  Blackintosh's  dinner  some  time 
hack),  on  Ward,  who  was  asking  *  how  much  it  would 
take  ^  re-whig  himV  I  answered  that,  probably, 
be,  '  must  first,  before  he  was  re^iohigged,  be  re- 
warded,*   This  foolish  quibble,  before  the  Stael  and 


Bdaddntosh  and  a  number  of  oooversatk»en,  has 
been  mouthed  about,  and  at  last  settled  on  the  head 
of  *  *,  where  kmg  may  it  remam! 

**  George*  is  returned  from  afloat  to  get  a  new 
ship.  He  looks  thin,  but  better  than  I  expected.  I 
like  George  much  more  than  most  people  like  their 
heirs.  He  is  a  fine  fellow,  and  every  inch  a  sailor.  I 
would  do  any  thing,  but  q^iatae,  to  get  him  so  is 
his  profession. 

**  Lewis  called.  It  is  a  good  and  good-homoured 
man,  but  pcstileotly  prolix  and  paradoxical  and  per- 
tonal.  If  he  would  but  talk  half,  and  reduce  h» 
visits  to  an  hour,  he  wouM  add  to  his  popularity.  At 
an  author,  he  is  very  good,  and  his  vanity  is  imotrte, 
like  Erskine's,  and  yet  not  offending. 

"  Vesterday,  a  very  pretty  letter  from  Aimabella,! 
which  I  answered.  What  an  odd  sitoatkn  asd 
friendship  is  oura  I— without  one  spark  of  lore  « 
either  side,  and  produced  by  drcumstanoes  which  ia 
genera]  lead  to  coldness  on  one  side,  and  aversion  oo 
the  other.  She  is  a  very  superior  woman,  sad  veiy 
little  spoiled,  which  is  strange  in  an  heiress  agiriof 
twenty— a  peeress  that  is  to  be,  ia  her  own  right- 
an  on^  child,  and  a  eavanUf  who  has  always  had  her 
own  way.  She  is  a  poeteas— a  mathemalkiao,-a 
metaphysician,  and  yet,  withal,  very  kind,  generoitf, 
and  gentle,  with  very  tittle  pretension.  A^y  other 
head  would  i>e  turned  with  half  her  aoquiiitioBa,  and 
a  tenth  of  her  advantages. 

Wednesday,  December  lit.  WS. 

^To-day,  responded  to  La  Baronne  de  Stsel  Uol- 
stein,  and  sent  to  Leigh  Hunt  (an  aoquisitioo  to  mj 
acquaintance  —through  Moore— of  bst  sunnier)  a 
copy  of  the  two  Tnrkirii  Tftles.  Hunt  is  aa  extraor- 
dinary character,  and  not  exactly  of  the  preseot  sge. 
He  reminds  me  more  of  the  Pjm  and  HampdeatiMi 
-«uch  talent,  great  independence  of  spirit,  sad  an 
austere,  yet  not  repulsive,  aspect  If  he  goetoo 
quoHi  ab  ineeptOf  I  know  few  men  who  wiUdeserre 
more  praise  or  obtain  it  I  must  go  and  see  him 
again ) — the  rapid  succession  of  adventure  aiace  last 
summer,  added  to  some  serious  uneasiness  and  bua- 
ness*  have  interrupted  our  acquaintance;  but  be  lis 
man  worth  knowmg ;  and  though,  for  his  own  sake,  1 
wish  him  out  of  prison,  I  like  to  stndy  eharactcf  in 
such  situations.  He  has  been  unshaken,  and  wS  coo- 
tiaue  so.  I  don't  thmk  him  deeply  verwd  in  hfc; 
— he  is  the  bigot  of  virtue  (not  religion),  and  eo- 
amoured  of  the  beauty  of  that '  empty  name,' as  the 
last  breath  of  Brutus  pronounced,  and  every  day 
proves  it  He  is,  perhaps,  a  little  opinionated,  as  al 
men  who  are  the  centre  of  circiee,  wide  or  narrow— 
the  Sir  Grades,  in  whose  name  two  or  three  arc 
gathered  together— must  be,  and  as  even  JohsMB 
was;  but,  withal,  a  valuable  man,  and  less  fain  than 
success  and  even  the  consciousness  of  preferring  'ib« 
right  to  the  expedient '  might  excuse. 

**  To-morrow  there  is  a  party  of  purpk  at  the 
*bIue'Mis8***'s.  Shall  Igo?  uml— Idoa'tauefa 
nfiect  your  blue-bottles ;— but  one  ought  to  be  dvl, 
There  will  be,  *  I  guess  now*  (as  the  Amertcaas  lay). 
the  Staels  and  Mackintoshes— good— the  «  «  *ssad 
*  *  ♦s— not  so  good— the  ♦  ♦  ♦s,  &c  &c.— good  for 
nothing.    Perhaps  that  blue-winged  Kashmiriaa  bat> 

*  His  couin,  the  present  Lord  Byron, 
t  Bfisfl  MiUmake,  afterwards  Lady  Bjroa. 
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mif  flf  book-loniiig,  Udf  «  «  «  ^  wfll  belhefe. 
Ikape so  ;  it  ii  a  pleMure  to  k>ok  upoo  thai  most 
\mmlfui  of  fcctt. 

"WnteloH.— be  has  been  telling  that  I .*  I 

■n  nre,  ml  iwiit,  /  did  not  mention  it,  and  I  wiih  he 
had  anL  He  ii  a  good  (eOom,  and  1  obliged  myself 
loi  linen  moie  hj  beiog  of  use  than  I  did  him^—and 
aBcndont 
Baldwin  is  boring  me  to  pnaeut  their  King's 
Bmeh  Petition.  1  presented  Cartwright's  last  year ; 
■nd  Scaahope  and  I  stood  against  the  whole  House, 
Iwd  it  Tsbantiy  and  had  some  fun  and  a 
iMfeahoMfior  oar  opposition.  But  *Iamnoti'th' 
for  Cbis  business.  Now,  bad  **  been  here,  she 
d  have  ma^  me  do  it  7%«rr  isa  woman,  who, 
amid  nH  ber  fnocimitien,  always  urged  a  man  to  use- 
or  glory.    Had  she  remained,  she  bad  been 


**BaUsvin  is  very  importunate  but,  poor  fellow, 
I  mm'l  g«t  out,  I  can't  get  out^-said  the  starling. ' 
—Ak,  I  aas  as  bad  as  that  dog  Sterne,  who  preferred 
over  a  dead  ass  to  retiering  a  Kfing  mother, 
bypocrite—ifaiTe— sycophant !  But  /  am 
Here  I  cannot  stimulate  myself  to  a  speech 
(or  ^»  sake  of  these  unfortunates ;  and  three  words 
and  half  a  sasile  of  *  *,  had  she  been  here  to  urge  it 
(and  «ige  it  she  infalib^  would — at  least,  she  al- 
ways prsnsed  nse  on  senatorial  duties,  and  particu- 
lari^  m  tbe  eaaoe  of  weakness),  would  have  made  me 
SB  advocate,  if  not  an  orator.  Cuise  on  Rochefou- 
carit  for  being  always  right!  Inhimalieweretirtue, 
—or,  at  lesMt,  a  comfort  to  his  readers. 

*Gcoffe^rron  has  not  called  to-day ;  I  hope  he 
wB  beaa  admiral,  and,  perhaps,  Lord  Byron  into  the 
heilpia  If  be  would  but  many,  1  would  engage 
never  la  laaiij  myself,  or  eut  him  out  of  the  heirship. 
&  woald  be  bappier,  aad  I  should  like  nephews 


*l  sball  saon  be  siz-and-twenty  (January  82d, 
1814).    la  tibere  any  thing  in  the  future  that  can 
iwnle  as  for  not  being  always  tvocnty-Jlve  ? 

OhOiorentA! 
OkPriflmrenif  fioTentb  dell*  anno. 
Ok  OiOTeati !  prtaaavera  dells  rita. 

•         •  «  •  « 

•  Sandsy,  December  6Ch. 
I's  nephew  (son  to  the  American  Attorney- 
gcaeiBl)  ii  anived  m  this  country,  and  tells  DaUas 
that  my  r^mes  arcTery  popular  in  the  United  States. 
TWae  are  the  first  tidings  that  liave  ever  sounded 
fte  Fmme  to  my  ears — to  be  redde  on  the  banks  of 
ibeObio!  Tlie  greatest  pleasure  I  ever  derired,  of 
Aa»  kind*  was  from  an  extract,  in  Cooke  the  actor's 
Life,  from  his  Jonma],stating  that  in  the  reading-room 
of  Albany,  near  Washington,  he  perused  English 
Baftds  aadSooteh  Reviewers.  To  be  popular  in  a  rising 
aad  fa  eoontiy  has  a  kind  oiposthumousfeel,  very  dif- 
fiiMB  the  ephemeral  /cldt  and  fdte-iog,  buzzing 
pai^-mg  compliments  of  the  well-dremed  multi- 
1  can  tt&ltj  say  that,  during  my  reign  in  the 
of  1819, 1  regretted  nothing  but  its  duration  of 


*  Tws  er  tlwee  wsris  are  bere  scratched  oat  in  the 
BMawcrfpt,  b«t  the  import  of  the  sentence  evidently  is, 
that  Mr  Hodgsoa  (to  whoa  the  passsfe  refers)  had  been 
vevsaliBf  to  some  Mends  the  secret  of  Lord  Byron's  kind- 


six  weeks  instead  of  a  fortnight,  and  was  hearti^ 
gted  toresign. 

^Last  night  I  supped  with  Lewis ;— and,  as  usual, 
though  I  neither  exceeded  in  solids  nor  fluids,  have 
been  half  dead  ever  sbioe.  My  stomach  is  entirely 
destroyed  by  long  abstinence,  and  the  rest  will  pro- 
bably follow.  Let  it — I  only  wish  the  pom  over. 
The  *  leap  in  the  dark '  is  the  least  to  be  dreaded. 

''The  Duke  of  *  *  called.  I  have  told  them  forty 
times  that,  except  to  half-a-dozen  old  and  specified 
acquaintances,  I  am  invisible.  His  grace  is  a  good,- 
noble,  ducal  person ;  but  I  am  content  to  think  so  at 
a  distance,  and  so— I  was  not  at  home. 

**  Gait  called. — Mem. — to  ask  some  one  to  speak  to 
Raymond  in  fiivour  of  his  play.  We  are  old  fellow- 
trareUers,  and,  with  all  his  eccentricities,  he  has 
much  strong  sense,  experience  of  the  worid,  and  is. 
as  far  as  I  have  seen,  a  good-natured  philosophical 
feDow.  I  showed  him  Sligo's  letter  on  the  reports  of 
the  Turiush  giri's  avenlure  at  Athens  soon  after  it 
happened.  He  and  Lord  Holland,  Levris,  and  Moore, 
and  Rogers,  and  Lady  Melbourne  have  seen  it. 
Murray  has  a  copy.  1  thought  it  had  been  Miibioica, 
and  wish  it  were ;  but  Sligo  arrived  only  some  days 
after,  and  the  mmotirt  are  the  subject  of  his  letter. 
Hiat  I  shall  preserve, — t^  is  as  teelL  Lewis  and  Gait 
were  both  horrified;  aad  L.  wondered  1  did  not 
introduce  the  situation  into  *the  Giaour.  He  may 
wonder; — he  might  wonder  more  at  that  produc- 
tion's being  written  at  aB.  But  to  describe  ili^Jkelings 
of  that  sxtuatkm  were  impossible— it  is  toy  even  to 
recollect  them. 

**  The  Bride  of  Abydos  was  published  on  lliursday 
the  second  of  December ;  but  how  it  is  Uked  or  dis- 
liked, I  know  not.  Whether  it  succeeds  or  not  is  no 
fisult  of  the  public,  against  whom  I  can  have  no  oom- 
pkint  But  I  am  much  more  indebted  to  the  tale  than 
I  oan  ever  be  to  the  most  partial  reader;  as  it  wrung 
my  thoughts  from  reality  to  imagination— from  selfish 
regrets  to  vivid  recollections— and  recalled  roe  to  a 
country  replete  with  the  brightest  and  darkest,  but 
always  moot  Hvtly  eokmrs  of  my  armory.  Sharpe 
called,  but  was  not  let  in,— which  I  regret. 

"  Saw  *  •  yesterday.  I  have  not  kept  my  ap- 
pointment at  Middleton,  which  has  aot  pIcAsed  him, 
periiaps ;  and  my  projected  voyage  vrith  *  *  will, 
perhaps,  please  him  less.  But  I  wiih  to  keep  well 
with  both.  They  are  instnunents  that  don't  do  in 
concert ;  but  surdy  their  separate  tones  are  very  mu- 
sical, and  I  won't  give  up  either, 

**  It  is  well  if  I  don't  jar  between  these  great  dis- 
cords. At  present,  I  stand  tolerably  well  with  all,  but 
I  cannot  adopt  their  ditHkes ;— so  many  sets.  Hol- 
land's is  the  first;— every  thing  distitigttd  is  welcome 
there,  and  certainly  the  (on  of  his  society  is  the  best. 
Then  there  is  W»  de  Steel's — there  I  never  go,  though 
I  might,  had  I  courted  it  It  is  composed  of  the  *  *s 
and  the  *  *  &mi]y,  with  a  strange  sprinkling,— ora- 
tors, dandles,  and  all  kinds  of  Blue,  from  the  regular 
Grub-street  uniform,  down  to  the  azure  jacket  of  the 
LUt&ateur.  To  see  ♦•  and  *  •  sitting  together,  at 
dinner,  always  reminds  me  of  the  grave  where  all 
distmctions  of  friend  and  foe  are  levelled ;  and  they— 
the  Reviewer  and  Reviewee— the  Rhinoceros  and 
Elephant— the  Mammoth  and  Megolonyx— all  vrill 
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lie  quietly  together.  They  now  tU  together,  m 
■flent,  but  not  eo  quiet,  ai  if  they  were  already  im- 
mured. 

♦  ♦*♦♦♦ 

*<  I  did  not  go  to  the  Benj^  the  other  night.  Hie 
elder  is  a  woman  of  much  talent,  and  both  are  hand- 
tome,  and  must  have  been  beautiful.  To-night  asked 
to  Lord  H.'s,  ^ahaU  I  go  ?  um  1— perhaps. 

*  Mondnff ,  two  o'clock. 

**  Went  to  Lord  H.'s— party  numerous-^milady  in 
perfect  good  humour,  and  consequently  perject.  No 
one  more  agreeable,  or  perhaps  so  much  so,  when  she 
win.  Asked  for  Wednesday  to  dine  and  meet  the 
Stael— asked  particularly,  I  beUere  out  of  mischief, 
to  see  the  first  intenriew  after  the  note,  with  which 
Corinne  professes  herself  to  be  so  much  taken.  I 
don't  much  like  it;— she  always  talks  of  n^self  or 
Acrself,  and  I  am  not  (except  in  soliloquy,  as  now) 
much  enamoured  of  either  subject  especially  one's 
Works.  Whatthe  derU  shaD  I  say  about  <De  TAl- 
lenaagner'  llike  it  prodigiously ;  but  unless  I  can 
twist  my  admiration  into  some  fiutastical  expression, 
she  won't  belicTe  me ;  and  I  know,  by  experience^ 
I  shaQ  be  OTerwhehned  with  fine  things  about  rhyme, 
&c.  &c.  Hie  k>Ter,  Mr  *  *,  was  there  to-night^  and 
C  ^  ^  said  'it  was  the  only  proof  he  had  seen  of  her 
good  taste.'  Monsieur  L'Amant  is  remarkably  hand- 
some; but  I  don't  think  more  so  than  her  book. 

**  C  *  ^  looks  well,— seemed  pleased,  and  dressed 
to  tpntcery.  A  blue  coat  becomes  him,— so  does  his 
new  wig.  He  really  looked  as  if  ApoUo  had  sent  him 
a  birthday  suit,  or  a  wedding-garment,  and  was  witty 
and liTely.  ***  He  abused  Corinne's  book,  which 
I  regret ;  because,  firstly,  he  understands  German, 
and  it  consequently  a  fair  judge;  and,  secondly,  he  is 
Jirtt-raU,  and,  consequently,  the  bert  of  judges.  I 
reTerence  and  admire  him ;  but  I  won't  give  up 
my  opinion— why  should  If  I  read  her  again  and 
again,  and  there  can  be  no  affectation  in  this.  I 
cannot  be  mistaken  (except  in  taste)  in  a  book  I  read 
and  hgr  down,  and  take  up  again;  and  no  book  can 
be  totally  bad,  which  finds  one,  e? en  one  retuder,  who 
can  say  as  much  sincerely. 

**  C.  talks  of  lecturingnext  spring ;  hit  last  lectures 
were  eminently  soocessfiiL  Moore  thought  of  it,  but 
gaTO  it  up,— I  dont  know  why.  *  *  had  been  prat- 
ing diguUif  to  him,  and  such  stuff;  as  if  a  man 
di^raced  himself  by  instructing  and  pleasing  at  the 


**  Introduced  to  Blarquis  Buckingham — saw  Lord 
Gower — ^he  is  going  to  Holland; — Sir  J.  and  Lady 
Mackintosh  and  Homer,  G.  Lamb,  with  I  know  not 
how  many  (R.  WeDesIey,  one— a  clerer  man)  grouped 
I  about  the  room.  Little  Heniy  Fox,  a  rery  fine  boy, 
and  Tery  promising  in  mind  and  manner,— he  went 
away  to  bed  before  I  had  time  to  talk  to  him.  I  am 
sure  I  had  rather  hear  him  than  all  the  ntvans. 

^Monday ,  Oeceaober  0th. 

**  Murrey  tells  me  that  C r  asked  him  why  the 

thing  was  called  the  Bride  of  Abydos  ?  It  it  a  cursed 
awkward  question,  being  unanswerable.  She  is  not 
a  hride,  only  about  to  be  one ;  but  for,  &c.  &c.  &c 

**  I  don't  wonder  at  his  finding  out  the  Bull;  but 
the  detection  ***istoolatetodoany  good.  I  was 


a  great  fool  to  make  it,  and  am  ashamed  of  not  bein^ 
an  Irishman.  «  «  « 

''C ^1  hut  night  seemed  a  little  nettled  at  i 

thing  or  other— I  know  not  what.  We  were  i 
in  the  ante-saloon,  when  Lord  H.  brought  out  of  the 
other  room  a  vessel  of  some  composition  simihur  to 
that  which  is  used  in  catholic  churches,  and,  seeing 
us,  he  exclaimed,  *Here  is  some  ineenu  for  you.' 
C- — 1  answered—*  Carry  it  to  Lord  Qyrou— Atf  is 
utedtoU:       *       ♦       * 

**  Now,  this  comes  of  *  bearing  no  brother  near  tlM 
throne.'  I,  who  have  no  throne,  nor  wish  to  haTe  oiw 
«o«9— whatCTer  I  may  have  done— — «m  at  perfect 
peace  with  all  the  poetical  fraternity ;— or,  at  leaat, 
if  I  dislike  any,  it  is  not  poetiealfy,  but  penommttif. 
Surely  the  field  of  thought  is  infinite ; — ^what  does  it 
signify  who  is  before  or  behind  in  a  nee  where  there 
is  no  goal  ?  The  temple  of  Fame  is  like  that  of  the 
Persians,  the  Uni?erte ;— our  altar,  the  tops  of 
mountains.  I  should  be  equally  content  with  Mount 
Caucasus  or  Mount  Anything ;  and  those  who  like  ii 
may  have  Mont  Blanc  or  Chimboraso,  without  my 
enry  of  their  eleTation. 

**  I  think  I  may  «oio  speak  thus ;  flor  I  have  just 
published  a  Poem,  and  am  quite  ignorant  whether 
it  is  Ukefy  to  be  Weed  or  not.  I  hare  hitherto  beard 
little  in  its  commendation,  and  no  one  can  dotomrigki 
abuse  it  to  one's  fisce,  except  in  print  It  can't  be 
good,  or  I  should  not  haTe  stumbled  OTer  the  threshold, 
and  blundered  in  my  very  title.  But  I  began  it  widi 
my  heart  full  of  *  -^  '^,  «nd  my  head  of  orientak'fKs 
(I  can't  call  them  itme,)  and  wrote  on  rapidly.  *  *  * 

**  This  journal  is  a  relief.  When  I  am  tired— as  I 
generally  am— out  comes  this,  and  down  goes  every 
thing.  But  I  can't  read  it  over; — and  God  knows 
what  contradictions  it  may  contain.  If  I  am  stncere 
with  myself  (but  I  fear  one  lies  more  to  one's  aelf 
than  to  aiqr  one  else),  CTcry  page  should  ooolute. 
refute,  and  utterly  abjure  its  predecessor. 

^  Another  scribble  from  Bfortin  Baldwin,  die  peti- 
tioner :  I  hare  neither  head  nor  nerves  to  present  it. 
That  confounded  supper  at  Levris's  has  q>oiled  m^ 
digestion  and  my  philanthropy.  I  have  no  nsore 
charity  than  a  cruet  of  vinegar.  Would  I  were  an 
ostrich  and  dieted  on  fire-irons,— or  any  thing  that 
my  giszard  could  get  the  better  of. 

^To-day  saw  W.  His  uncle  is  djing,  and  W. 
don't  much  affect  our  Dutch  determinations.  I  dine 
with  him  on  Thursday,  provided  Foncle  is  not  <lined 
upon,  orperemptorfly  beq>oke  by  the  posthumous  epi- 
cures, before  that  day.  I  wish  he  may  raoover — not 
for  our  dinner's  sake,  but  to  disappoint  the  under- 
taker, and  the  rascally  reptiles  that  may  wdl  wait, 
since  they  tcitf  dine  at  last. 

"'Gen  called— he  of  Tn^- after  I  was  oat. 
Mem. — to  return  his  visit.  But  my  Mems.  are  the 
veiy  landmarks  of  foiigetfulness; — something  like  a 
lighthouse,  with  a  ship  vrrecked  under  the  nose  of  its 
lantern.  I  never  hx>k  at  a  Mem.  without  seeing  that  I 
have  remembered  to  forget.  Mem. — I  haveforigotten 
to  pay  Pitt's  taxes,  and  suppose  I  shaD  be  surcharged. 
'  An  I  do  not  turn  rebel  when  thou  art  king*— oons ! 
I  believe  my  very  biscuit  it  leavened  with  that  IB- 
poster's  imposts. 

^L7.  M«.  returns  from  Jersey's  to-BK>nrow; — I 
must  caQ.    A  Mr  lliomson  has  sent  a  song,  which  I 
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wCqipkiid.  I  hate  aimoyiog  them  with  censure 
tdoMBe;— «im1  yet  I  hate  kttering, 
"Saw  Lord  Glenbenrie  and  hit  Proepectui,  at 
Minv'a>  of  a  new  Treatise  on  Timber.  Now  here 
B I  Mu  more  otef ul  than  all  the  historiana  and 
I  Ajmen  erer  planted.  For  by  preserring  our  woods 
ndCaroti,  he  famishes  materiab  for  all  the  hktoiy 
d  Britnn  worth  reading,  and  aB  the  odes  worth 

"Redde  a  good  deal,  bat  desultorily.  My  head  is 
easmed  with  the  most  useless  lumber.  It  is  odd 
Alt  wfaes  I  do  read*  I  can  only  bear  the  chicken 
M  (d—sHif  thing  but  Norels.  It  is  many  a  year 
mee  I  hsre  looked  into  one  (though  they  are  some- 
iHa  ordered,  l>y  way  of  experiment,  but  ncTer 
Uka),  tiB  I  kwked  yesterday  at  the  worst  parU  of 
1^  Monk  These  descriptions  ought  to  have  been 
vrioes  by  Tiberius  at  Caprea — they  are  forced— the 
fUM  ideas  of  a  jaded  voluptuary.  It  is  to  me 
■nseeinble  bow  they  could  have  been  composed 
by  1  Baa  of  only  twenty — his  age  when  he  wrote 
t^  Tlwy  hare  no  nature— -all  the  sour  cream  of 
(»tl«nlcs.  I  should  have  suspected  Bufibn  of 
wiiiii  them  on  the  deathbed  of  his  detestable  do- 
»9&  I  had  nerer  redde  this  edition,  and  merely 
1>^  at  dkem  from  cariosity  and  recollection  of  the 
Hse  tbey  nsde,  and  the  name  they  haTe  left  to 
L«wii  Bot  they  could  do  no  harm,  except  *  *  * 

^Ciled  this  evening  on  my  agent—ngr  business 
m«bL  Onrstrange  adventures  are  the  only  inheri- 
i^eaof  oar  family  that  have  not  diminished.  *  *  * 

"1  disD  DOW  smoke  two  cigars,  and  get  me  to  bed. 
^ogmdon't keep  weU  here.  They  get  as  old  as 
*imm£  quarmUi  anmin  the  sun  of  Africa.  The 
HmMskare  the  best ; — but  neither  are  so  pleasant 
■ikoka  or  dubouque.  The  Turkish  tobacco  is 
■3^  tsd  their  horses  entire— two  things  as  they 
|Mbe.  I  am  so  fitf  obliged  to  this  Journal,  that 
i  pfomet  Be  from  verse, — at  least  from  keeping  it. 
/'Ikarejoit  thrown  a  Poem  mto  the  fire  (which  it 
■*  Riglited  (0  my  great  comfort),  and  have  smoked 
o«of  Bj  hcsd  the  plan  of  another.  I  wish  I  could 
f  **"^  Rrt  rid  of  thinking,  or^  at  least,  the  oonfu- 
■noftfaoilM. 

«  Tuesday ,  Deoesdier  7(h. 

^"y^t  to  bed,  and  slept  dreamlessly,  but  not  re- 
™B{(f.  Awoke,  and  up  an  hour  before  being 
<^;  bat  dawdled  three  hours  in  dressing.  When 
■enbtneli  from  life  infrmcy  (which  is  vegetation), 
""deep^eitiBg,  and  swiQing— buttoning  and  unbut- 
*■■■;— bow  orach  remains  of  downright  existence  ? 
IWsusKr  of  a  dormouse.    •    ♦    ♦ 

"Bcdde  the  papers  and  <e»«d  and  soda-watered, 
aid  feoDd  out  that  the  fire  was  badly  lighted.  Ld. 
^^^*lMnie  wants  me  to  go  to  Brighton — uml 
"Tbii  BMRiung,  a  very  preuy  billet  from  the  Stael 
St  neetiagher  at  Ld.  R's  to-morrow.  She  has 
.  I  dare  say,  twenty  such  this  morning  to  dif- 
Kfcst  people,  all  equally  ^tering  to  each.  So  much 
^  beuer  for  her  and  those  who  believe  all  she  wishes 
l^flrthey  wish  to  believe.  She  has  been  pleased 
^^  plesied  with  my  slight  eulogy  in  the  note  an- 
■xxed  to  the*  Bride.'  This  is  to  be  accounted  for  in 
*»ail  ways*.— firttly,  all  women  like  all,  or  any, 
Pi^iK;  seooodlly,  this  was  unexpected,  because  I 


have  never  courted  her ;  and  thirdly,  as  Scrub  says, 
those  who  have  been  all  their  lives  regularly  praised, 
by  regular  critics,  like  a  little  variety,  and  are  glad 
when  aiqr  one  goes  out  of  his  way  to  say  a  civil  thing ; 
and  fourthly,  she  is  a  very  good-natured  creature, 
which  is  the  best  reason,  after  all,  and,  perhaps,  the 
only  one. 

^A  knock — knocks  single  and  double.  Bland 
called.  He  says  Dutch  society  (he  has  been  in  Hol- 
land) is  seeond-hand  French ;  but  the  women  are  like 
women  every  where  else.  This  is  a  bore ;  I  should 
like  tosee  them  a  little  unlike;  but  that  oan*t  be 
expected. 

^Went  out— came  home— this,  that,  and  the 
other— and  'all  is  vanity,  saith  the  preacher,'  and  so 
say  I,  as  part  of  his  congregation.  Talking  of  vanity 
—whose  praise  do  I  prefer  ?  Why,  Mrs  lachbald's, 
and  that  of  the  Americans.  The  first,  because  her 
^Simple  Stonr'  and  *  Nature  and  Art*  are,  tome, 
true  to  their  iUlet ;  and,  consequently,  her  short  note 
to  Rogers  about  the  *  Giaour'  delighted  me  more 
than  any  thing,  except  the  Edinburgh  Review.  I 
like  the  Americans,  because  I  happened  to  be  in 
Aiiay  while  the  English  Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers 
were  redde  in  America.  If  I  could  have  had  a 
speechagainst  the  Siaoe  Trade,  m  Africa,  and  an 
Epitaph  on  a  Dog,  in  Eiignpe  (i.  e.  in  the  Morning 
Post),  my  vertex  eubkmie  would  certainly  have  dis- 
placed stars  enough  to  overthrow  the  Newtonian 
qrstem. 

•Fridsy.  December  lOtk,  1813. 

**  I  am  enmiy^  beyond  my  usual  tense  of  that 
yawning  verb,  which  I  am  always  corrugating ;  and 
I  don't  find  that  society  much  mends  the  matter.  I 
am  too  la«y  to  shoot  mysel^-and  it  would  annoy 
Augusta,  and  perhaps  ^  *;  but  it  would  be  a  good 
thing  for  Oeorge,  on  the  other  side,  and  no  bad  one 
for  me ;  but  I  won't  be  tempted. 

*<I  have  had  the  kindest  letter  from  M  *  *  e.  I  do 
think  that  man  is  the  best-hearted,  the  only  hearted 
being  I  ever  encountered ;  and  then,  his  talents  are 
equal  to  his  feelings. 

.  **  Dined  on  Wednesday  at  Lord  H.*s— the  Staf- 
fords,  Staels,  Cowpers,  Ossulstones,  Melboumes, 
Mackintoshes,  &c.  &c.— and  was  introduced  to  the 
Marquis  and  Marchioness  of  Stafford,— an  unex- 
pected event.  My  quarrel  with  Lord  Carlisle  (their 
or  his  brother-in-law)  having  rendered  it  improper, 
I  suppose,  brought  it  about.  But,  if  it  was  to 
happen  at  all,  I  wonder  it  did  not  occur  before. 
She  is  handsome,  and  must  have  been  beautiful— 
and  her  manners  are  princessly.  *  *  * 

**  The  Stael  was  at  the  other  end  of  the  table,  and 
less  loquacious  than  heretofore.  We  are  now  very 
good  friends;  though  ihe  asked  Lady  Melbourne 
whether  I  had  really  any  bonhommie.  She  might  as 
well  have  asked  that  question  before  she  toM  C.  L. 
*  c'est  un  d6mon.'  True  enough,  but  rather  prema- 
ture, for  she  could  not  have  found  it  oug  and  so— 
she  wants  me  to  dine  there  next  Sunday. 

**  Murray  prospers,  as  fiir  as  drcuktion.  For  my 
part,  I  adhere  (in  liking)  to  my  Fragment.  It  is  no 
wonder  that  I  wrote  one — my  mind  m  a  fragment. 

**  Saw  Lord  Gower,  Tiomey,  «cc.  m  the  square. 
Took  leave  of  Lord  Gr.  who  is  goiag  to  HoDand  and 
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Germany.  He  teDs  me,  thai  he  carries  with  him  a 
parcel  dF  '  Harolds',  and  *  Giaours'  &c.,  for  the 
readers  of  BerUn,  who,  it  seems,  read  Ehiglish,  and 
hare  taken  a  caprice  for  mine.  Um  ! — have  I  been 
Qerman  all  this  time,  when  I  thought  mjself  onen- 
te/?  ♦  •  ♦ 

**  Lent  Tiemey  my  box  for  to-morrow ;  and  re- 
ceived a  new  Comedy  sent  by  Lady  C.  A.—but  not 
hers.  I  must  read  it,  and  endeaTOur  not  to  displease 
the  author.  I  hate  amK^ing  them  with  cavil ;  but 
a  comedy  I  take  to  be  the  most  difficult  of  composi- 
tions, more  so  than  tragedy. 

^  G — t  says  there  is  a  coincidence  between  the  first 
part  of  '  the  Bride'  and  some  story  of  his— whether 
published  or  not,  I  know  not,  never  having  seen  it. 
He  is  ahnost  the  last  person  on  whom  any  one  would 
commit  literary  larceny,  and  I  am  not  conscious  of 
any  wilting  thefts  on  aqy  of  the  genus.  As  to  ori- 
ginality, aO  pretensions  are  ludicrous, — *  there  is  no- 
thing new  under  the  sun.' 

*•  Went  last  night  to  the  play.  •  ♦  ♦  ♦  Invited 
out  to  a  party,  but  did  not  go ;— right.  Refused  to 
go  to  Lady  *  *'&  on  Monday ;— right  again.  If  I  must 
fritter  away  my  life,  I  would  rather  do  it  alone.  I 
vras  much  tempted ;— C  *  *  kx>ked  so  Turkish  vrith 
her  red  turban,  and  her  regular  dark  and  dear 
features.  Not  that  she  and  /  ever  were,  or  could 
be,  any  thing;  but  I  love  a^y  aspect  that  reminds 
me  of  the  '  chHdren  of  the  son.' 

''To  dine  to-day  vrith  Rogers  and  Shaipe,  ibr 
which  I  have  some  appetite,  not  having  tasted  food 
for  the  preceding  forty-eight  hours.  I  wish  I  could 
leave  off  eating  altogether. 

'Saturday,  December  Ilth. 
«  Snnday,  December  13tli. 

**  By  G — t*s  answer,  I  find  it  is  some  story  in  real 
Hfe,  and  not  any  work  with  which  my  late  composi- 
tion coinoides.  It  is  still  more  singular,  for  mine  is 
dravrn  from  existence  also. 

**  I  have  sent  an  excuse  to  M.  de  Stael.  I  do  not 
feel  sociable  enough  for  dinner  to-day ; — and  I  wiD 
not  go  to  Sheridan's  on  Wednesday.  Not  that  I  do 
not  admire  and  prefer  his  unequalled  conversation; 
but — that  *  Imp  must  only  be  intelligible  to  thoughts 
I  oannot  vrrite.  Sheridan  was  in  good  talk  at 
Rogers's  the  other  night,  but  I  only  staid  till  nine. 
All  the  world  are  to  be  at  the  Stael's  to-night,  and  I 
am  not  sorry  to  escape  any  part  of  it.  I  only  go  out 
to  get  me  a  fresh  appetite  for  being  alone.  Went 
out--did  not  go  to  the  Stael's,  but  to  Ld.  Holland's. 
Ptatj  numerous — conversation  general.  Staid  late 
— made  a  blunder — got  over  it— ^aune  home  and 
went  to  bed,  not  having  eaten.  Rather  empty,  but 
freecOf  which  is  the  great  pomt  with  me. 

•Monday.  December  13th.  1813. 
''CaDed  at  three  placea— read,  and  got  ready  to 
leave  town  to-morrow.  Murray  has  had  a  letter 
from  his  brother  Biblic^le  of  Edinburgh,  who  says 
I  he  is  lucky  in  having  such  a  j9oef'— something  as 
if  one  was  a  pack-horse,  or  'ass,  or  any  thing  that 
is  his :'  or,  Hke  Mrs  Packwood,  who  replied  to  some 
inquiry  aAer  the  Odes  on  Rasors,  *Laws,  sir,  we 
keeps  a  Poet.'  The  same  iDustrioos  Edinburgh 
bookseller  oooe  sent  an  order  for  books,  poesy^  and 


cookery,  with  this  agreeable  postsccipt— *  The  H§- 
rold  and  Cookery  are  much  wanted.'  Soch  it  fome, 
and,  after  all,  quite  as  good  as  any  other  '  life  is 
other's  breath.'  'TIS  much  the  same  to  diride 
purchasers  with  Hannah  Glass  or  Hammh  More. 

^  Some  editor  of  some  Magazine  has  maunauedin 
Murray  his  intention  of  abusing  the  thing  *wiikaai 
reading  it.*  So  much  the  better;  if  he  redde  it  fint, 
he  would  abuse  it  more. 

**  ADen  (Lord  Holland's  Allen—the  best  ioformed 
and  one  of  the  ablest  men  I  know— a  perfect  Miglis- 
becchi— a  devourer,  a  HeHuo  of  books,  and  sn  ob- 
server of  men)  has  lent  me  a  quantity  of  Buns'i 
unpublished,  and  never-to-be  published,  Letters. 
They  are  fuD  of  oaths  and  obscene  songs.  What  an 
antithetical  mind ! — tenderness,  roughness— delieaey, 
coarseness — sentiment,  sensuality — soaring  and  gro- 
velling, dirt  and  deity — aO  mixed  up  in  that  one  con- 
pound  of  inspired  clay ! 

"It  seems  strange;  a  true  voluptuary  wiD  wmt 
abandon  hia  mind  to  the  grossness  of  reaHtj.  1(  n 
by  exalting  the  earthly,  the  material,  the  pkjfiifaf 
of  our  pleasures,  by  veiling  these  ideas,  \j  bfgeVda§ 
them  altogether,  or,  at  least,  never  naming  them 
hardly  to  one's  self,  than  we  akme  can  prevent  diea 
fnm  disgusting. 


lilMt 

**  Mudi  done,  but  notbing  to  record.  It  is  quite 
enough  to  set  down  my  thoughts,— my  actiooa  wi 
rarely  bear  retrospectioB. 

•December  17,18. 

**Lord  Holland  told  me  a  carious  piece  of  Msd- 
mentality  in  Sheridan.*  The  other  night  we  were 
all  delivering  our  respective  and  various  opisiosf  on 
him  and  other  hommet  marqtmnij  and  mine  was  this: 
*■  Whatever  Sheridan  has  done  or  chosen  to  do  bm 
been,  par  excellence  ^  always  the  best  of  its  kisd.  He 
has  written  the  best  comedy  (School  for  Soasdai}, 
the  best  drama  (in  my  mind,  Car  before  tlst  St 
Giles's  lampoon,  the  Beggar's  Opera),  the  best  &rce 
(the  Critic— it  is  only  too  good  for  a  fiarce),  asd  the 
best  Address  (Monologue  on  Garrick),  and,  to  crom 
an,  delivered  the  very  best  Oration  (the  fasMtf 
Begum  Speech)  ever  conceived  or  heard  in  thv 
country.'  Somebody  told  S.  this  the  next  dsy,  and 
on  hearing  it,  he  burst  into  tears  1 

**  Poor  Brinsley !  if  they  were  tears  of  plcisvtf  I 
would  rather  have  said  these  few,  but  most  aaoefe, 
words,  than  have  vrritten  the  Iliad  or  made  In  f«B 
celebrated  Philippic  Nay,  bis  own  osssedy  ^^ 
gratified  me  more  than  to  bear  that  he  had  derived 
a  moment's  gratification  from  any  praise  sf  sase. 
humble  as  it  must  appear  to  *my  eklen  asd  bt 
betters.' 

**  Went  to  my  box  at  Covent-^arden  to-mght ;  aad 
my  delicacy  felt  a  liule  shocked  at  seeing  S***'* 
mistress  (who,  to  my  certain  knowledge,  was  actoair 
educated,  from  her  birth,  for  her  profession)  sittiai 
with  her  mother,  *a  three  piled  b— d,  b— <*• 
Major  to  the  army,'  in  a  private  box  oppodte.  1  f^ 
rather  indignant;  but,  casting  my  eyes  round  the 

•  This  poMsge  of  tho  yoomal  baa  already  afpearc4  ia 
my  Life  of  Sheridan. 
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hm,  in  the  next  box  to  me,  and  the  next,  and  the 
■nt.  wen  the  moat  distinguished  old  and  young 
fiabykwuM  of  quality;— 80  I  bunt  out  a  laughing. 
Ii  was  rcAlly  odd;  Lady  *  *  divorced— LaAj  *  *  and 
br  dai^ter.  Lady  •  %  both  divorceabU—Mn  ♦  *,i 
iaibeiiext,the&ibe,  and Btin nearer****!  What 
an  asaemblage  to  me^  iffho  know  all  their  histories. 
Itwasaaif  the  house  had  been  dirided  between  your 
pofalie  and  your  tunderttood  courtesans;— but  the 
latrigaBirtes  much  outnumbered  the  regular  merce- 
saries.  On  the  other  side  were  only  Pauline  and 
.  ker  Mother,  and,  next  box  to  her,  three  of  inferior 
sole.  Now,  wh«e  lay  the  difference  between  her 
■ad  ■■■ma,  and  Lady**  and  daughter?  except 
I  that  the  two  bat  may  enter  Carleton  and  any  other 
I  hmety  and  the  two  first  are  limited  to  the  opera  and 
b— boose.  How  I  do  delight  in  obserring  life  as 
ii  leaJIy  is  !  and  myself,  after  all,  the  worst  of  any. 
Boi,  no  BHOter— I  must  aToid  egotism,  which,  just 
M«,  would  be  no  vanity. 

*  I  ^Te  lately  written  a  wild,  rambling,  unfinished 
i^paody,  caBed  '  The  Deril's  Drive,'  t  the  notion  of 
wlKk  I  took  firom  Porson's  *  DeviFs  Walk.' 


t 

: 

he 


are  aU  toft  Uank  in  the  wiffhul. 
Of  tkte  strange,  wild  Poem,  which  extend*  to  about  S50 
OS.  the  only  copy  that  Lord  Bjron,  I  beUeve,  OTcr  wrote. 
pwKnted  to  Ijord  Holland.    Thooffh  with  a  good  deal 
Tig««raad  hBagination,  it  If,  for  the  most  ptrt.mther 
By  execnted,  wanting  the  point  and  condenantion  of 
clever  Tones  of  Mr  Coleridge  which  Lord  Byron, 
a  notion  long  preralent,  has  attributed  to  Pro- 
ir  Panoo.    There  are.  howerer,  aome  of  the  itanzas  of 
«  DcviTs  l>ri»e»  weU  worth  preserrlng. 

1. 
Tte  De»a  ratara*d  to  hell  by  two, 

^.1  he  «taid  at  hooM  till  tve ; 
1ite«  be  ttaed  on  aoae  homkidet  done  ia  rvyeAl, 
A^  %  f^bel  or  10  lu  aa  IritA  ttcw, 
B  oMde  of  a  Mlf-tbln  Jew, 
Klf  what  next  to  do» 
,**I'Uiakeadrive; 
I  wBk'tf'lB  die  BMndag,  I  Ml  ride  to-nlgbt; 
IB  <i«*^"*—  By  cUUIrea  take  matt  deligbt, 
Aai  I  m  «e  how  any  favoarilei  thihe. 


••A^whttihdllrldeiD 
••  U I  tuH— M  Bf  M 
I  Aartd  Mot  In  a  wagf oo  of  woanded  taea, 

Aad  flrile  to  Me  IhCB  bleed. 
Bet  ifcoe  win  be  ramtob'd  agaio  and  agahi, 

Aad  ai  preMOC  my  purpiMe  It  ■peed; 
Toace  ■?  aiaaor  aa  mach  aa  I  may, 

t  DO  toab  ahaU  be  poachM  away. 


••Ibw«afllate<oacbatC Hoom, 

A  ctaitet  tai  SeyoMMT-plMx: 
■rt  *ey  *!«  leat  to  two  friends,  who  amka  nw  amnda 
By  dritteg  my  bvoorite  paee : 

"  I  their  icfaw  with  sack  a  grace, 
I  for  both  at  the  aod  of  thdr  race. 

4. 

Mfe  m  for  the  earth  to  take  Biy  chaaoa." 

Tbcw  ap  to  ibe  earth  sprang  be ; 
Aad  Baktaf  a  Jaaip  from  Moscow  to  France, 

He  stepped  acroB  the  tea, 
Aal  ivMed  his  hoof  oo  a  compike  road, 
■•  very  graat  way  fhaa  a  MAop's  abode. 


Birt  ftcal  as  he  iew,  1  forgot  to  say, 
thM  be  hover*d  a  Bwaeot  apon  his  way 

TohMfcapnLcipricplalo; 
Aai  M  eweet  to  his  eye  was  Its  solphory  gteir, 
Aai  M  soft  to  Ms  ear  was  the  cry  of  despair, 

IhM  he  perch*d  oo  a  Boontaln  of  slalD ; 


**  Redde  some  Italian,  and  wrote  two  Sonnets  on 
*  ^  '^.  I  never  vrrote  but  one  sonnet  before,  and 
that  was  not  in  earnest,  and  many  yean  ago,  as  an 
exercise — and  I  will  never  write  another.  They  are 
the  most  puling,  petrifying,  stupidly  platonic  compo- 
sitions. I  detest  the  Petrarch  so  much,*  that  I  would 
not  be  the  man  even  to  have  obtained  his  Laura, 
which  the  metaphysical,  whining  dotard  never  could. 

And  he  gascd  with  deUgfat  from  Its  growing  height, 
Nor  often  on  earth  had  he  seen  such  a  sight. 

Nor  his  work  done  half  a«  well : 
For  the  Held  ran  so  red  with  the  blood  of  Uia  dead. 

That  It  bloah'd  like  the  warn  of  Hell ! 
Then  loodly,  and  wildly,  aud  long  laugh'd  he  : 
**Uethlnks  they  hare  here  Uttle  need  of  nu.'*' 


Bat  the  softest  note  dwt  soothM  his  ear 

Was  the  soand  of  a  widow  dghlog; 
And  the  sweetest  tight  was  the  icy  tsar. 
Which  Horror  froie  In  the  blue  eye  dear 

Of  a  maid  by  her  lover  lyinf^ 
At  roaod  her  fell  her  long  fair  hair ; 
And  she  lookM  to  Heantn  wldi  that  freniled  air 
WMch  seemM  to  ad(  If  a  God  were  there ! 
And,  toretch'd  by  the  wall  of  a  rido'd  hat, 
With  its  hollow  cheek,  and  eyes  half  shot, 

A  child  of  (kmloe  dying: 
And  the  carnage  began,  when  reslitance  Is  done. 

And  the  fhll  of  the  vainly  flying ! 
a         •         •         •         a         o         • 

la 
Bat  die  Devil  has  rrach*d  oar  cliffs  so  wfaila. 

And  what  dl<l  he  there,  I  pray ! 
If  his  eyes  were  ftood,  he  but  saw  by  nlghl 

What  we  see  every  day; 
But  he  made  a  tour,  and  kept  a  Joamal 
Of  all  the  wondroua  sights  nocturnal. 
And  he  told  It  In  shares  to  the  Mem  of  the  JZsw, 
Who  bU  preuy  weU-but  they  ekttUtd  him,  thoa|h ! 

11. 
The  Devil  first  saw.  as  be  thought,  dM  JisU, 

lu  coachman  and  his  coat; 
8o  Instead  of  a  I  Utol  he  cock*d  his  ttfl. 

And  sdsrd  him  by  the  throat; 
*'  Aha,*'  quoth  he,  **  what  have  we  here  t 
*T is  a  new  baroache,  and  an  ancient  peer!*' 


IS. 


So  he  sat  hha  on  his  box  afsla, 

And  bade  him  have  no  fear, 
But  be  true  to  hit  club,  and  ttaandi  to  Us  rein. 

His  brottiel,  and  his  beer; 
"  Next  to  seeing  a  lord  at  the  coandl  boaid, 

I  woukl  rather  see  him  here." 

The  Devil  gat  next  to  Westminster, 

And  he  tam*d  to  *'  the  room  **  of  I 
Bat  he  heard,  as  he  porposad  to  enter  In  there. 

That "  die  Lords  **  had  received  a  summons ; 
And  he  thought,  as  a  "  quondam  Aristocrat,** 
He  might  peep  at  the  peers,  though  to  hear  then  ware  flat; 
And  he  walk'd  op  the  hoote  so  like  one  of  oar  own. 
That  diey  say  that  ae  stood  pretty  near  the  throne. 

IS. 
He  saw  the  Lord  L 1  seemingly  wise. 

The  Loid  W d  certainly  silly. 

And  Johnny  of  Norf«lk-a  man  of  some  liao- 

And  Chatham,  so  like  bis  frirnd  ItiUy : 
And  he  saw  the  lean  in  Lord  B n's  eyes, 

Because  the  Catholics  would  nol  rlKa, 

in  spite  of  hts  prayers  and  his  prophecies; 
And  he  heard— which  set  Satan  himself  a  staring* 
a  certain  Chief  Justice  say  something  Uke  stoeeriag. 
And  the  Devil  was  shock'd— aud  qooth  he,  "  I  most  go. 
For  1  find  wo  ha>e  much  better  manners  below. 
If  thus  he  harangues  when  he  passes  my  border, 
I  shall  hint  to  friend  Moloch  to  call  him  to  order." 

•  He  learned  to  tUnk  nwro  revorenUy  of  « the  Petrarch" 
aflerwardi.  . 
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"  To-morrow  I  leave  town  for  a  few  days.  I  iaw 
Lewis  to-day,  who  is  just  returned  from  Oatlands, 
where  he  has  been  squabbling  with  Mad.  de  Stael 
about  himself,  Clarissa  Harlowe,  Mackintosh,  and 
me.  My  homage  has  never  been  paid  in  that  quarter, 
or  we  would  hare  agreed  sUTl  worse.  I  don't  talk— 
I  canU  flatter,  and  won't  Ibten,  except  to  a  pretty  or 
a  foolish  woman.  She  bored  Lewis  with  praises  of 
himself  till  he  sickened—found  out  that  Clarissa  was 
perfection,  and  Mackintosh  the  first  man  in  England. 
There  I  agree ;  at  least,  one  of  the  first— but  Lewis 
did  not.  As  to  Clarissa,  I  leave  to  those  who  can 
read  it  to  judge  and  dispute.  I  could  not  do  tlie  one, 
and  am,  consequently,  not  qualified  for  the  other. 
She  told  Lewis  wisely,  he  being  my  friend,  that  I  was 
affected,  in  the  first  place,  and  that,  in  the  next  place, 
I  committed  the  heinous  offence  of  sitting  at  dinner 
wifh  my  «yet  shut,  or  half  shut.  *  *  *  I  wonder 
if  I  really  hare  this  trick.  I  must  cure  myself  of  it 
if  true.  One  insensibly  acqyires  awkward  habits, 
which  should  be  broken  in  time.  If  this  is  one,  I 
wish  I  had  been  told  of  it  before.  It  would  not  so 
much  signify  if  one  was  always  to  be  checkmated  by 
a  plain  woman,  but  one  may  as  well  see  some  of  one's 
neighbours,  as  well  as  the  plate  upon  the  tabic, 

**  I  shoukl  like,  of  all  things,  to  have  heard  the  Ama* 
bsBan  eclogue  between  her  and  Lewis— both  obstinate, 
clever,  odd,  gamUoos,  and  shrill.  In  fttct,  one  eould 
have  heard  nothing  else.  But  they  fell  out,  alas ! 
•-^nd  now  they  will  never  quarrel  again,  Could  not 
one  reconcile  them  for  the  *  nonce  ?'  Poor  Coriune— 
she  will  find  that  some  of  her  fine  sayings  won't  suit 
our  fine  ladies  and  gentlemen. 

^  I  am  getting  rather  into  admiration  of  *  *,  tlie 
youngest  sister  of  *  *.  A  wife  would  be  my  sal- 
vation. I  am  sure  the  wires  ofmy  acquaintances  have 
hitherto  done  me  little  good.  *  ^  is  beautiful,  but 
veiy  young,  and,  I  think,  a  fool.  But  I  have  not  seen 
enough  to  judge ;  besides,  I  hate  an  etprit  in  petti- 
coats. That  she  won't  love  me  is  very  probable,  nor 
shall  I  love  her.  But,  on  my  system,  and  the  modem 
system  in  general,  that  dont  signify.  The  business 
(if  it  came  to  business)  would  probably  be  arranged 
between  papa  and  me.  She  would  have  her  own 
way ;  I  am  good-humoured  to  women,  and  docile ; 
and,  if  I  did  not  fiskU  in  love  with  her,  which  I  should 
try  to  prevent,  we  should  be  a  very  comfortable 
couple.  As  to  conduct,  that  she  must  look  to. 
♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  *  But  1/  I  k)ve,  I  shaU  be  jealous; 
—and  for  tliat  reason  I  will  not  be  in  k>ve.  'Though, 
after  all,  I  doubt  my  temper,  and  fear  I  should  nut  be 
so  patient  as  becomes  the  hieiuiance  of  a  married 
man  in  my  station.  «  «  «  «  «  Divorce  nuns 
the  poorfemmey  and  ilamages  are  a  paltry  compensa- 
tion. I  do  fear  my  temper  would  lead  me  into  tome 
of  our  oriental  tricks  of  vengeance,  or,  at  aiqr  rate, 
into  a  summary  appeal  to  the  court  of  twelve  paces. 
So  '  ril  none  on't',  but  e'en  remain  single  and  vAlfarj : 
— though  I  should  like  to  have  somebody,  now  and 
then,  Ut  yawn  with  one. 

**  W.  and,  after  him,  *  ^,  has  stolen  one  of  my 
buSboneries  about  Mde  de  Stael's  Metaphysics  and 
tlie  Fog,  and  passed  it,  by  speech  and  letter,  as  their 


own.  As  Gibbet  says, '  tBey  are  the  most  of  a  gen- 
tleman of  any  on  the  road.'  W.  is  in  sad  enniity  with 
the  Whigs  about  this  Review  of  Fox  (if  he  did  renew 
him;)— ^  the  epigrammatists  and  essayists  are  at 
him.  I  hate  odds,  and  wish  he  may  beat  them.  As 
for  me,  by  the  blessing  of  mdiflerence,  I  have  mnpli- 
fied  my  politics  into  an  utter  detestation  of  all  existiog 
grovernments;  and,  as  it  is  the  shortest  and  most 
agreeable  and  summary  feeling  imaginable,  the  lint 
moment  of  an  universal  republic  would  convert  me 
into  an  advocate  for  single  and  uncontradicted  despo- 
tism. The  fact  is,  riches  are  power,  and  poverty  it 
slaveiy,  all  over  the  earth,  and  one  sort  of  establish- 
ment is  no  better,  nor  worse,  for  a  peopk  than  an- 
other. I  shall  adhere  to  my  party,  because  it  would 
not  be  honourable  to  act  otherwise;  but,  as  to  opi- 
nions, I  don't  think  politics  vorth  anoptnibn.  Ow- 
duct  is  another  thing : — if  you  begin  with  a  party,  p 
on  with  Uiem.  I  have  no  consistency,  except  in  po- 
litics ;  and  that  probably  arises  firom  my  iodiffereMe 
on  the  subject  altogether." 

I  must  here  be  permitted  to  interrupt,  for  a  whSe, 
the  progress  of  this  Journal,— which  extends  throngk 
some  months  of  the  succeeding  year,— for  the  purp«e 
of  noticing,  without  infringement  of  chronological 
order,  such  parts  of  the  poet's  liteiaiy  hisloiy  ud 
correspondence  as  belong  properly  to  the  datsof  the 
year  1813. 

At  the  beginamg,  as  we  bare  aeen  of  the  roonln 
of  December,  the  Bride  of  Abydoe  was  puWiibedr- 
having  been  struck  off,  like  its  predecessor,  (he  Gk- 
our,  in  one  of  those  paroxysms  of  passion  and  ima- 
gination, which  ad  venturer  such  as  the  poet  was  now 
engaged  in  were,  in  a  temperament  like  his,  cakn- 
lated  to  excite.  As  the  mathematician  of  old  rcqniial 
but  a  spot  to  stand  upon,  to  be  aWe,  as  hebossted, 
to  move  the  world,  so  a  oertam  degree  of  foundaucn 
in  fact  seemed  neoeaaary  to  Byron,  before  that  lewr 
which  he  knew  how  to  apply  to  the  world  of  the  pa^ 
sions  could  be  wielded  by  him.  So  small,  howefer, 
was,  in  many  instance,  the  oonnexioa  with  reah? 
which  satisfied  him,  that  to  aim  at  tracing  throagi 
his  stories  these  links  with  his  own  fiate  andfortmcsr 
which  were,  after  all,  perhaps,  viwble  but  to  hisoinj 
fancy,  would  be  a  task  a«  uncertain  as  unsafe;-^ 
this  remaik  applies  not  only  to  the  Bride  of  Al^y^J 
but  to  the  Corsair,  Lara,  and  all  the  other  besulfti 
fictions  that  followed,  in  which,  though  the  •••^ 
expressed  by  the  poet  may  be,  in  general,  reganW 
as  vivid  recollections  of  what  had,  at  differeat  tiiM^ 
agitated  his  own  bosom,  there  are  but  little  grounds, 
—however  he  might  himself,  ooeasioBaOy*  **^]'^ 
such  a  supposition, — for  connecting  him  pefsooaHy 
with  the  groundwork  or  incidents  of  the  stories. 

While  yet  uncertain  about  the  fiue  of  hbown  ie« 
poem,  the  following  observations  on  the  work  of  •■ 
ingenious  follower  in  the  same  track  were  writtes* 

LETTER  CXLUL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Deceiver  «h.Wl 

"I  have  i«dde  through  your  Persian  Tales,* «*» 

•  Posnu  by  Mr  Galley  Kniglit.  oT  wfcWi  *•  **2J? 
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tete  taken  the  Ebeity  of  making  some  remarks  on  the 
lUk  pages.  There  ere  many  beautiful  pfisaeges, 
aaiaa  interesting  stoiy;  and  I  cannot  give  you  a 
niBsger  proof  that  such  is  my  opinion  than  by  the 
itUofihe  hour— two  o'clock,  tSi  which  it  has  kept 
■e  awake  mlkotU  m  yawn.  The  conclusion  is  not 
qvile  eorrect  in  cosittme:  there  is  no  Muituiman 
mkide  on  record— at  least  for  love.  But  this  matters 
aot  The  tale  must  have  been  written  by  some  one 
vbstes  been  on  the  spot,  and  I  wish  him«  and  he 
deserves,  success.  Will  you  apologise  to  the  author 
br  the  liberties  I  have  taken  with  his  MS.  f  Had  1 
been  less  awake  to,  and  interested  in,  his  theme,  I 
bd  been  less  obtrusiTe ;  but  you  know  I  always  take 
to  B  good  part,  and  I  hope  he  will.  It  is  difficult 
»  ay  what  wUi  succeed,  and  still  more  to  pronounce 
vhatvaffnol.  /am  at  this  moment  in  <Aa<  imoer- 
finoi^  (on  our  ova  score),  and  it  is  no  small  proof  of 
fbeaothor's  powers  to  be  able  to  dUrmand  Jixn. 
■n^s  attention  on  similar  subjects  and  climates  in 
inch  a  predicament.  That  he  may  have  the  same 
tSttt  npon  an  his  readers  is  veiy  sincerely  the  wish, 
adhanQy  the  iloa&f,  of  yours  truly,  **B.*> 

Ts  the  Bride  of  Abydos  he  made  additions,  in  the 
OB«se  of  printing,  amounting  altogether  to  near  two 
hmrired  fines ;  and,  as  usual,  among  the  passages 
tkoB  added  were  some  of  the  happiest  and  most  bril- 
isoft  SB  tbe  whole  Poem.  The  opening  lines, ''Know 
je  Ike  laad,  "  &c.— supposed  to  hare  been  suggested 
isin  bf  a  song  of  Goethe's  ^^were  among  the 
iimiIh  I  of  these  new  insertions,  as  were  also  those 
fee  vmes,  ''Who  hath  not  proved  how  feebly 
wei^  essaj,"  '&c.  Of  one  of  the  most  popular  Imes 
in  Ifaii  latter  pasMge,  it  is  not  only  curious,  but  in- 
•gmdive,  to  trace  the  progress  to  its  present  state  of 
1mA.    Having^  at  first,  written— 

BsA  OB  her  Up  and  nrasic  in  lier  tece, 

he  aficnvaids  altered  it  to 

The  sriad  of  aasie  teeatUng  In  her  face- 

But,  this  not  satisfying  hha,  the  next  step  of  oorreo- 
tiott  farooghtttK  line  to  what  it  is  at  present— 

Ths  miati,  the  mnric  liraatUnff  ftxmi  her  lhce.t 

BM  the  bngest,  as  well  as  most  splendid,  of  those 
pasBBgri,  with  which  the  perusal  of  hu  own  strains, 
dariof  revision,  inspired  him,  was  that  rich  flow  U 
ctoqnent  feeling  which  follows  the  cou])let,  ''Thou, 
■f  Znleika,  share  and  bless  my  bark,**&c.— a  strain 

*  Kamtt  do  das  Land  wo  die  Citronen  blfthn,  &c. 

i  Amobc  the  taapated  plaglarinnt  to  Indutrioaaly  hanted 

•■t  la  Us  writiiiffB,  this  line  has  been,  with  lomewIiAt  more 

ftmrnUSMj  than  Is  fteqnent  in  rach  cliarges,  incloded,— the 

Ini^pect  LsvchwehavlBff,  It  seesis,  written. 

The  nelodj  ud  bimIc  of  ber  flue. 


Brown,  too.  in  hie  Religio  Medici,  ■ays— 
'There  is  anisic  erea  tai  beauty ,*ftc.   The  coiaeidence. 
k  worth  obaenrlaff,  and  the  tsA  of  « tracliiiiK  » 
I  CtTowtte  writer  « in  the  mow  (as  Dryden  exproMea 
is  eometimet  not  nnsmiuinff :  but  to  those 
apon  raeh  reaemhlancee  a  general  charge  of 
_.  wo  amy  apply  whet  Sir  Welter  Scntt  raya,  in 
i^reeable  work,  his  Lives  of  the  Noveliata :-« It 
te  theme  of  laborioua  dulncas  to  trace  iuch  co- 

becaaae  they  appear  to  reduce  geaiaa  of  the 

ordier  to  the  oaual  atandard  of  humanity,  and  of 
;  to  bring  the  anther  nearer  to  a  level  with  hia  critica* 


of  poetiy  which,  for  energy  and  tenderness  of  thought, 
for  music  of  versification^  and  selectness  of  diction, 
has,  throughout  tho  greater  portion  of  it,  but  few 
rivals  in  either  ancient  or  modem  song.  All  this  pas- 
sage was  sent,  in  successive  scraps,  to  the  printer,— 
correction  following  correction,  and  thought  reinforced 
by  thought.  We  have  here,  too,  another  example  of 
that  retouching  process,  by  which  some  of  his  most 
exquisite  effects  were  attained.  Every  reader  te- 
memben  the  four  beautiful  lines— 

Or,  atnee  that  hope  denied  in  worlda  of  atrUb. 
Be  then  the  rainbow  to  the  atorma  of  lUb  I 
The  evening  beam  that  smiles  the  clouds  away. 
And  tlnta  to-morrow  with  prophetic  ray  • 

In  the  first  copy  of  this  passage  sent  to  the  pub- 
lisher, the  last  line  was  written  thus — 


{.1 


.\ 


And  tints  to-morrow  vrith  \  a  fancied  j  ray. 

The  following  note  being  annexed : — ^  Mr  Murray,— 
Chuse  which  of  the  two  epithets,  *  fancied,*  or  *  airy,' 
may  be  the  best ;  or,  if  neither  wHI  do,  tell  me,  and 
I  vriD  dream  another.*'  The  poet's  dream  was>  it 
must  be  owned,  lucky,— "pn^hetic"  being  the 
word,  of  an  others,  for  his  purpose.* 

I  shall  select  but  one  more  example,  from  the 
additions  to  this  Poem,  as  a  proof  that  his  eagerness 
and  facility,  in  producing,  was  sometimes  almost 
equalled  1^  lus  anxious  care  in  correcting.  In  the 
long  passage,  just  referred  to,  the  six  lines  beginning 
"Blest  as  the  Muezzin's  strain,**  &c.,  havbg  been 
dispatched  to  the  printer  too  bUe  for  insertion,  were, 
by  his  desire,  added  hi  an  errata  page ;  the  first 
oouplet,  in  its  original  form,  being  as  follows : — 

Soft  as  the  Heeea-Hneasia'a  atraiaa  invito 
Him  who  hath  joaney*d  flur  to  Join  the  rite. 

In  a  few  hours  after,  another  scrap  was  sent  off, 
oontaining  the  hnes  thus — 

Bleat  as  the  Hnessin*a  atratau  tirom  Mecca'a  dome , 
Which  welcomes  Faith  to  view  her  Prophet's  tomb. 

With  the  following  note  to  Bfr  Murray  :— 

•December  3d,  1813. 
"Look  out  in  the  Encyclopedia,  article  ilfeoco, 
whether  it  is  there  or  at  Medina  the  Prophet  is  en- 
tombed.  If  at  Medina,  the  first  lines  of  my  alteration 
must 


Bleat  as  the  call  which  from  Hedfaia's  dome 
Invites  Devotion  to  her  Prophet's  tomb.  ficc. 

If  at  Mecca,  the  lines  may  stand  as  before.    Page  45, 
canto  2d,  Bride  of  Abydos.  "  Yours, 

"B." 

"  You  win  find  this  out  either  by  article  Mecca. 

Medina,  or  Mohammed.  1  have  no  book  of  reference 

by  me. 
Immediately  after  succeeded  another  note  :— 
"Did  you  bok  out?  Is  it  Medina  or  JIfeeoc  that 

contains  the  Hobf  Sepulchre?  Don't  make  me  bUi^- 

pheme  by  your  negligence.     I  have  no  book  of 

♦  It  will  be  seen.  howeTcr,  firom  a  aiibsequent  letter  to 
Mr  Murray,  that  he  himself  was  at  first  unaware  of  the 
peculiar  felicity  of  this  epithet;  and  it  Is  therefore  pn» 
bable.  that,  aAer  all.  the  merit  of  the  choice  may  haTO  bo 
longed  to  Mr  Gifford. 
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reference,  or  I  would  saTe  you  the  trouble.   I  bbah, 
M  a  good  Munalman,  to  haTe  confused  the  point 
**  Yours, 

**B.*» 

Kotwhhitandnig  all  these  tarious  changes,  the 
couplet  in  question  stands,  at  present,  thus : 

Blest  M  the  Moesstnl  strain  tnm  Msooa*s  wall 
To  pflffrinu  pare  and  prostrate  at  his  call. 

In  addition  to  his  own  watchfulness  over  the  birth 
of  his  new  Poem,  he  also,  as  will  be  seen  from  the 
following  letter,  invoked  the  veteran  taste  of  Bfr 
Giilbid  on  the  occasion. 

LETTER  CXUV. 

TO  MR  ODTORD. 

•November  13th,  1813. 
*'inr  DBiot  ns, 

*'I  hope  jou  win  consider,  when  I  renture  on  anj 
request,  that  it  is  the  reverse  of  a  certaih  Dedication, 
and  is  addressed,  not  to '  The  Editor  of  the  Quarterij 
Review,'  but  to  Mr  Gifibrd.  You  will  understand 
this,  and  on  that  pomt  I  need  trouble  jon  no  farther. 

**  You  have  been  good  enough  to  look  at  a  thing 
of  mine  in  MS. — a  Turkish  stoiy,  and  I  should  feel 
gratified  if  you  would  do  it  the  same  favour  in  its 
probationary  state  of  printing.  It  was  written,  I 
cannot  say  for  amusement,  nor  '  obliged  by  hunger 
and  request  of  friends,'  but  in  a  state  of  mind,  firom 
circumstances  which  occasionally  occur  to  '  us 
|outh,'  that  rendered  it  necessaiy  for  me  to  apply  my 
mind  to  something,  any  thing  but  reality ;  and  under 
this  not  very  brilliant  inspiration  it  was  composed. 
Being  done,  and  having  at  least  diverted  me  from 
myself,  I  thought  you  would  not  perhaps  be  offended 
if  Mr  Murray  forwarded  it  to  you.  He  hastkme  so, 
and  to  apologise  for  his  doing  so  a  second  time  is  the 
object  of  my  present  letter. 

**I  beg  you  will  not  send  me  any  answer.  I 
assure  you  very  sincerely  I  know  your  time  to  bo 
occupied,  and  it  is  enough,  more  than  enough,  if  you 
read ;  you  are  not  to  be  bored  with  the  fatigue  of 


**  A  word  to  Blr  Murray  will  be  niflkieDt,  and 
send  it  either  to  the  flames,  or 

A  hnndred  hawkers*  load. 
On  wings  of  winds  to  fly  or  ftll  abroad. 

It  deserves  no  better  than  the  first,  as  the  work  off  a 
week,  and  scribbled  '  stans  pede  in  uno'  (by  the  by, 
the  only  foot  I  have  to  stand  on) ;  and  I  promise 
never  to  trouble  you  again  under  forty  Cantos,  and 
a  voyage  between  each. 

**Bdievemeever 
**  Your  obliged  and  afiectionate  servant, 

"Bybon." 

file  fbOowing  letters  and  notes,  addressed  to  Mr 
Murray  at  this  time,  cannot  fiul,  I  think,  to  gratify 
all  those  to  whom  the  history  of  the  labours  of 
genius  is  mteresting. 


LETTER  CXLV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•Nov.  ISth,  1813. 

"Tvrofiriendsofmine  (Mr  Rogers  and  Mr  Sbarpe) 
haTe  advised  me  not  to  risk  at  present  any  single 
publication  separately,  for  various  reasons.  As  they 
have  not  seen  the  one  in  question,  they  can  hare  no 
bias  for  or  against  the  merits  (if  it  has  any)  or  the 
faults  of  the  present  subject  of  our  conversation. 
You  say  all  the  last  of  the  'Giaour'  are  gone — at 
least  out  of  your  ha|ids.  Now,  if  you  think  of 
publishing  any  new  edition  with  the  last  additioiis 
which  have  not  yet  been  before  the  reader  (I  mean 
distinct  from  the  two-volume  publication),  we  can 
add  the  *  Bride  of  Abydos,'  which  vrill  thus  steal 
quietly  into  the  world :  if  liked,  we  can  tben  throw 
off  some  copies  for  the  purchasers  of  former 
*  Giaours ;'  and,  if  not,  I  can  omit  it  in  any  future 
publication.  What  think  you  ?  I  realty  am  no  judge 
of  those  things,  and  with  all  my  natural  partiality 
for  one's  own  productions,  I  would  rather  fiaOow  any 
one's  judgment  than  my  own. 

^  P.  S.— Pray  let  me  have  the  proofs  I  aent  «i7  to- 
night. I  have  some  alterations  that  I  hare  thought 
of  that  I  wish  to  make  speedily.  I  hope  the  proof 
will  be  on  separate  pages,  and  not  all  huddled 
together  on  a  mile-long  ballad-singmg  sheet,  as  those 
of  the  Giaour  sometimes  are ;  for  then  I  cant  read 
them  distinctly.** 

TO  MR  M^llRAT. 

•Nov.  13,1S13. 

**  Win  you  forward  the  letter  to  Mr  Giflbrd  with 
the  proof?  There  is  an  alteration  I  may  make  in 
Zuleika's  speech,  in  second  Canto  (the  only  oae  of 
hert  in  that  Cant6).    It  is  now  thus : 

And  cane,  ifl  could  corse,  (he  day. 

It  must  be— 

And  BMmm— I  dare  not  carse-^lie  day 
That  saw  nr  solitsry  birth,  &C.  6cc. 

*'ETer  jomm, 

**  In  the  last  BIS.  lines  sent,  instead  of  'Cviag 
heart,'  convert  to  *  quiTering  heart.'  It  is  in  line  9th 
of  the  MS.  passage. 

**  Ever  yours  agsua, 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

*<  Alteration  of  a  line  in  Gsnto  second. 
Instead  of— 

And  tints  to-«iorrow  with  a/oaditf  rsj. 

Print— 

And  tints  to-morrow  with  j»rofiA«lk  rajr. 

The  eveniar  beam  that  smiles  the  donds  avajr. 


And  tints  to>nMfrrow  with  prophetic  cay ; 


Or, 


iffUd$\ 

IttinUf 


And  \  tinU  I  the  hope  or  roomily  wiU  its  ray : 


Or 


Aitd  gilds  to-morrow*s  hope  with  hesreuly  ray. 
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Aker,  m  the  inMriptum, 
o  *with  eTeiy 


*  I  with  70a  would  ask  Mr  Gifford  which  of  them 
I  best,  or  rather  no/  toorsL 

«*  Ever,  etc. 

"  You  can  send  the  request  contained  in  this  at 
le  sane  time  with  the  revite,  oJUr  I  hare  seen  the 
ntf  rwue.** 

TOME  KDIULAT. 

«NoT.  13,  1813. 

"  Gerlaidly.  Do  yon  suppose  that  no  one  but  the 
firiilHww  are  acquainted  with  Admn^  and  Eve^  and 
Gsm,*  and  JVoa&  ?— Suielj,  I  might  have  had  Solo- 
■OB,  and  Abraham,  and  David,  and  even  Moses. 
When  70U  know  that  ZtUeika  is  the  Persian  poetical 

me  for  PoUphar's  wife,  on  whom  and  Joseph  there 
is  a  looig  poem,  m  the  PersiAa,  this  will  not  surprise 
7«b  If  yoo  want  authority,  k>ok  at  Jones,  D'Her- 
bdet,  Yathek,  or  the  notes  to  the  Arabian  Nights; 
and,  if  joa  think  it  neoessaiy,  model  this  into  a 


the  most  aflfectionate 
of  regard  and 


TO  ME  MURSAT.      ^ 

«Nov.l4,18]3. 

"  I  send  70a  a  note  for  the  iqnormU,  but  I  really 
wander  at  finding  yoa  among  them.  1  don't  care  one 
lamp  of  sugar  for  m7  poetry ;  but  for  m7  oof^ume  and 
m7  emrgeimess  on  those  points  (of  which  I  think  the 
fmerai  was  a  proof),  I  will  combat  lustily. 

**  Yours,  etc. »» 

•Nov.  I4th,  1813. 
**  Let  the  revise  which  I  sent  just  now  (and  fiot  the 
pfssf  ia  Mr  Oifibrd's  possession)  be  returned  to  the 
-,  as  there  are  seversl  additional  correctums 
two  new  lines  in  it. 

Yours,  etc.  *» 

LETTER  CXLVI. 

TO  MB  MURRAY. 

•Noveoiber  nth,  1813. 
''Mr  Hodgsott  has  looked  over  and  stopped,  or  ra- 
ther posaUd,  this  revise,  which  mvoA  be  the  one  to 
pffisl  from.  He  has  also  made  some  suggiestions,  with 
most  of  which  I  have  complied,  as  he  has  always,  for 
these  then  years,  been  a  veiy  sincere,  and  by  no 
■cans  (at  times)  flattering,  intimate  of  mine.  He 
likes  it  (you  vriD  think  flatteringfyy  in  this  instance) 
better  than  the  Giaour,  but  doubts  (and  so  do  I)  its 
bessg  so  popular ;  but,  contrary  to  some  others,  ad- 
a  separate  publication.  On  this  we  can  »uDy 
I  confess  I  like  the  double  form  better, 
says,  it  is  better  versified  than  any  of  the 
o&ers;  which  is  odd,  if  true,  as  it  has  cost  me  less 
time  (though  more  hours  at  a  time)  than  any  attempt 
I  ever  made. 

**  P.  8.— Do  attend  to  the  punctuation  :  I  can't, 
for  I  don't  know  a  comma—at  least  where  to  place 
one. 

**  That  tory  of  a  printer  has  omitted  two  lines  of 
the  opening,  and  perhaps  more,  which  were  in  the 

*  Sons  doabt  bad  been  exproMed^jr  Mr  Murrey  ss  tothe 
!  propriety  of  Us  potting  the  nsme  of  Cain  into  the  month  of 


MS.  Will  you,  pny ,  give  him  a  hint  of  accuracy  ?  I 
have  reinserted  the  tv^  but  they  were  in  the  manu- 
script, I  can  swear. " 

LETTER  CXLVn. 

TO  MR  MDRRAT. 

•November  17. 1813. 
**  That  you  and  I  may  distinctly  understand  each 
other  on  asubject,  which,  like  *  the  dreadful  reckoning 
when  men  smfle  no  more,'  makes  conversation  not 
very  pleasant,  I  think  it  as  well  to  write  a  few  lines 
on  the  topic. — ^Before  I  left  town  for  Yorkshire,  you 
aud  that  you  were  ready  and  wiDmg  to  give  five 
hundred  guineas  for  the  copyright  of  *  The  Giaour ; ' 
and  my  answer  was — from  which  I  do  not  mean  to 
reoede — that  we  would  discuss  the  pomt  at  Christmas. 
The  new  stoiy  may  or  may  not  succeed ;  the  proba- 
bility, under  present  circumstances,  seems  to  be, 
that  it  may  at  least  pay  its  expenses — but  evAi  that 
remains  to  be  proved,  and  till  it  is  proved  one  way  or 
another,  we  will  say  nothing  about  it.  Thus  then  be 
it :  1  will  postpone  all  arrangement  about  it,  and  the 
Giaour  also,  till  Easter,  1814 ;  and  you  shall  then, 
according  to  your  own  notions  of  fairness,  make  your 
own  offer  for  the  two.  At  the  same  time,  I  do  not 
rate  the  lost  in  my  own  estimation  at  half  the  Giaour ; 
and  according  to  your  own  notions  of  its  worth  and 
its  success  within  the  time  mentioned,  be  the  addition 
or  deduction  to  or  from  whatever  sum  may  be  your 
proposal  for  the  first,  which  has  already  had  its  suc- 
cess. 

^  The  pictives  of  PhiOips  I  consider  as  mtn^,  all 
three ;  and  the  one  (not  the  Arnaout)  of  the  two  best 
is  much  at  yowr  service,  if  you  will  acoept  it  as  a 
present 

**  P.  S. — ^Tlie  expense  of  engraving  from  the  minia- 
ture send  me  in  my  account,  as  it  was  destroyed  by 
my  desire;  and  have  the  goodness  to'bum  that  de- 
testable print  from  it  immediatdy. 

**  To  make  you  some  amends  for  eternally  pestering 
you  with  alterations,  I  send  you  Cobbett,  to  confirm 
your  orthodoxy. 

**  One  more  alteration  of  a  into  (Ae  in  tho  MS. ;  it 
must  be — *■  The  heart  tohose  softness,*  &c. 

**  Remember — and  in  the  inscription  *  to  the  Right 
Honourable  Lord  Holland,'  without  the  previous 
names,  Heniy,  Sec." 

TO  MR  MDRRAT. 

•November  20. 1813. 
**  More  work  for  the  Row.    I  am  doing  my  best  to 
beat  the  *  Giaour,'— no  difficult  task  for  any  one  but 
the  author. " 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•Novembers.  ISO. 

^  I  have  no  time  to  croxi-mvestigate,  but  I  believe 
and  hope  all  is  right.  I  care  less  than  you  will  be- 
lieve about  its  success,  but  I  can't  survive  a  single 
misprint :  it  chokes  me  to  see  words  misused  by  the 
printers.  Pray  look  over,  in  case  of  some  eyesore 
escaping  me. 

^P.  S.— Send  the  earliest  copies  to  Mr  FVere,  Mr 
Canning,  Mr  Heber,  MrGifibrd,  Lord  Holland,  Lord 
Melbourne  (Whitehall),  Lady  Caroline  Lamb  (Broc- 
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ket),  Mr  Hodgson  ( Cambridge ),  Mr  Merivale,  Mr 
Ward,  from  the  author.  ^ 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«NoTenberS3.1813. 
**  You  wanted  some  reflections,  and  I  send  you  per 
SeUm  (see  his  speech  in  Canto  3d,  page  46),  eighteen 
lines  in  decent  oouplets,  of  a  pensive,  if  not  an  ethical, 
tendency.  One  more  revise—positiTely  the  last,  if 
decently  done — at  aqy  rate  the  penultimate.  Mr  Can* 
ning's  approbation  ( (/"he  did  approve)  I  need  not  say 
makes  mc  proud.*  As  to  printing,  print  as  you  will 
and  how  you  will — by  itself,  if  you  like;  but  let  me 
have  a  few  copies  in  sheets, 

«  November  Mth,  1813. 
**  You  must  pardon  me  onoe  more,  as  it  is  all  for 
your  good :  it  must  be  thus— 

He  mskei  a  solitude,  and  caOf  it  peace. 

*  Makes'  is  closer  to  the  passage  of  Tacitus,  from 
which  the  line  is  taken,  and  is,  besides,  a  stronger 
word  tluui '  leaves' 

Ifarit  where  his  eamace  and  his  conqtiests  cease. 
He  makes  a  soUtnde,  and  calls  it— peace. 

LETTER  CXLVUI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

*  November  S7th,  1813. 

**  If  you  look  over  this  carefully  by  the  /(Mfproo/'with 
my  corrections,  it  is  probably  right;  this  yoa  can  do 
as  well  or  better;— I  liave  not  now  time.  The  co- 
pies I  mentioned  to  be  sent  to  diflferent  friends  last 
night,  I  should  wish  to  be  made  up  vrith  the  new 
Giaours,  if  it  also  is  ready!  If  not,  send  the  Giaour 
afterwards. 

^  The  Morning  Post  says  /  am  the  author  of  Noor- 
jahad ! !  This  comes  of  lending  the  dravrings  for  their 
dresses;  but  it  is  not  worth  a  formal  oontrattiction. 
Besides,  the  criticisms  on  the  suppositum  will,  some 
of  them,  be  quite  amusing  and  furious.  The  Orient' 
aUsm  —  which  I  hear  is  very  splendid — of  the  mek>- 
drame  (whosesoever  it  is,  and  I  am  sure  I  don't  know) 
is  as  good  as  an  advertisement  for  your  Eastern  Sto- 
ries, by  fining  their  heads  with  glitter. 

^  P.  S.— You  will  of  course  say  the  truth.  Chat  I 
am  not  the  melodramatist— if  any  one  charges  me  in 
your  presence  with  the  performance." 

LETTER  CXLIX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  November  S8th,  1813. 
"  Send  another  copy  (if  not  too  much  of  a  request) 
to  Lady  Holland  of  the  Joumalj  f  in  my  name,  when 
you  receive  this;  it  is  for  Earl Orey-^and  I  will  re- 
linquish my  own.  Also  to  Mr  Sharpe,  and  Lady 
Holland,  and  Lady  Caroline  Lamb,  copies  of  *  The 
Bride,'  as  soon  as  convenient. 

«  Mr  Canning's  note  was  as  ft»nefws>-«I  received  the 
books,  and  aanonf  them,  the  Bride  of  Abydoa.  It  is  rery, 
very  beautiful.  Lord  Byron  (when  I  met  him,  one  day,  at 
dinner  at  Mr  Ward's)  was  so  kind  as  to'prondse  to  give  me 
a  copy  of  it.  I  mention  tliis,  not  to  save  my  purchase,  bat 
because  I  should  be  really  flattered  liy  the  present.* 

t  P^nroso's  Jonmal,  a  book  pobllshed  by  Mr  Morray  at 


**  P.  S.— Mr  Ward  and  myself  stiD  continue  our 
purpose ;  but  I  shall  not  trouble  you  on  any  amnge- 
ment  on  the  score  of  the  Giaour  and  the  Bride  till  our 
return — or,  at  any  rate,  before  May,  )8I4— that  is, 
six  months  from  hence :  and  before  that  time  you 
will  be  able  to  ascertain  how  far  your  oiTer  may  be  a 
losing  one;  if  so,  you  can  deduct  proportiooably ; 
and  i  not,  I  shall  not,  at  any  rate,  aOow  you  to  go 
higher  than  your  present  proposal,  vrhich  k  veiy 
handsome  and  more  than  ftdr."  * 

**  I  have  had,— but  this  must  be  entre  fioitf,-a 
veiy  kind  note,  on  the  subject  of  *  the  Bride,'  fron 
Sir  James  Mackintosh,  and  an  invitation  to  go  there 
this  evening,  which  it  is  now  too  late  to  accept." 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 

«  November  S9, 1813. 
c  Sonday— Monday  mominc— 3  o'clock-ill 
my  donblet  and  hose,  twearbig. 
*^  I  send  you  in  time  an  errata  page,  contaioiag  an 
omission  of  mine,  which  must  be  thus  added,  asit  ii 
too  late  for  msertion  in  the  text.    The  paaatge  it  ao 
imitation  altogether  from  Medea  in  Orid,  and  ii  in- 
complete vrithout  these  two  lines.    Pray  let  thii  be 
done,  and  directly  ;  it  is  neceasaiy,  vrill  add  one  page 
to  your  book  {making),  and  can  do  no  harm,  and  is 
yet  in  time  for  the  piiMio,    Answer  me,  thou  orade, 
m  the  affirmative.    You  can  send  the  ktose  pages  to 
those  who  have  copies  already,  if  they  hke ;.  butccr 
tainly  to  all  the  eriUoal  copy-holders. 

'*P.  S.— I  have  got  out  of  my  bed  (m  which,  how- 
ever, I  could  not  sleep,  whether  I  had  aMded  thii 
or  not),  and  so  good  morning.  I  am  tiying  whether 
De  L'AQemagne  vrill  act  as  an  opiate,  but  I  doubt  it. " 

TO  MR  MTRRAT. 

«  November  •(h.WB- 
"  *  You  have  lookedatU  r  to  much  purpose,  to 
allow  so  stupid  a  bhmder  to  stand;  it  isnof'oM- 
rage,*  but '  carnage  ;*  and  if  you  don*t  vrant  ne  to 
cut  my  ovm  throat,  see  it  altered. 
*'  I  am  very  sorry  to  hear  of  the  fall  of  Dresdea. 

LETTER  CL. 

TO  MB  MURRAY. 

«  Nov.  »th,  1813,  Moodajr. 
"  You  will  act  as  you  please  upon  that  point;  bat 
whether  I  go  or  stay,  I  shall  not  say  another  word  os 
the  subject  tiD  May— nor  then,  unless  quite  coove- 
nient  to  yourself  I  have  many  things  I  wish  to  leave 
to  your  care,  principally  papers.  The  vases  need 
not  be  now  sent,  as  Mr  Ward  is  gone  to  Scotland. 
You  are  right  about  the  errata  page;  place  it  at  the 
beginning.  Mr  Perry  is  a  little  premature  in  his 
compliments:  these  may  do  harm  by  exciting  ex- 
pectation, and  I  think  we  ought  to  be  above  it— 
though  I  see  the  next  paragraph  is  on  the  Journal,  t 
which  makes  me  suspect  you  as  the  author  of  both. 

**  Would  it  not  have  been  as  weU  to  have  said  'w 
Two  Cantos'  in  the  advertisement r  they  will  elie 
think  tt fragments,  a  species  of  oompositioo  very  weO 
for  once,  like  one  ruin  in  a  view ;  but  one  would  not 
build  a  town  of  them.  The  Bride,  such  as  it  is,  is  mj 
*  Mr  Morray  had  offered  him  a  thoosand  foineas  for  tbs 

two  Poenu. 
t  Penrose's  J 
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fnl  cstirr  oompontioQ  of  aay  length  (except  the  Sar 
lire,  and  be  d--d  to  it),  for  the  Giaour  is  but  a  string 
sf  paMaget,  and  Childe  Harold  is,  and  I  rather  think 
shiv*  wffl  be,  unconduded.  I  return  Mr  Hajr's 
■oce,  with  thanks  to  hini  and  you. 

"Hbcre  hare  been  some  epigrams  on  Mk  Ward : 
oae  I  see  to-day.  The  first  1  dkl  not  see,  but  heard 
yesterday.  The  atoood  seems  Teiy  bad.  I  only  hope 
that  Mr  Ward  does  not  belieTO  that  I  had  any  con- 
■exioii  with  either.  I  like  and  value  him  toowell  to 
siow  m^y  polities  to  contract  into  spleen,  or  to  admire 
asgr  tkii^  intended  tD  annoy  him  or  his.  You  need 
Bsc  Cake  the  trouble  to  answer  this,  as  I  shall  see  you 
IB  the  coarse  of  the  afternoon. 

P.  S. — I  hare  said  this  much  about  the  epigrams, 
I  bred  so  much  in  the  opposite  camp,  and, 
firaai  Bj  post  as  an  engineer,  mighi  be  suspected  as 
of  these  hand-grenadoes;  but  with  a  worthy 
fee,  I  am  all  for  open  war,  and  not  this  bush-fighting, 
aad  have  had,  nor  will  have,  kdj  thing  to  do  with  it. 
I  da  noc  know  the  author. " 

TO  MS  HDBRAT 

•Not.  3(Mb.  1813. 
**PriBC  thai  at  the  end  of  oi/ (&a/ iff  q/'(A«  *  Brufe  0/ 
Jifdrnt/  as  an  errata  page. 

**Oaiitted,  canto  8d,  page  47,  after  line  449, 

Se  that  tkose  anas  eliuc  closer  roond  my  neck. 

Bead, 

Tben  ifaiy  Up  once  marmnr,  it  mmt  be 
No  aigh  tor  safety,  bat  a  pnijer  for  thee. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•Tocflfhy  erenioff,  Not.  30tb,  I8I3. 
''For  the  aake  of  correctness,  particularly  in  an 
cnafti  page,  the  alteratioo  of  the  couplet  I  have  just 
•est  (half  an  boor  ago)  must  take  phice,  in  spite  of 
May  or  eaaeel ;  let  me  aee  the  proof  eariy  to-morrow. 
I  ImmI  out  wmrmur  to  be  a  neuter  vert,  and  have 
beea  oMigcd  to  alter  the  line  ao  as  to  make  it  a  sub- 
slaadve,  thas — 

The  deepest  oraminr  of  tbU  lip  ihall  be 
No  mgh  ftr  safecy.  bat  aprsTerfor  tbee ! 


Doo'l  ( 

right. " 


the  copies  to  the  country  till  this  is  all 


TO  MR  MURRAY. 


«Doc.2d,I8I3. 

"When  yon  can,  let  the  couplet  enclosed  be  in* 
aerted  either  in  the  page,  or  in  the  errata  page.  I 
trsM  it  is  ia  time  for  some  of  the  copies.  This  altera- 
tiaa  is  in  the  same  part— the  page  lut  one  before  the 
isft  eorrectioD  sent. 

"P.S. — I  am  afraid,  firom  all  I  hear,  that  people 
sfe  Btber  ioordinale  in  their  expectations,  which  is 
ray  miliicky,  but  cannot  now  be  helped.  This 
maes  of  Mr  Perry  and  one's  wise  friends ;  but  do  not 
jwv  wiod  your  hopes  of  success  to  the  same  pitch,  for 
fear  of  aeeadents,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  my  phi- 
loiopfay  w3l  stand  the  test  very  fairly ;  and  I  have 
iloDe  every  thing  to  ensure  you,  at  all  events,  from 
positive  loss,  which  will  be  some  satisfaction  to 
bjih." 


TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«DM;.3d.]8ia. 

«*I  send  youa  eenUck  or  twt,  the  which  heal  The 
Christian  Observer  is  very  savage,  but  certainly  well 
written — and  quite  uncomfortable  at  the  naughtiness 
of  book  and  author.  I  rather  suspect  you  won't 
much  like  the  preeent  to  be  more  moral,  if  it  is  to 
diare  also  the  usual  fate  of  your  virtuous  volumes. 

''Let  me  see  a  proof  of  the  nr  before  incorpo' 
ration.** 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Monday  eveninff,  Dec.  6th,  1813. 

^  ft  is  all  very  well,  except  that  the  lines  are  not 
numbered  properly,  and  a  diabolical  mistake,  page  67, 
which  mutt  be  corrected  with  the  pen,  if  no  other 
way  remains;  it  is  the  omission  of  'nor  before  *  die- 
agreeable^'  in  the  note  on  the  amber  rouxj.  This  is 
really  horrible,  and  nearly  as  bad  as  the  stumble  of  mine 
at  the  threshold — I  mean  the  misnomer  of  Bride. 
Pray  do  not  let  a  copy  go  without  the  *no/;'it  ik 
nonsense  and  worse  than  nonsense  as  it  now  stands. 
I  wish  the  printer  was  saddled  with  a  vampire. 

**  P.S.~It  is  still  hath  instead  of  have  in  page  20; 
never  was  any  one  so  misused  as  I  am  by  your  devils 
of  printers. 

^P.S.— I  hope  and  trust  the* nor  was  inserteil 
in  the  first  edition.  We  must  have  something— any 
thing — to  set  it  right.  It  is  enough  to  answer  for 
one's  own  bulls,  without  other  people's.  *> 

LETTER  CLL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

December  27th,  1811 

*'Lord  Holland  is  kid  up  with  the  gout,  and  would 
feel  very  much  obliged  if  you  could  obtain,  and  send 
as  soon  as  possible,  Madame  D'Arblay 's  (or  even  Miss 
Edgeworth's)  new  work.  I  know  they  are  not  out ; 
but  it  is  perhaps  possible  for  your  Majesty  to  com- 
mand what  we  cannot  with  much  suing  purchase, 
as  yet.  I  need  not  say  that  when  you  are  able  or 
willing  to  confer  the  same  favour  on  me,  I  shall  be 
obliged.  I  would  almost  fall  sick  myself  to  get  at 
Madame  l>Arblay's  writings. 

**  P.8.— You  were  taikmg  to-day  of  the  American 
edition  of  a  certain  unquenchable  memorial  of  my 
younger  days.  As  it  can't  be  helped  now,  I  own  I 
have  some  curiosity  to  see  a  copy  of  Transatlantic 
typography.  This  you  will  perhaps  obtain,  and  one 
for  yourself;  but  I  must  beg  that  you  will  not  import 
more,  because,  seriously,  I  do  touA  to  have  that 
thing  forgotten  as  much  as  it  has  been  forgiven. 

^  If  you  send  to  the  Globe  editor^  say  that  I  vrant 
neither  excuse  nor  contradiction,  but  merely  a  dis- 
continuance of  a  most  ill-grounded  charge.  .  I  never 
was  consistent  in  any  thing  but  my  politics;  and  as 
my  redemption  depends  on  that  solitary  virtue,  it  is 
murder  to  carry  away  my  Ust  anchor.  ** 

Of  these  hasty  and  characteristic  missives  vrith 
which  he  dispatched  off  his  ^  still-breeding  thoughts," 
there  yctremam  a  few  more  that  might  be  presented 
to  the  reader ;  but  enough  has  here  been  given  to 
show  the  fastidiousness  of  his  self-criticism,  as  well 
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M  the  restleM  and  unsatisfied  ardour  with  which  he 
pressed  on  in  pursuit  of  perfection,— still  seeing,  ac- 
cording to  the  usual  doom  of  genius,  much  fiurther  than 
he  could  reach. 

An  appeal  was,  about  this  time,  made  to  his  gene- 
rosity, which  the  reputation  of  the  person  from 
whom  it  proceeded  would,  in  most  minds,  hare  jus- 
tified him  in  treating  with  disregard,  but  which  a 
mofe  enlarged  feeling  of  humanity  led  him  to  view 
in  a  very  different  light;  for,  when  expostulated  with 
by  Mr  Murray  on  his  generous  mtentions  towards 
one  **whom  nobody  else  would  give  a  single  farthing 
to,"  he  answered,  **  it  is  for  that  very  reason  /  give 
it,  because  nobody  else  will."  The  person  in  ques- 
tion was  Mr-Thomas  Ashe,  author  of  a  certain  noto- 
rious publication  called  "The  Book,"  which,  firom 
the  delicate  mysteries  discussed  in  its  pages,  at- 
tracted far  more  notice  than  its  talent,  or  even 
mischief,  desenr ed.  In  a  fit,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  of 
sincere  penitence,  this  man  wrote  to  Lord  Byron, 
alleging  poverty  as  his  excuse  for  the  vile  uses  to 
which  he  had  hitherto  prostituted  "his  pen,  and  soli, 
citing  his  lordship's  aid  towards  enabling  him  to 
exist,  in  future,  more  reputably.  To  this  applica- 
tion the  following  answer,  marked,  in  the  highest 
degree,  by  ^ood  sense,  humanity,  and  honourable 
sentiment,  was  returned  by  Lord  Byron. 

LETTER  CUI. 

TO  MR  ASBE. 
«  4,  Bennet-street,  St  J«dm*s,  Dec.  1401, 1813. 
•*8IR, 
**!  leave  town  for  a  few  days  to-morrow  :  on  my 
return,  I  will  answer  your  letter  mora  at  length. 
Whatever  may  be  your  situation,  1  cannot  but  com- 
mend your  resolution  to  abjure  and  abandon  the 
publication  and  composition  of  works  such  as  those 
to  which  you  have  alluded.  Depend  upon  it,  they 
amuse  few,  disgrace  both  reader  and  torilery  and 
benefit  none.  It  wiD  be  my  wish  to  assist  you,  as 
far  as  my  Ihnited  means  will  admit,  to  break  such  a 
bondage.  In  your  answer,  inform  me  what  sum  you 
think  would  enable  you  to  extricate  yourself  from 
the  hands  of  your  employers,  and  to  regain  at  least 
temporaiy  independence,  and  I  shall  be  glad  to 
contribute  my  mite  towards  it.  At  present,  I  must 
conclude.  Your  name  is  not  unknown  to  me,  and  I 
regret,  for  your  own  sake,  that  you  have  ever  lent  it 
to  the  works  you  mention.  In  saying  this,  I  merely 
repeat  your  otm  toord$  in  your  letter  to  me^  and  have 
no  wish  whatever  to  say  a  single  syllable  that  may 
appear  to  insult  your  misfortunes.  If  I  have,  excuse 
me;  it  is  unintentional 

•*  Yours,  &c. 

«Bybon." 

In  answer  to  this  letter,  Ashe  mentioned,  as  the 
sum  necessary  to  extricate  him  from  his  difficulties, 
£  160 — to  be  advanced  at  the  rate  of  ten  pounds 
per  month ;  and,  some  short  delay  having  occurred 
in  the  reply  to  this  demand,  the  modest  applicant,  in 
renewing  his  suit,  complained,  it  appearv,  of  neg- 
lect: on  which  Lord  Byron,  with  a  good  temper 
which  few,  in  a  similar  case,  could  imitate,  an- 
swered him  as  follows. 


LETTER  CUn. 


TO  MB  ASHB. 


5Ch,m4. 


*8IS, 


''When  yon  accuse  a  stranger  of  neglect,  70a 
forget  that  it  is  possible  business  or  absenee  fnnn 
London  may  have  interfered  to  delay  his  aaswo-, 
as  has  actually  occurred  in  the  present  roslance.  Hut 
to  the  point  I  am  willing  to  do  what  I  can  to 
extricate  you  from  your  situation.,  Yonr  first 
scheme  *  I  was  considering;  but  your  own  impa- 
tience appears  to  have  rendered  it  abortive,  if  not 
irretrievable.  I  will  deposit  in  Mr  Murray's  hands 
(with  his  consent)  the  sum  you  mentioned,  to  be 
advanced  for  the  time  at  ten  pounds  per  month. 

^  P.  S.— I  write  in  the  greatest  tmny,  which  may 
make  my  letter  a  little  abrupt ;  but,  as  I  said  before, 
I  have  no  wish  lo  distress  your  feelings." 

The  service  thus  humanely  proffered  was  no  leas 
punctually  performed;  and  the  foHowing  is  ona  of 
the  many  acknowledgments  of  payment  which  I  find 
in  Ashe*s  letters  to  Mr  Murray  :— ^  I  have  the 
honour  to  enclose  you  another  menBorandum  for  the 
sum  of  ten  pounds,  in  compliance  with  the  mwiificent 
instructions  of  Lord  Byron. "  \ 

His  friend  Mr  Merivale,  one  of  the  transUtors  of 
those  Selections  from  the  Anthology  which  we  have 
seen  he  regretted  so  much  not  having  taken  with  him 
on  his  travels,  published  a  Poem  about  this  time, 
which  he  thus  honours  with  his  praise. 

LETTER  CLIV. 

TO  ME  MEBIYALB. 

'Jsansiy.ISU. 

^MY  DBAB  MBRIVALB. 

''I  have  redde  Ronoesvaux  with  very  great  pkasuie, 
and  (if  I  were  so  disposed)  see  very  little  room  lor 
criticism.  There  is  a  choice  of  two  lines  in  one  of  the 
last  Cantos,— I  think  *  Live  and  protect'  better*  be- 
cause *  Oh  who  V  implies  a  doubt  of  Roland's  power 
or  inclination.  I  would  allow  the— but  that  point 
you  yourself  must  determine  on — I  mean  the  doubt 
as  to  where  to  place  a  part  of  the  Poem,  whether 
between  the  actions  or  no.  Only  if  you  wish  to  have 
all  the  success  you  deserve,  neter  htlen  to  friemtU, 
and— as  I  am  not  the  least  troublesome  of  tbenom- 
ber— least  of  all,  to  me. 

**  I  hope  you  will  be  out  soon.  Marih,  sir,  Marek 
is  the  month  for  the  trade,  and  they  must  be  oon- 
sidered.  You  have  written  a  very  noble  Poem,  and 
nothing  but  the  detestable  taste  of  the  day  can  do 
you  harm,— but  I  think  you  will  beat  it.  Your 
measure  is  uncommonly  weU  chosen  and  wieUed.**^ 
*♦♦♦♦♦ 

*  His  tint  intentloahad  been  to  go  oat,  as  asetfler.  te 
Botany  Bay. 

t  Wbon  thcM  monthly  dlifcarsenwiti  had  unooatrd  t« 
£70.  Arte  wrote  to  beg  thst  Ihc  whole  remalninf  •an  af 
£80  might  bo  advanced  to  him  at  one  payment,  in  nrdcr  to 
enable  him,  aa  he  Mid,  to  aVail  himaelf  of  a  iwaaaga  to  Nev 
Sooth  Wales,  which  had  been  acaia  offered  to  Wm.  The 
•am  was,  accordisgiy,  by  Lord  Byroads  orders,  paid  Into 
his  hands. 

I  This  letter  Is  bat  a  Ar«ffnwnt,-tte  rossainder  beteg 
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Ii  dM  nLtimcIs  from  bii  Journal,  jiwt  givai*  there 
mapMMge  that  omboI  fiul  to  bare  been  reinfuied, 
vkoe,  k  ij^alriny  of  his  admixatioQ  of  some  Udy 
vhose  name  he  has  hiituelf  left  blaak,  the  noble 
vriler  a^*--**  a  wifie  woold  be  the  salvation  of  Die.** 
h  «as  tmler  this  ooimctton,  ^rhich  not  oo]y  himself 
hatsosaaeflusfriswlsantartaiBed,  of  the  prodenoe 
flf  fas  tmkiog  timdj  refvge  in  aoatrimonjr  from  those 
perplexitiea  wfaieh  form  the  stcpid  of  aU  less  reguhu^ 
bes,  that  be  kad  been  iadncedy  about  a  ysar  before, 
to  torn  his  thoughts  seriously  to  maniage^— at  least, 
m  seriposjy  as  his  thoogjhts  wen  ever  capable  of 
heng  so  turned^— and  chiefly,  I  beUeTe,  by  the 
fldrke  and  iatenrentioD  of  his  friend  Lady  Mel- 
bovse,  to  become  a  suitor  for  the  hand  of  a  relatire 
of  that  lady^  Mi«B  MilbaDke.  Though  his  proposal 
wasBoC  ihen  accepted,  every  assurance  of  friendship 
sod  re;gard  accompanied  the  refusal ;  a  wish  was 
even  expressed  that  they  should  continue  to  write  to 
cadi  other,  and  a  correspondence, — somewhat  sin- 
gflbr  between  two  young  persons  of  different  sexes, 
aaaracfa  as  love  was  not  the  subject  of  it,— ensued 
faetwcea  them.  We  have  seen  how  highly  Lord 
%  ton  estimated  as  well  the  virtues  as  Uie  accom- 
of  the  young  hdy,  but  it  is  evident  that 
side,;it  this  period,  was  love  either  felt 


bthe  mean  time,  new  entanglements,  in  whidi  his 
heart  was  the  wiHing  dupe  of  his  fancy  and  vanity, 
tame  to  cngrom  the  young  poet ;  and  stiH,  as  the 
osBsl  penaltiea  of  such  pursuits  followed,  he  again 
iMad  UoHelf  sighing  for  the  sober  yoke  of  wedlock, 
ss  aOBse  seeority  agamst  their  recurrence.  There 
VCR,  iadfeed,  in  the  interval  between  Miss  Bfilbankc's 
nhmi  and  aoeeplaaoe  of  him,  two  or  three  other 
jisiat  aiiif  of  rank  who,  at  different  times,  formed 
the  safafect  of  his  aiatrimGDial  dreams.  Inthesodoty 
iif  sae  of  Ihsae*  whose  fiunily  had  long  honoured  me 
with  tksir  friendship,  he  and  I  passed  much  of  our 
time,  fiorisg  this  and  the  preo^iing  spring;  and  it 
w3  be  ionad  that,  in  a  subsequent  part  of  his  oorre- 
Spnadranr,  hr  rrprrtnTtT  mr  nr  hnrinf  mfrrtninrfl  nn 
BBTiaiis  wish  that  he  should  so  fiur  cultivate  my  £ur 
€ricBdra  fHsor  as  to  give  a  chance^  at  least,  of  matri- 
■ooifhcisg  the  result. 

Jlmi  I,  more  than  once,  expressed  some  such 
fisfling  ss  aadoabtedly  true.  Fully  concurring  with 
ihenriaimi,  aotonly  of  himself  but  ofothenof  his 
frienfds,  that  in  marriage  Jay  his  so^ychanoe  of  saU 
wiiaa  fipsai  the  sort  of  perplexity  attachments  into 
which  he  was  now  constantly  tempted,  I  saw  m  none 
sfthuaeahoBi  he  admired  with  more  legitimate  views 
»  maqy  leqnisiief  fior  the  difficult  task  of  winning 
kaa  Imd  fidelitf  and  happiness  as  in  the  huiiy  in  ques- 
lioB.  /^^«*— JMiii^  beaaty  of  the  highest  XNrder  with 
a  mmd  intelligent  and  ingenuous,— having  just  leam> 
■geaowgh  la  give  reAnemeat  to  her  taste,  and  hi 
taste  lo  make  puttensions  to  leaning,— 
qarit  pcovd  as  his  own,  but  sbovriflg 


ic  eai^  in  a  ddieals  generomty  of  ^irit,  a  feminine 
whieh  vwold  have  led  her  to  loW- 


•  The  roitertesainsdy  wen  Flat  Lord  Byron 
asrt.  iB  M*  liwnMl,  on  «Ms  tntieoc  :^  Wkat  m  edd  0itas- 
tlM  ^  *ia*Up  to  omrs  {.HviilMNtf  ens  spark  sT  love  en 
ciker  matt*  8bc  lt«. 


rate  bin  defects  in  connderati(Ki  of  his  noble  qualities 
and  his  glory,  and  even  to  sacrifice  sflently  some  of 
her  own  happiness,  rather  than  violate  the  respon- 
sibility in  which  she  stood  pledged  to  the  world  for 
bis ; — such  was,  from  teng  experience,  my  impression 
of  the  character  of  this  lady ;  and  perceiving  Lord 
Byrou  to  be  attracted  by  her  more  obvious  claims  to 
admiration,  I  felt  a  pleasure  no  less  in  rendering  justice 
to  the  still  rarer  qualities  which  she  possessed,  tJiaa 
in  endeavouring  to  raise  my  noble  friend's  mind  to 
the  contemplation  of  a  higher  model  of  female  cha* 
racter  than  he  had,  unluckily  for  hims^,  been  much 
in  the  habit  of  studying. 

To  this  extent  do  I  coniiess  myself  to  have  been  in^ 
fluenced  by  the  sort  of  freliog  which  he  attributes  to 
me.  But  in  taking  jCur  granted  (as  it  will  appear  he 
did  from  one  of  his  letters)  that  I  entertained  any  very 
decided  or  definite  wishes  on  the  subject,  he  gave  me 
more  credit  for  seriousness  in  my  suggestions  than  I 
deserved.  If  even  the  lady  herself,  the  unconscious 
object  of  these  speculations,  by  whom  he  vras  Regarded 
,in  no  other  light  than  that  of  a  distinguished  ac- 
quaintance, could  have  consented  to  undertake  the 
perilous,— but  still  possible  and  glorious, — achieve- 
ment of  attaching  Byron  to  virtue,  I  own  that,  san- 
guinely  as,  m  theory,  I  might  have  looked  to  the 
result,  I  should  have  seep,  not  vrithout  trembling,  the 
happiness'bf  one  whom  I  had,  known  and  valued  from 
her  childhood  risked  in  the  experiment. 

I  shall  now  proceed  to  resume  the  thread  of  the 
Journal,  which  I  had  broken  ofT^  and  of  which,  it  will 
be  perceived,  the  noble  author  himself  had  for  some 
weeks,  at  this  time,  interrupted  the  progress. 

**  JOURNAL,  1814. 

•Febrasry  ISth. 
''Better  thaa  a  month  sinee  I  last  jonmaliaedt— 
most  of  it  out  of  London,  and  at  Notls.«  but  a  biuf 
oae  and  a  pleasant,  at  least  three  weeks  of  it.  On 
my  return,  I  find  aU  the  nevr^apers  in  hysterHcs,*and 
town  in  an  uproar,  on  the  avowid  and  repuUioUion 

*  iHDMdiately  <m  the  appeanace  of  the  Corsair  (with 
those  cOmoxions  verseg, «  Weep,  dau^ter  of  a  ro  jal  line," 
appended  to  it),  aaeriea  of  attacks,  nat  eoaflaad  to  Lord 
Byroa  Uaawtf.bai  aimed  also  at  aU  those  who  h«l  latalr 
becosM  his  ArinMU,  was  comawnced  ia  the  Coorier  anti 
Morning  Post,  and  carried  on  through  the  greater  part  af 
the  months  of  February  and  March.  The  point  selected 
by  these  writers,  as  a  groond  of  oenawre  on  the  poet,  was 
one  which  now,  perhaps,  even  thessselves  would  sgrse  to 
ctaMS*  among  his  slaiais  to  praise,— namely,  the  atonement 
which  he  had  endeaToored  to  make  for  the  youthftil  violence 
of  his  Satire  by  a  measure  of  ju^ice,  amiable  even  in  its 
oTerflowlngs,  to  every  oae  whoas  ha  coaedvad  ha  had 
wronged. 

Notwitlwtaading  the  careless  tone  in  which,  here  and 
elsewhere,  he  speaks  of  these  assaults,  it  is  erident  that 
they  annojed  him ;— an  efl^  which,  in  reading  them  over 
now,  we  should  be  apt  to  wonder  oiif^  could  produce,  did 
we  not  recollect  the  property  which  IHyden  attrihntes 
to  «ss»aU  wits>*  ia  coBunoa  with  certain  other  smaU  ani- 
mals:— 

We  tcarce  could  know  fbey  >fve,  but  that  they  Mfe. 

The  foUowiag  is  a  apeciflaen  of  the  terms  in  which  these 
party  scribes  could  then  speak  of  one  of  the  masters  of 
English  song :— «They  might  hare  slept  in  oblivion  with 
Lord  Cartisle's  Dtamasaad  Lord  Bfna's  Poeam.'— 'SoaM 
certainly  extol  Laed  Byraa's  Poeaps  much,  but  most  of  the 
best  judges  place  his  lordship  rather  low  in  the  list  of  our 
minor  poets.* 
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of  two  stanzas  on  Princess  Chariotte's  weeping  at 
Regency's  speech  to  Ijauderdale  in  1812.  Thejr  are 
daily  at  it  still ; — some  of  the  abuse  good,  all  of  it 
heaity.  They  talk  of  a  motion  in  our  House  upon  it 
— be  it  80. 

^Got  up— redde  the  Morning  Post,  containing  the 
battle  of  Buonaparte,  the  destruction  of  the  Custom- 
house, and  a  paragraph  on  me  as  long  as  my  pedigree, 
and  vituperative,  aa  usual.  ♦         ♦         ♦ 

^Hobhouse  a  returned  to  England.  He  is  luy 
best  friend,  the  most  lively^  and  a  man  of  the  most 
sterling  talents  extant. 

^  *The  Corsair'  has  been  conceived,  written,  pub- 
lished, &c.,  since  I  last  took  up  this  Journal.  They 
(ell  me  it  has  great  success; — it  was  written  con 
amore,  and  much  from  existence.  Murray  is  satisfied 
with  its  progress;  and  if  the  public  are  equaDy 
80  with  the  perusal,  there's  an  end  of  the  matter. 

*  Nine  o'clock. 
^  Been  to  Hanson's  on  business.  Saw  Rogers,  and 
had  a  note  from  Lady  Melbourne,  who  says,  it  is  said 
that  I  am  'much  out  of  spirits.'  I  wonder  if  I  really 
am  or  not?  I  have  certainly  enough  of  *  that  perilous 
stuff  which  weighs  upon  the  heart,'  and  it  is  better 
they  should  believe  it  to  be  the  result  of  these  attacks 
than  of  the  real  cause ;  but — ay,  ay,  always  but  to 
the  end  of  the  chapter.  ♦■*♦♦* 
**  Hobhouse  has  told  me  ten  thousand  anecdotes  of 
Napoleon^  all  good  and  true.  My  friend  H.  is  the 
most  entertaining  of  companions^  and  a  fine  fellow  to 
boot. 

^  Redde  a  little — ^wrote  notes  and  letters,  and  am 
alone,  which,  Locke  says,  is  bad  company.  *  Bo  not 
solitary,  be  not  idle* — Um !— the  idleness  is  trouble- 
some ;  but  I  can't  see  so  much  to  regret  in  the  solitude. 
The  more  I  see  of  men,  the  less  I  like  them.  If  I  could 
but  say  so  of  women  too,  all  would  be  well.  Why 
can't  I?  I  am  now  six-and-twenty ;  my  passions  have  had 
enough  to  cool  them ;  my  afiectioas  more  than  enough  to 
wither  them,— and  yet— and  yet— always  y«<  and  but 
— ^^-Excellent  well,  you  are  a  fishmonger— get  thee  to 
a  nunnery.'    *  They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent. ' 

•Mldniffbt. 
"  Began  a  letter,  which  I  threw  into  the  fire.    Redde 
— but  to  little  purpose.    Did  not  visit  Hobhouse,  as  I 
promised  and  ought.    No  matter,  the  toss  is  mine. 
Smoked  cigars. 

** Napoleon!  this  week  will  decide  his  fate.  All 
seons  against  him ;  but  I  believe  and  hope  he  will 
win— at  least,  beat  back  the  Invaders.  What  right 
have  we  to  prescribe  sovereigns  to  France  f  Oh  for 
a  Republic!  *  Brutus,  thou  steepest'  Hobhouse 
abounds  in  continental  anecdotes  of  this  extraordinary 
man ;  aD  in  favour  of  his  intellect  and  courage,  but 
against  his  bonhommie.  No  wonder; — how  should 
he,  who  knows  mankind  well,  do  other  than  despise 
and  abhor  them? 

''The  greater  the  eqnaUty,  the  more  impartially^ 
evil  is  distributed,  and  becomes  lighter  by  the  divi-* 
noa.  among  so  many — therefore,  a  Republic  1 

''More  notes  from  Mad.  de  ^  ^  unanswered — and 
so  they  shall  remain.  I  admire  her  abilities,  but 
really  her  society  b  overwhelming— ana vakmche  that 
buries  one  in  glittering  nonsense— all  mow  and  so- 
phistry. 


''Shall  I  go  to  Mackintosh's  on  Tuesday?  nm!— I 
did  not  go  to  Marquis  I^ansdowne's,  nor  to  Miss  Ber- 
ry's, though  both  are  pleasant.  So  is  Sir  Jarocs.'s — 
but  I  don't  know— I  believe  one  is  not  the  better  fbi 
{jarties;  at  least,  unless  some  rtgnatUe  is  tl^re. 

**l  wonder  how  the  deuce  aiqr  body  could  nake 
such  a  world ;  for  what  purpose  dandies,  for  instance, 
were  ordained — and  kings— and  feUovrs  of  oolleges 
— and  women  of  'a  certain  age'— and  maiqr  men  of 
any  age — and  myself,  most  of  all  1 

Dhresne  prisco  et  natns  ab  Inadio, 
Nil  interest,  an  panper  etinflni 
De  gente,  inb  dio  moreris, 
VictJma  nil  miserantis  OrcL 


"Is  there  any  thing  beyond? — fVho  knows?  He 
that  can't  tell.  Who  tells  that  there  is?  He  who 
don't  know.  And  when  shall  he  know?  perhaps, 
when  he  don't  expect,  and,  generally,  when  be  don't 
wish  it.  In  this  last  respect,  however,  all  are  not 
alike:  it  depends  a  good  deal  upon  education, — 
something  upon  nerves  and  habits— but  most  upcm 
digestion. 

•Satarday.Feb.1flb. 

"  Just  returned  from  seeing  Kean  in  Riduud.  By 
Jove,  he  is  a  soul !  I^ife— nature — truth — without 
exaggeration  or  diminution.  Kemble's  Hamlet  is  per- 
fect ; — ^but  Hamlet  is  not  Nature.  Richard  is  a  man ; 
and  Kean  ts  Richard.  Now  to  ii:y  own  coocems. 
♦         *«♦♦* 

"  Wentto  Waite's  Teeth  alleright  and  white ;  but 
he  says  that  I  grind  them  in  my  sleep  and  chip  the 
edges.  That  same  sleep  is  no  friend  of  mine,  though 
I  court  him  sometimes  for  half  the  2i, 


"  Got  up  and  tore  out  two  leaves  of  this  Journal — I 
don't  know  why.  Hodgson  just  called  and  gone.  He 
has  much  bonhommie  vrith  his  other  good  quaUUes, 
and  more  talent  than  he  has  yet  had  credit  for  be^tood 
his  circle. 

"An  invitation  to  dine  at  HoDaad-house  to  awec 
Kean.  He  is  worth  meetmg ;  and  I  hope,  by  geUiBg 
into  good  society,  he  vrill  be  prevented  firoai  faliag 
like  Cooke.  He  is  greater  now  on  the  stage,  and  off  be 
should  never  be  less.  There  is  a  stupid  and  under- 
ratmg  criticism  upon  him  in  one  of  the  new^paperv. 
I  thought  that,  last  night,  though  great,  he  latbcr 
underacted  more  than  the  first  time.  This  may  be  tbe 
effect  of  these  cavils ;  but  I  hope  he  has  more  seaae 
than  to  mind  them.  He  cannot  expect  to  tiMi;«t^j,  ]„, 
present  eminence,  or  to  advance  still  higher,  without 
the  envy  of  his  green-room  fellows,  and  the  nibhKw^ 
of  their  admirers.  But,  if  he  don't  beat  them  aU, 
why,  then— merit  hath  no  purchase  in '  these  ooster- 
monger  days.' 

"I  wish  that  I  had  a  talent  for  the  drama ;  I  woold 
vrrite  a  tragedy  now.  Bat  no,— it  is  gone.  Hodgvoa 
talks  of  one,— he  will  do  it  well ;— and  I  think  M-  e 
should  try.  He  has  wonderful  powers,  and  mucfa  vm. 
riety ;  besides,  he  has  lived  and  felt.  To  vrrite  so  as  to 
bring  home  to  the  heart,  the  heart  must  have  been 
tried,— but,  perhaps,  ceased  to  be  so.  While  yon  «re 
under  the  influence  of  passions,  you  only  fed,  but 
cannot  describe  them,— any  more  than,  when    is 
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yon  eoaU  turn  round  and  tell  the  story  to  your 
aext  neighbour!  When  all  is  orer, — all,  all,  and 
ioerocahle, — trust  lo  memoiy~she  is  then  but  too 
bkhfuL 

^  Went  out,  and  answered  some  letters,  yawned 
BOW  and  then,  and  redde  the  Robben.  Fine, — ^but 
Pkmo  k  better;  and  Alfieri  and  MontFs  Aristodemo 
he$L    Th^  are  more  equal  than  the  Tedeschi  drar 


Answered — or,  rather,  acknowledged — the  re- 
ecqic  of  young  Reynolds's  Poem,  Safie.  The  lad  is 
but  mueh  of  his  thoughts  are  borrowed, — 
the  Reviewers  may  find  out.  I  hate  discou- 
lagiBg  a  young  one;  and  I  think,— though  wild,  and 
BHR  oriental  than  he  would  be,-  had  he  seen  the 
noKs  where  he  has  placed  his  tale,  that  he  has 
wmA  talent,  and,  certainly,  fire  enough. 

"  ReceiTed  a  very  singular  epistle ;  and  the  mode 
of  its  oonreyance,  through  Lord  H.'s,  hands,  as 
onoos  a«  the  letter  itself.  But  it  was  gratifying  and 
pveUy. 

•Siuidiij.Peb.mb. 
**  Heie  I  am,  alone,  instead  of  dining  at  Lord 
IL's,  where  I  was  asked, — but  not  inclined  to  go 
aagr  where.  Hobbouse  says  lam  growing  a  loup 
§Mnm  — a  solitary  hobgoblin.  True; — *I  am  my- 
self alone.'  The  kut  week  has  been  passed  in 
wndiag — seeing  pbys— now  and  then,  visitors— 
nmetiaBes  yawning  and  sometimes  sighing,  but  no 
witteg, — SBTe  of  letters.  If  I  could  always  read, 
I  ihonid  never  feel  the  want  of  society.  Do  I  regret 
it  ?— on  ! — '  Man  delights  not  me,'  and  only  one 

"IWre  is  something  to  me  veiy  softening  in  the 
iwi  of  a  woman, — some  strange  influence,  even 
if  me  is  not  in  knre  with  them, — which  I  cannot  at  all 
aeeonat  for,  having  no  very  high  opinion  of  the  sex. 
Bat  yet, — I  alvrays  feel  in  better  humour  with  myself 
sad  every  thing  else,  if  there  is  a  woman  within  ken. 
Even  Mn  M ale,  *  my  fire-lighter, — the  most  ancient 
and  withered  of  her  kind, — and  (except  to  myself)  not 
best-^enq>ered — always  makes  mc  bugh, — no 
task  when  I  am  '  i'  the  vein.  * 

hoosemafcl,  of  whoae  Ksnnt  and  witcli4ike 
M  wvold  be  impossible  to  convey  any  idea  bat 
bf  the  pCTcil,  Atmiabed  one  tmoag  tbe  amnennia  inatancea 
flf  Ijotri  Bjnm'B  proneneaa  to  attach  Uknaelf  to  any  tbiog, 
ba^icrer  bawrly,tbat  had  once  inlisted  bia  good-nature  in 
■•  beteir,  and  becoBM  associated  with  hU  thongfats.  He 
tot  Coand  thia  old  woman  at  his  lodgings  in  Bennet-street. 
whane,  Ar  a  whole  aeaaon.  she  waa  the  perpetual  scare- 
cnv  ef  bis  viaiUnrs.  When,  next  year,  he  tMk  chambers 
in  the  Albanj,  one  of  tbe  great  adTantagea  which  hia  friends 
Ittoked  to  in  tbe  change  was,  that  they  should  get  rid  of 
tUs  pbantoas.  But,  no,— there  she  was  again— he  had 
aetn^  braa^  her  with  him  from  Bennet-street.  Tbe 
fritawing  year  saw  bun  married,  and.  with  a  regular 
cataMIAaeot  of  aervanta,  in  Piccadilly ;  and  here^— as  Mrs 
■ale  had  not  appeared  to  any  of  the  risitoni,— it  was  con- 
daiad.  nahly,  tlat  tbe  wttch  had  Tanished.  One  of  those 
frirnds,  bofwerer,  who  had  aMst  fondly  indulged  in  this 
Imppeaing  to  call  one  daj  when  all  the  male 
part  «r  tbe  eatabUdunent  were  abroad,  saw.  to  his  dismay. 
w  «ypened  by  tbe  aame  grim  personage,  improved 
sraldy  in  point  of  habiliments  since  he  last  saw  ber, 
nd  keepiag  pace  with  tbe  increased  scale  of  her  master's 
as  a  new  pornke,  and  other  symptoms  of  pro- 
Wben  asked  "how  he  came  to  carry 
about  with  him  from  placo  to  place.*  Lord 
Bjre«*8  only  answer  waa,  *  the  poor  old  devil  was  so  kind 
toaae." 


^  Heigho !  I  would  I  were  in  mine  idand  !— I  am 
not  well ;  and  yet  I  k>ok  iu  good  health.  At  limes,  I 
fear,  'I  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind;'— and  yet  my 
heart  and  head  have  stood  many  a  crash,  and  what 
should  ail  them  now  ? '  They  prey  upon  themselves, 
and  I  am  sick— sick—*  Prithee,  undo  this  button- 
why  should  a  cat,  a  rat,  a  dog,  have  life— and  thou 
no  life  at  all  ? '  Six-and-twenty  years,  as  they  call  them 
—why,  I  might  and  should  have  been  a  Pasha  by 
this  time.    *l'gin  to  bea  weaiy  of  thesun.' 

^  Buonaparte  ia  not  yet  beaten ;  but  has.  rebutted 
Bluclier,  and  repiqued  Swartzenburg.  This  it  is  to 
have  a  head,    if  he  again  wins, '  Vae  victis  I ' 

•Sunday,  March 6tb. 

^'On  Tuesday  hst  dined  with  Roger5,>-Mad.  dc 
Stael,  Mackintosh,  Sheridan,  Erskine,  and  Payne 
Knight,  Lady  Donegall  and  Miss  R.  there.  Sheridan 
told  a  very  good  story  of  himself  and  Made  de  Reca- 
mier's  handkerchief;  Erskine  a  few  stories  of  himself 
only.  She  is  going  to  write  a  big  book  about 
England,  she  says ;— I  believe  her.  Asked  by  her 
how  I  liked  Miss  *  *'s  thing,  called  *  *,  and  answer- 
ed (very  smcerely)  that  I  thought  it  very  bad  for 
kety  and  worse  than  any  of  the  others.  Afterwards 
thought  it  possible  Lady  Donegal!,  being  Irish, 
might  be  a  Patroness  of  *  *,  and  was  rather  sorry 
for  my  opinion,  as  I  hate  putting  people  into  fosses, 
either  with  themselves ,  or  their  &vourites;  itboks 
as  if  one  did  it  on  purpose.  The  party  went  off  very 
well,  and  the  fish  was  very  much  to  my  gusto.  But 
we  got  up  too  soon  after  Uie  women;  and  Mrs  Co- 
rinne  always  lingers  so  long  after  dinner,  that  we 
wish  her  in  the  drawing-room. 

^  To-day  C.  called,  and,  while  sittbg  here,  m  came 
Merivale.  During  our  colloquy,  C.  (ignorant  that 
M.  was  the  writer)  abused  the  'mawkishness  of  the 
Quarterly  Review  of  Grimm's  Correspondence.'  I 
(knowing  the  secret)  changed  the  conversation  as 
soon  as  i  could;  and  C.  went  away,  quite  convinced 
of  having  made  the  most  favourable  impression  on 
his  new  acquaintance.  Merivale  is  luckily  a  very 
good-natured  fellow,  or,  God  he  knows  wliat  might 
have  been  engendered  from  such  a  malaprop.  I  did 
not  look  at  him  while  this  was  going  on,  but  I  felt 
like  a  coal, — for  !•  like  Merivale,  as  well  as  the  ar- 
ticle in  question.  «  «  « 

^  Asked  to  Lady  Keith's  to-morrow  evening — I 
think  I  will  go ;  but  it  is  the  first  party  invitation  I 
have  accepted  thb  *  season,'  as  the  learned  Fletcher 
called  it,  when  that  youngest  brat  of  Lady  *  **a  cut 
ray  eye  and  cheek  open  with  a  misdirected  pebble — 
*  Never  mind,  my  lord,  the  scar  will  be  gcme  before 
the  teoMOH;'  as  if  one*s  eye  was  of  no  importance  in 
the  mean  time. 

"  Lord  Erskine  called,  and  gave  me  his  fiunous 
pamphlet,  with  a  marginal  note  and  corrections  in  his 
handwriting.  Sent  it  to  be  bound  superbly,  and 
shall  treasure  it. 

^  Sent  my  fine  print  of  Napoleon  to  be  framed. 
It  i*  framed ;  and  the  emperor  becomes  his  robes  as 
if.  he  had  been  hatched  in  them. 

«  March  fth. 

"  Rose  at  seven — rbady  by  half  past  eight — went 
to  Mr  Hanson  s,  Berkeley -square-- went  to  church 
with  his  eldest  daughter,  Mary  Anne  (ngood  girl). 
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and  gare  her  away  to  the  Earl  of  Portsmon A.  Saw 
her  fiuriy  a  counteas— congratulated  the  finnily  and 
groom  (bride)— drank  a  bumper  of  wine  (wholesome 
sherris)  to  their  fcKdty,  and  all  that,^and  came 
home.  AjBked  to  rtay  to  dinner,  but  could  not.—  At 
three  tat  to  Phillipi  for  &ce8.  Cftlled  oo  Lady  M. 
—I  like  her  so  wcU,  that  I  aWays  stay  too  long. 
(Mem.  to  mend  of  that.) 

"  Passed  the  evening  with  Hobhouse,  who  has 
begun  a  Poem',  which  promises  highly ;— widi  he 
would  go  on  with  it.  Heard  some  curious  extracts 
from  a  life  of  Morosini,  the  blundering  Venetian,  who 
blew  up  the  Acropolis  at  Athens  with  a  bomb,  and 
be  d— d  to  him !  Waxed  sleepy—j*"*  co"»«  home- 
must  go  to  bed,  and  am  engaged  to  meet  Sheridan 
to-morrow  at  Rogers's. 

**  Queer  ceremony  that  same  of  marriage— saw 
many  abroad,  Greek  and  Catholio— one,  at  Home, 
many  years  ago.  There  be  some  strange  phrases  m 
the  prologue  (the  exliortation),  which  made  me  turn 
away,  not  to  kugh  m  the  face  of  the  surpUoemaa. 
Made  one  blunder,  when  I  joined  the  hands  of  the 
happy — rammed  their  left  hands,  by  mistake,  into 
one  another.  Corrected  it^bustled  back  to  the 
altar-rail,  and  said  *Amen.'  Portsmouth  responded 
as  if  he  luu)  got  the  whole  by  heart;  and  if  any  thing, 
was  rather  before  the  priest.  It  is  now  midnight,  and 
«        «        «        4^        ¥        « 

«  Jfarth  leth,  Tlior*f  dij. 

*<0n  Tuesday  dined  with  Rogers,- Mackhitash, 
Sheridan,  Sharpe,— much  talk,  and  good,— all,  except 
my  own  little  prattlemcnt  Much  of  old  time»— Home 
Tooke — the  Trials — evidence  of  Sheridan,  and  anec- 
dotes of  those  times,  when  /,  alas!  wasan  in&nt. 
If  I  had  been  a  man,  I  would  have  made  an  Engtidi 
Lord  Edward  Fitzgerald. 

*<Set  down  Sheridan  at  Brookes't-^vrhere,  by  the 
by,  he  could  not  have  weD  set  down  himself,  as  he 
and  I  were  the  ody  driiAers.  Sherry  means  tostand 
for  Westminster,  as  Cochrane  (the  stook-jobbing 
hoaxer)  must  vacate.  Brougham  is  a  candithtle.  I 
fear  for  poor  dear  Sherry.  Both  have  talents  of  the 
highest  order,  but  the  youngster  has  ye<  a  character. 
We  shall  see,  tf  he  lives  to  Sherry's  age,  how  he  wiB 
pass  over  the  redhot  ploughshares  of  public  life.  I 
don't  know  why,  but  I  hate  to  see  the  o/tf  ones  lose; 
particuhrly  Sheridna«  notwithstanding  aO  his  m^ScAoii- 
eeU. 

'^  Received  many,  and  the  kindest,  thanks  fnm 
Lady  Portsmouth,  pire  and  m^e,  for  mj  match-mak- 
ing. I  don't  regret  it,  as  she  looks  the  countess  well, 
and  is  a  very  good  giri.  It  is  odd  how  well  she  carries 
her  new  honours.  She  looks  a  different  woman,  and 
high-bred,  too.  I  had  no  idea  that  I  could  make  so 
good  a  peeress. 

**Went  to  the  pky  with  Hobhouse.  Mrs  Jordan 
superlative  in  Hoyden,  and  Jones  wefl  enough  in  Pop- 
pington.  fVhat  p(ay«/ what  wit  1 — hehw!  Congreve 
and  Vanbrugh  are  your  only  comedy.  Our  society 
is  too  insipid  now  for  the  like  copy.  Wouldnofgoto 
Lady  Keith's.  Hobhoise  though  it  odd.  I  WMider 
he  should  like  parties.  If  one  is  in  k>ve,  and  wants 
to  break  a  conunandment  and  covet  any  thing  that  is 
there,  they  do  very  welL  But  to  go  out  amongst  the 
mere  lierd,  without  a  motive,  pleasure,  or  pursuit — 


!*  I  H  none  of  it.'  He  told  me  an  odd  report, 
—that  i  am  the  actual  Conrad,  the  veritable  Cornir, 
and  that  part  of  my  travels  are  supposed  to  have  passed 
in  privacy.  Um ! — ^people  sometimes  hit  near  the 
truth;  but  never  the  whole  truth.  H.  doaH know 
what  I  was  about  the  year  after  he  left  the  Lmnt; 
nor  does  any  one— nor— nor— nor— however,  it  in  a 
He— but, '  I  doubt  the  equivocation  of  the  fiend  that 
lies  like  truth  r 

**!  shaH  have  letters  of  inportanoe  to-nerrow. 
Which,  ♦♦,**,  or  *  *?  heighol— *  *  is  m  mj 
heart,  ♦  ♦  h  in  my  head,  *  *  in  my  eye,  and  the 
tingle  one.  Heaven  knows  where.  AH  write,  asd 
will  be  answered.  *Since  I  have  crept  m  Inm 
with  myself,  I  must  maintain  it ;'  but  /never '  miilook 
my  person,'  though  I  think  others  have. 

«<¥  «  called  to-day  hi  great  despair  about  Us  mi^ 
tress,  who  has  taken  a  freak  of  *  *  *.  He  began  a 
letter  to  her,  but  was  obliged  to  stop  short—!  finisfaed 
it  for  him,  and  he  copied  and  sent  it.  If  he  hoMi 
out  and  keeps  to  my  instructions  of  afiected  indilie- 
rence,  she  w31  lower  her  colours.  If  she  don't,  he 
wiH,  at  least,  get  rid  of  her,  and  she  don't  seem  noch 
worth  keepii«.  But  the  poor  lad  is  m  lave— if  that 
is  the  case,  she  wiO  win.  When  they  once  dinom 
their  power,,^nda  i  la  tmuica. 

^  Sleepy,  and  must  go  to  bed. 

•Tnewlay.  March  ISO. 
^Dined  yesterday  withR.,  Mackintosh,  and  Shsrpe. 
Sheridan  could  not  come.  Sharpe  told  sereral  rer^ 
amusing  anecdotes  of  Henderson,  the  ador.  Staid 
tin  late,  and  came  home,  having  drank  so  nadi  (Mi 
that  I  did  not  get  to  sleep  till  six  this  morniDg.  R. 
says  I  am  to  be  m  tkU  Quarteriy — out  up,  I  prenwe, 
as  they* hate  us  youth.'  N'mporte,  As  Sbaipe 
was  passing  by  the  doors  of  some  Debating  Society 
(the  Westminster  Porum)'  in  his  way  to  dinner,  he 
saw  rubricked  on  the  walls,  ScqU**  name  and  Mti# 
— '  Which  the  best  poet  ? '  being  the  question  of  the 
evening ;  and  I  suppose  all  the  Templars  and  vostf- 
be*  took  our  rhimes  in  vain,  in  the  oourse  of  the  con- 
troversy. Which  had  the  greater  show  of  handi,  1 
neither  Imow  nor  oare;  but  1  feel  the  coupling  of  the 
names  as  a  compliment,- though  I  think  9c(Ai  <l^ 
serves  better  company. 


«<W.  W.  caUed— Lord  Er^be,  Lord  HoDand, 
&C.&C.  Wrote  to  **  the  Corsair  report  Sheoij* 
she  don't  wonder,  since  *Conrad  is  so  Mke.'  h  > 
odd  that  one,  who  kaows  me  so  thoroughly,  tkxSd 
tcO  me  this  to  my  fiice.  However,  if  she  don't  know, 
nobody  can. 

^  Mackintorii  is,  it  seems,  the  writer  of  the  defts- 
sive  letter  in  the  Morning  Chronicle.  If  so,  it  is  v^ 
kind,  and  more  than  I  did  for  myself. 

"Told  Mumy  to  secure  for  me  Bmidelkrtlt^B* 
Novels  at  the  sale  to-morrow.  To  me  they  wiB  be 
imU.  Redde  a  satire  on  myself,  called  ^Anti-Ojrnn. 
and  told  Murray  to  publish  it  if  lie  Kked.  Tbeoh- 
ject  of  the  author  is  to  prove  me  an  atheist  and  a 
systematic  conspirator  against  law  and  govera»«n^ 
Some  of  the  verse  is  gwd;  die  prose  1  doot  qun* 
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HcAMertitfaalmgr  *deleterioiM  works' 
\m%  had  'ail  eflisct  apoa  oirfl  weiety,  which  re- 
^■PM,  Ite.  Iec  Sco.'  aiid  hb  ownpoetiy.  It  is  a 
lagHhf  poem,  aad  a  kag  prefiMe,  with  a  hannoiuoui 
^  ufe-pi^e.  Like  the  ^  ia  the  fihie,  I  teem  to  have 
fol  apOB  a  wheel  whieh  latkes  modi  dust;  but, 
■flbe  tbs  Mid  fly,  1  do  not  taiu  it  all  for  my  own 

'    ^■A  letter  from  Be/k,  which  I  answered.    I  shaD 

bt  ■  kva  with  her  mg/ua^  if!  don't  take  oar*. 

j  •  •  ♦  ♦  • 

'    "I  dHll  begin  a  more  regahur  ^item  of  readng 


!  «  Tbnrsdsy,  March  I7Ui. 

"I  have  been  sparring  with  Jackson  for  exercise 
;  and  mean  to  continue  and  renew  my 
with  the  mnlBes.    My  chest,  and  arms, 

aad  wind  are  in  veiy  good  plight,  and  I  am  not  in 

icsh.    I  used  to  be  a  hard  hitter,  and  my  arms  are 

fcry  leag  fsr  my  height  (6feeC  8  inches  and  a  half}. 

M  aaf  tale,  exercve  is  good,  and  this  the  severest  of 
'  al;  feaeiBg  aad  the  broad-sword  nerer  &tigoed  me 

hdrsoameh. 

I  *'Bedde  the  *Quanreb  of  Aothon*  (another  sort  of 
I  If  I  iaf  }--a  new  work,  by  that  most  entertaining 

aad  reaearehing  writer,  IsraeK.  They  seem  to  be  an 
;  irrilahle  set,  aad  I  wish  myself  well^out  of  it.    *I11 

wX  amrch  through  Coventry  with  them,  that's  flat' 
I  W^at  the  devil  had  I  to  do  with  scribbling?    It  is 

toe  lale  to  inquire,  and  aU  regret  is  useless.  But, 
!  aa  it  were  to  do  agab,— I  should  write  again,  I  sup- 
'pose.  Such  ia  human  nature,  at  least  my  share  of  it; 
I  Ihsngh  I  shaB  think  better  of  mysdf,  if  I  have 
'  Maseia  atop  now.  If  I  hare  a  wife,  and  that  wife 
I  bas  a  SOB — bj  any  body^I  wiD  bring  up  mine  heir 

ia  the  ndaC  anti-poetical  way^make  him  a  hwyer, 
i  or  a  pirale,  or—- any  thmg.  But  if  he  writes  too,  I 
j  ihal  he  aare  he  is  none  of  mine,  and  cut  him  off  with 

a  Bmih  lakca.    Must  write  a  letter— three  o'clook. 

•Saaday.MaKhSOth. 

**  1  kteided  to  go  to  Lady  Hardwicke's,  but  won*t. 
1  ahray*  begm  the  day  with  a  bias  towards  going  to 
parties;  but,  as  the  evening  advances,  my  stimulus 
fi&fls,  and  1  hardly  erer  go  out— and,  when  I  do, 
always  regret  it.  This  might  have  been  a  pleasant 
oae ;— al  least  die  hostess  is  a  veiy  superior  woman. 
Lady  Lansdowne's  to-morrow— Lady  Heatbcote's, 
Wednesday.  Um !— I  must  spur  myself  into  gomg 
to  soaie  of  them,  or  it  will  k)ok  like  rudeness,  and  it 
ii  better  to  do  as  other  people  do— confound  them  1 

*Redde  Hachiavd,  parts  of  Chardin,  and  Sis- 
moodi,  aad  BandeUo,— by  starts.  Redde  the  Edin- 
hvgh,  44,  juat  come  out.  In  the  beginning  of  the 
artide  oa  *  Bdgeworth's  Patronage,'  I  have  gotten  a 
Ugh  eoopfiment,  I  perceire.  Whether  this  is  cre- 
dilable  to  me,  I  know  not ;  but  it  does  honour  to 
ihe  editor,  because  he  once  abused  me.  Many  a 
ama  wiB  retract  praise;  none  but  a  high-spirited 
BHad  wiB  revoke  its  censure,  or  ctm  praise  the  man 
tf  has  once  attacked.  I  have  often,  since  my  return 
ID  Eagfauid,  heard  Jeflfrey  most  highly  commended  by 
ihoae  who  know  him  tor  things  independent  of  hk 
talents.  I  admire  him  for  /Ait—not  because  he  has 
prmiMed  wu  (I  have  been  so  praised  elsewhere  and 


abused,  akematdy,  that  aiere  habit  has  rendered  me 
as  iadhferent  to  both  as  a  man  at  twenty-six  can  be 
to  aay  thing),  but  because  he  is,  perhaps,  the  onlif 
num  who,  uader  the  rehitions  in  which  he  andl  stand, 
or  stood,  with  regard  to  each  other,  woidd  have  had 
tha  liberality  to  aet  thus;  none  but  a  great  soul  dared 
hasard  it.  The  height  on  which  he  stands  has  not 
made  him  giddy ;— a  little  scribbler  would  have  gone 
on  eaYiling  to  the  end  of  the  ehapter.  As  to  the 
justice  of  his  paaegyrio,  that  is  matter  of  taste. 
There  are  plenty  to  question  it,  and  gbd,  too,  of  the 
opportunity. 

**  Lord  Erskme  oafled  to-day.  He  means  to  cany 
down  his  reflections  on  the  war— or  rather  wars — to 
the  present  day.  I  trust  that  he  wiD.  MustsendloMr 
Murray  to  get  the  bindmgef  my  copy  of  his  pamphlet 
finished,  as  Lord  E.  has  promiaed  me  to  correct 
it,  and  add  some  margaial  notes  to  it.  Any  thing  in 
his  handwriting  wiD  be  a  treasure,  which  vriD  gather 
compound  interest  from  years.  Erskine  has  high 
expectations  of  Mackintosh's  promised  History .  Un- 
doubtedly it  must  be  a  cbssic,  when  finabed. 

**9parred  with  Jackson  again  yesterday  morning, 
aad  shall  to-morrow.  I  feel  all  the  better  for  it,  in 
spirits,  though  my  arms  and  shoulders  are  very  stiff 
from  it.  Mem.  to  attend  die  pugilistic  dinner— Mar- 
quis Huntley  is  in  the  chair. 

♦  ♦  •  ♦  • 

''Lord  Erskine  thinks  that  ministers  must  be  in 
peril  of  gomg  out  So  much  the  better  for  him.  To 
me  it  is  the  same  who  are  in  or  out; — we  want 
something  more  than  a  change  of  ministers,  and  some 
day  we  will  have  it. 

''I  remember,*  in  riding  fiom  Chrlsso  to  Castri 
(Delphoe)  along  the  sides  of  Parnassus,  I  saw  six 
eagles  in  the  air.  It  b  uncommon  to  see  so  man/ 
together;  and  it  was  the  number— 4iot  the  spenea 
which  is  common  enough— that  excited  my  atten- 
tion. 

**lll«  hMt  Urd  I  ever  fired  at  was  an  eaglet,  on 
the  shore  of  the  Qulf  of  Leponto,  near  Vostitza.  It 
was  only  wounded,  and  I  trted  to  save  it,  the  eye  was 
so  bright ;  but  it  pined,  and  died  in  a  few  days ;  and 
I  never  did  smce,  and  never  will,  attempt  the  death 
of  another  bird.  I  wonder  what  put  these  two  things 
into  my  head  just  now?  I  have  been  reading  Sis- 
mondi,  and  there  is  nothing  there  that  could  induce 
the  recollection. 

**!  am  mightOy  taken  with  Braodo  di  Montone, 
Giovanni  Galeazzo,  and  Eccelmo.  But  the  last  is  not 
Bracciaferro  (of  the  same  name),  Cotmt  of  Ravenn^ 
whose  history  I  want  to  trace.  There  is  a  fine  en- 
graving m  Lavater,  from  a  picture  by  Puseli,  of  thai 
Ezaelin,  over  the  body  of  Meduna,  punished  by 
him  for  a  hiidi  in  her  constancy  during  his  absence 
in  the  Crusades.  He  was  right— but  I  want  t6  know 
the  story. 


«Tnas^,ll8i«hSM. 
**  Last  night,  parif  at  Laasdowne-house.     To- 
m'ght,  pmrtg  at  Lady  Chariotto  GreviUe's— deptor- 

•  Fart  of  this  pasii«skM  been  alrea4j  estnustetf,  tat  I 
kave  allowad  it  to  reawia  bere  in  Ha  ortfinal  poaitioii«  « 
•ecoont  of  tbe  Angularly  sadden  oianner  in  wUoh  U  is  ia- 
trodaced. 
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able  waste  of  time,  and  wmething  of  temper.  No- 
thing imparted — nothing  aequired — talking  without 
ideaa — if  any  thing  like  thought  in  my  mind,  it 
waa  not  on  the  subjects  on  which  we  were  gabbling. 
Heigfao !— and  in  this  way  half  London  pass  what  is 
Galled  life.  To-morrow  there  is  Lady  Heathcote's 
— shall  I  go?  ye»--to  punish  mysdf  for  not  having  a 
pursuit. 

*'Letmesee— what  did  I  see?  The  only  person 
who  much  struck  me  was  Lady  S  ^  ^  d's  eldest 
daughter.  Lady  C.  L.  They  say  she  is  not  pretty. 
I  don't  know— erery  thing  is  pretty  that  pleases ;  but 
there  is  an  air  of  taul  about  her-^and  her  colour 
changes — and  there  is  that  shyness  of  the  antelope 
(which  I  ddight  in)  in  her  manner  so  much,  that  I 
obserred  her  more  than  I  did  any  other  woman  in  the 
rooms,  and  only  looked  at  any  thing  else  when  I 
thought  die  mi^t  perceive  and  feel  embarrassed  by 
my  scrutiny.  After  aD,  there  may  be  something  of 
association  in  this.  She  is  a  friend  of  Augusta's,  and 
whatever  she  loves,  I  can't  help  liking. 

''Her  mother,  the  marchioness,  talked  to  me  a 
little ;  and  I  was  twenty  times  on  the  poiat  of  asking 
her  to  introduce  me  to  sajilk,  but  I  stopped  short. 
This  comes  of  that  affray  with  the  CarUsIes. 

''Earl  Grey  told  me,  laughingly,  of  aparsgraph  in 
the  last  Monitew^  which  has  stated,  among  other 
symptoms  of  rebellion,  some  particulars  of  the  sensa- 
tion occasioned  in  all  our  government  gazettes  by  the 
'  tear'  Unes, — only  amplifying,  in  its  re-statement,  an 
epigram  (by  the  by,  no  epigram  except  in  the  Greek 
acceptation  of  the  word)  into  a  txnmm.  1  wonder  the 
Couriers,  &c.  &c.,  have  not  translated  that  part  of  the 
Moniteur,  with  additional  comments. 

**  The  Princess  of  Wales  has  requested  Fuseli  to 
paint  from  '  the  CoTBair,'— leaving  to  him  the  choice 
of  any  passage  for  die  subject :  so  Mr  Locke  tells 
me.  Tired— jaded-^selfisb  and  supine— must  go 
to  bed. 

"  Roman,  at  least  Romance,  means  a  song  some- 
times, as  in  the  Spanish.  I  suppose  this  is  the 
Moniteur's  meaning— unless  he  has  confused  it  with 
*  the  Corsair. ' 

•Albtny.BlsrchaBth. 

**  This  night  got  into  iqy  new  apartments,  rented 
of  Lord  Althorpe,  on  a  lease  of  seven  years.  Spa- 
cious, and  room  for  my  books  and  sabres.  In  the 
house,  too,  another  advantage.  The  last  few  days, 
or  whole  week,  have  been  veiy  abstemious,  regular 
in  exercise,  and  yet  veiy  unwell. 

*'  Yesterday,  dined  tSte-^tite  at  the  Cocoa  with 
Scrope  Davies — sate  from  tix  till  midnight — drank 
between  us  one  bottle  of  champagne  and  six  of 
daret,  neither  of  which  wines  ever  afiect  me.  Of- 
fered to  take  Scrope  home  in  my  carriage ;  but  he 
was  tipsy  and  pious,  and  I  was  obliged  to  leave 
him  on  his  kiwes,  preying  to  I  know  not  what 
purpose  or  paged.  No  headache,  nor  sickness,  that 
night  nor  to-day.  Got  up,  if  any  thing,  earlier 
than  usual— sparred  With  Jackson  id  sudorem,  and 
have  been  much  better  in  health  than  for  many 
days.  I  have  heard  nothing  more  from  Scrope. 
Yesterday  paid  him  four  diousaad  eight  hundred 
pounds,  a  debt  of  some  standing,  and  which  I 
vrished  to  have  paid  before.  My  mind  is  much  re- 
lieved by  the  removal  of  that  debii. 


"  Augusta  vrants  me  to  make  it  up  with  Csriisle. 
I  have  refused  every  body  else,  but  I  osn't  desf 
her  aiqr  thing; — so  1  must  e'en  doit,  thoi^  Ihad 
as  lief  *  drink  up  Eisd — eat  a  crocodile.'  Let  ms 
see— Ward,  the  Hollands,  the  Lambs,  Ragen,8ce. 
&c. — every  body,  more  or  less,  have  been  tiying  for 
the  hst  two  years  to  accommodate  this  couplet 
quarrel  to  no  purpose.  I  shall  laugh  if  AngoA 
succeeds.  _ 

"  Redde  a  little  of  many  things— sfaaD  get insl 
my  books  to-morrow.  Luckily  this  room  will  hold 
them— vrith  *  ample  room  and  verge,  &c,  tfaecfas- 
recters  of  heQ  to  trace.'  I  must  set  about  ans 
empbyment  soon ;  my  heart  begins  to  eat  tfoeZ/sgaia. 

•April  8th.' 
**  Out  of  town  six  days.  On  my  retura,  ind  ig 
poor  little  paged,  Napoleoo,  pushed  off  his  pe- 
destal;— the  thieves  are  in  Paris.  It  is  his  owi 
fault.  Like  Milo,  he  would  rend  the  oak;*  but  it 
ck)eed  again,  wedged  his  hands,  and  now  the  beuli 
—lion,  bear,  down  to  the  dirtiest  jackall— msj  il 
tear  him.  'That  Muscovite  winter  wedged  his  snu; 
— ever  since,  he  has  fought  with  his  feet  and  teetk 
The  last  may  still  leave  their  marks ;  and  *  1  gwM 
now'  (as  the  Yankies  say)  that  he  will  yet  pkj 
them  a  pass.  He  is  in  their  rear— between  then 
and  their  homes.  Queiy — ^vrill  they  ever  reach  then? 

'Satiardaj»Aprfl9U,181i 

'*  I  mark  this  day  I 

"  Napoleon  Buonaparte  has  abdicated  the  throne 
of  the  world.  *  Excellent  well.'  Methinks  QjDadid 
better;  for  he  revenged,  and  resigned  in  the  betghl 
of  his  sway,  red  vnth  the  slaughter  of  hit  foes— 
the  finest  instance  of  glorious  contempt  of  the  ntcak 
upon  record.  Diodesian  did  well  too — Amunuhsot 
amiss,  had  he  become  aught  except  a  derviee— 
Charles  the  Fifth  but  so,  so— but  Napoleon,  wont 
of  aB.  What  1  vrait  till  they  were  in  his  capital,  tid 
then  talk  of  his  readiness  to  give  up  what  ii  ahesdr 
gone !  1  *  What  whimng  monk  art  thou— what  holy 
cheat  r'  *  Sdeath !— Dionysius  at  Corinth  was  jet  a 
king  to  this.  The  '  Isle  of  Elba '  to  retire  to!— Well 
— if  it  had  been  Caprea,  I  should  have  marvelled  k». 
*  I  see  men's  minds  are  but  a  parcel  of  their  fortunes.' 
I  am  utterly  bewildered  and  confounded. 

^  I  don't  know— but  I  think  /,  even  /  (an  iosect 
compared  with  this  creature),  have  set  my  life  oo 
casts  not  a  millionth  part  of  this  man's.  But,  after  aO, 
a  crovm  may  be  net  worth  dying  for.  Yet,  to 
outlive  Lodi  for  this!  1 1  Oh  that  Juvenal  or  John- 
son could  rise  fron^the  dead  I  *  Expende — quot  Ubrv 
in  duce  summo  inveniesf '  I  knew  they  were  light 
in  the  bakmce  of  mortality ;  but  I  thought  their  fiTiag 
dust  weighed  more  carats,  Alas!  this  imperial 
diamond  hath  a  flaw  in  it,  and  is  now  hardly  it  to 
stick  in  a  glazier's  pencil : — the  pen  of  the  historian 
won't  Fate  it  worth  a  ducat. 

**  Psha !  *  something  too  much  of  this.'  Bot  I 
won't  give  him  up  even  now ;  though  aO  ht<  ad- 
mirera  have,  *  like  the  Thanes,  foll'n  from  him.' 

*  He  adopted  this  thought  sAenrarda  in  his  Ode  to 
Napoleon,  as  well  m  iMMt  of  the  historioa  exsaiplcs  in  Ike 
following  tianiffraph. 
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«  April  lOth. 
"  I  do  not  know  that  I  am  happiest  when  alonie; 
htt  thia  I  aaa  sore  of,  that  I  never  am  long  in  the  so- 
eirty  even  of  A<r  I  lore  (God  knows  too  weQ,  and  the 
Derfl  probably  too),  without  a  yearning  for  the  com- 
pany of  my  lamp  and  my  utterly  confused  and  tum- 
bM-orer  Ubraiy  .*  Even  in  the  day ,  I  send  away  my 
eamage  oAeoer  than  I  use  or  abuse  it.  Per  etempio , 
—I  hmre  not  stirred  out  of  these  rooms  for  these  four 
dqr*  pttat :  but  I  hare  sparred  for  exercise  (wmdovra 
tpea]  with  Jackson  an  hour  daily,  to  attenuate  and 
keep  op  the  ethereal  part  of  me.  The  more  violent 
ihelaligiie,  the  better  my  qMrits  for  the  rest  of  the 
4&y ;  and  then,  my  evenings  have  that  calm  nothing- 
ness of  Jangoor,  which  I  most  delight  m.  To-day  I 
have  boxed  one  hour— written  an  ode  to  Napoleon 
Bioaapurte— gyied  it — eateu  six  biscuits — drunk 
km  botlles  of  soda  water— redde  away  the  rest  of  my 
one — bcsidea  giving  poor  *  ^  a  world  of  advice  about 
ikii  mistfcas  of  his  who  is  plaguing  him  into  a  phthisic 
sadoitalatthletediousness.  lam  apretty  fellow  truly 
iskctiire  about '  the  sect'  No  matter,  my  counsels 
aseafl  thrown  away. 

•April  mh,  1814. 
**  Hiereis  ice  at  both  poles,  north  and  south — all 
extremes  are  the  same — miseiy  bebngs  to  the  highest 
sad  the  lowest  only, — to  the  emperor  and  the  beggar, 
when  uasixpenoed  and  unthroned.  There  is,  to  be 
ave,  a  damned  insipid  medium — an  equinoctial  line 
—••oDe  knows  where,  except  upon  maps  and  mea- 

And  an  oar  jfuterdaw  have  Ughled  fools 
lis  way  to  dnsty  death, 

I  w9  keep  no  further  journal  of  that  same  hestemal 
loidi-light;  and,  to  prevent  me  from  returning,  like 
a  dog,  ID  the  vomit  of  memory,  I  tear  out  the  remain- 
Bf  leaves  of  this  volume,  and  write,  in  Ipecacuanha, 
— *  thai  the  Bourbons  are  restored  1 ! !'  *  Hang  up 
pUoeophy/  To  be  sure,  I  have  k>ng  despised  myself 
Md  man,  but  I  never  spat  in  the  face  of  my  species 
OfBollIshangomad.'" 


The  III  1—1  of  thb  singular  Journal  having  made 

0  reader  aeqoainted  with  the  chief  occurrences  that 

Ffff'*^*^  the  present  period  of  his  history — the  publi- 

of  the  Corsair,  the  attacks  upon  him  in  the 

&c. — there  only  remains  for  me  to  add 

at  the  same  period,  by  which  the 

and  movements  of  his  mind,  during  these 

vrffl  be  still  further  illustraled. 


TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«Saadiiy,jrsn.9,1814. 
"  Excose  this  dirty  paper— it  is  the  penultimate 
halMMet  of  a  quire.  Thanks  for  your  book  and  the 
La.  Chron.,  which  I  return.  The  Corsair  is  copied, 
aad  BOW  at  Lord  Holland's ;  but  I  wish  Mr  Gifford  to 
have  it  to-night. 

**  Mr  DaHas  is  very  perverte ;  so  that  I  have  of- 
fieaded  both  him  and  you,  when  I  really  meaned  to 

*  *  As  wneh  company,*  ssyt  Pope.  *  as  I  bare  kept,  and 
m  wamtb  •»  I  love  it,  t  lore  readlDg  lietter,  and  would 
fsCher  ke  enployed  in  reading  than  in  the  moat  agreeable 


do  good,  at  least  to  one,  and  certainly  not  to  annoy 
either.  *  But  I  shall  manage  him,  I  hope. — I  am 
pretty  confident  of  the  Tale  itself ;  but  one  cannot  bo 
sure.  If  I  get  it  from  Lord  Holland,  it  shall  be  sent. 
Yours,  fee." 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•Jan.  1814. 

''I  win  answer  your  letter  this  evening :  in  the 
mean  time,  it  may  be  sufficient  to  say,  that  there  was 
no  intention  on  my  part  to  annoy  you,  but  merely  to 
eerve  DaUas,  and  also  to  rescue  myself  from  a  pos- 
sible imputation  that  /had  other  objects  than  fiunein 
writing  so  frequently.  Whenever  I  avail  myself  of 
any  profit  arising  from  my  pen,  depend  upon  it,  it  is 
not  for  my  own  convenience ;  at  least  it  never  has 
been  so,  and  I  hope  never  wiU. 

^  P.S. — ^I  shall  answer  this  evening,  and  vrffl  set 
all  right  about  Dallas.  I  thank  you  for  your  expres- 
sions of  personal  regard,  which  I  can  aasure  you  I  do 
not  lightly  value.  ** 

LETTER  CLV. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

"  Jannary  6, 1814. 
**  I  have  got  a  devil  of  a  long  stoiy  in  the  press, 
entitled  *  The  Corsair,'  in  the  regular  heroic  measure. 
It  is  a  pirate's  isle,  peopled  with  my  own  creatures, 
and  you  may  easily  suppose  they  do  a  world  of  mis- 
chief  through  the  three  Cantos.  Now  for  your  De- 
dication—if  you  will  accept  it.  This  is  positively  my 
last  experiment  on  public  literary  opinion,  till  I  turn 
my  thirtieth  year, — ^if  so  be  I  flourish  until  that  down- 
hill period.  1  have  a  confidence  for  you — a  per- 
plexing one  to  me,  and,  juiBt  at  present,  in  a  state  of 
abeyance  in  itself.  *  •  •  • 

However,  we  shall  see.    In  the  mean  time,  yon  may 

*  He  had  made  a  present  of  the  copyright  of  *  The  Cof 
•air'  to  Mr  Dallas,  who  thus  deicribei  the  manner  in  which 
the  gift  was  bestowed :— '  On  the  28th  of  December,  I  called 
in  the  momiDg  on  Lord  Byron,  whom  I  found  composing 
'  The  Comir.'  He  had  been  woricing  npon  it  but  a  few 
days,  and  he  read  me  the  portion  he  had  written.  After 
some  obsenrations,  he  said, '  I  hare  a  great  mind— I  will.* 
He  (hen  added,  that  he  should  flnish  ft  soon,  and  asked  me 
to  accept  of  the  copyright.  I  was  much  surprised.  He 
had,  before  he  was  aware  of  the  value  of  his  works,  dectauned 
that  he  never  would  take  modey  for  them,  and  that  I  should 
haTo  tha  whole  advantage  of  all  he  wrote*  This  declaration 
became  morally  void  when  the  question  was  about  thou-  | 
sands,  instead  of  a  few  hundreds :  and  I  periiectly  agree  i 
with  the  admired  and  admirableAuthor  of  Waveriey,  that 
'  the  wise  and  good  accept  not  gifts  which  are  made  in  heat 
of  blood,  and  which  may  be  after  repented  of.'->I  Iblt  this 
on  the  sale  of '  Cbilde  Harold,'  and  observed  it  to  him.  The 
copyright  of 'TheOiaour'  and  'The  Bride  of  Abydos'remafned 
undisposed  of,  though  the  poems  were  selling  rapidly,  nor 
had  I  the  slightest  notion  that  he  would  ever  again  give  me 
a  copyright.  But  as  he  continued  in  the  resolution  of  not 
appropriating  the  sale  of  his  works  to  his  own  use,  1  did  not 
scruple  to  accept  that  of '  The  Corsair,'  and  I  thanked  him. 
He  asked  me  to  call  and  hear  the  portions  read  as  he  wrote 
them.  I  went  every  morning,  and  was  astonished  at  the 
rapidity  of  his  composition.  He  gave  me  the  Poem  com- 
plete on  new-year's  day,  1814,  saying,  that  my  acceptance 
of  it  gave  him  great  pleasure,  and  that  I  was  flilly  at  liberty 
to  publish  it  with  any  bookseller  I  pleased,  independent  of 
the  profit." 

Out  of  this  last-mentioned  permission  arose  the  momen- 
tary embarrassment  between  the  noble  poet  and  his  pub- 
lisher, to  which  the  above  notes  allude. 
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amuse  yoonelf  witfar  mj  ratpenae,  and  put  aU  the 
justices  of  peace  in  requisitioo,  in  case  I  come  into 
your  countiy  with  *  hackbut  bent/ 

**  Seriousl7,'whether  I  am  to  hear  from  her  or  him, 
it  is  a  pause,  which  I  shall  fill  up  with  as  few  thoughts 
of  my  own  as  I  can  borrow  from  other  people.  Any 
thing  is  better  than  stagnation ;  and  now,  in  the  in- 
terregnum of  my  autumn  and  a  strange  summer 
adrenture,  which  I  don't  like  to  think  of  (I  don't 
mean  ^  *  's,  however,  whidi  is  laughable  only),  the 
antithetical  state  of  my  lucubrations  aiakes  me  alire, 
and  Macbeth  can  *  sleep  no  more :  '—he  was  lucky  in 
getting  rid  of  the  drowsy  senaatioa  of  waking  again. 

*'Pray  write  to  me.  I  must  send  you  a  oopy  of 
the  letter  of  Dedication.  When  do  you  come  out  ? 
I  am  sure  we  don't  ckih  this  time,  fioir  I  am  all  at 
sea,  and  in  action, — and  a  wife,  and  a  Hustreas, 
&c.  &c. 

«<  Thevas,  thou  art  a  happy  fellow ;  but  if  you  wish 
us  to  be  so,  you  must  come  up  to  town,  as  you  did 
last  year ;  and  we  shall  hare  a  world  to  say,  and  to 
see,  and  to  hear.    Let  me  hear  from  you. 

^'P.S. — Of  course  you  will  keep  my  secret,  and 
don't  even  talk  m  your  sleep  of  it.  Happen  what 
may,  your  Dedication  is  ensured,  being  alre«dy  writ- 
ten ;  and  I  shall  copy  it  out  fiur  to-night,  in  case  bu- 
sineM  or  amusement— .AimwI  atlenia  CmmmuB/* 

TO  MR  MDBBAY. 

«/sa.r.lll4. 
**  You  don't  Uke  the  Dedication    very  weU ;  there  is 
another :  but  you  will  send  the  other  to  Mr  Moore,  that 
he  may  know  I  A«f  written  it    I  send  also  mottos  for 
the  Oantos.    I  thidc  you  wiO  aUow  that  an  elephant 
may  be  more  sagacious,  but  cannot  be  more  docile. 
"Yours, 
"Bw. 
**  The  name  is  again  altered  to  Medorm,  "  * 

LETTER  CLVL 


30  X 

'  luiiiary  Wh,  1SI4. 

**  As  it  would  not  be  fiur  lo  press  you  into  a  De- 
dication, without  previous  notice,- 1  send  you  two, 
and  will  tell  you  why  tw>.  The  first,  Mr  M.,  who 
sometimes  takes  upon  him  the  critic  (and  I  bear  it 
from  atUniMhment),  says^  may  do  you  Aorm— God 
forbid ! — this  alone  makes  me  listen  to  him.  The 
fact  is,  he  is  a  damned  Tory,  and  has,  I  dare  swear, 
something  of  m(/^,  which  I  cannot  divine,  at  the  bot- 
tom of  his  objection,  as  it  is  the  aUusioa  to  Ireland 
to  which  he  objects.  But  he  be  d — d — though  a 
good  feUow  enough  (your  sinner  would  not  be  worth 
ad— n). 

"Take  your  eboiee;— ao  one,  save  he  and  Mr 
Dallas,  has  seen  either,  and  D  is  quite  on  my  side, 
and  for  the  first,  f    If  I  can  but  testify  to  you  and 

«  It  ks4  been  st  tcrt  Osnsvra,  nst  Fraaeasoa,  st  Mr 
Dallas  asserts. 

t 'IlwfintWBs.oreo«iBe,<lN<MM«hatIpreAr«ei.  Tke 
otbsr  ran  as  f«U*wi  >- 

«  My  dear  Moore,  «  latraary  7th,  1814. 

*  I  had  written  to  yon  a  lone  letter  of  dedkatioa,  which 
I  rappress.  because,  thoni^  it  contained  somethinc  relating 
to  yon  which  every  one  had  been  Klad  to  hear,  yet  there  was 


the  world  how  truly  I  admire  and  esteem  you,  1  shall 
be  quite  satisfied.  As  to  prote^  I  don't  know  Ad- 
dison's from  Johnson's ;  but  I  will  try  to  mendiBj 
cacobgy.  Pray  perpend,  pronounce,  and  don't  be 
oflfended  with  either. 

"  My  last  epistle  would  probably  put  you  in  a  fid- 
get. But  the  devil,  who  ought  to  be  eivil  on  ndt 
occasions,  proved  so»  and  took  my  letter  to  thengbt 
place. 

4^  #  »  «  « 

^'Is  it  not  odd?— the  very  fate  I  said  ibe  hsd 
escaped  from  *  *,  she  has  now  undergone  fron  tbe 
worthy  *  *.  Like  Mr  Fitzgerald,  shall  I  not  hy  dain 
to  the  character  of  *Vates*'— as  he  did  in  theMoruBg 
Herald  for  prophesying  the  foH  of  Buonaparte,— 
who,  by  the  by,  I  don't  thmk  is  yet  fidlen.  I  irabhe 
would  rally  and  rout  your  legitimate  soTereigu, 
having  a  mortal  hate  to  all  rc^al  entails.— Bui  I  aat 
scrawling  a  treatise.    Goodnight.    Ever.  Sec." 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«laa.  lllh.  Mli 
^  Correct  this  proof  by  BAr  Giibrd's  (and  fron  tbe 
MSS.),  particularly  as  to  the  povUmg.  1  bare  ad- 
ded a  section  for  Guhuwe,  to  fill  up  the  parting,  and 
dismiss  her  more  ceremoniously.  If  Mr  Gifford  or 
you  dislike,  'tis  but  a  rponge  and  another  midoigbt 
better  employed  than  in  yawning  over  Min  **> 
who,  by  the  by,  may  soon  return  the  comptiownt 


"  P.S.— I  have  redde  ♦  ♦.  It  is  full  of  praises  of 
Lord  Ettenborough!!!  (from  which  I  infer  near  and 
dear  relations  at  the  bar),  and  *    *    *    *, 

^  I  do  not  k>ve  Madame  de  Stael,  but,  depend  upon 
it,  she  beats  all  your  natives  hoUowas  an  aotboren, 
in  my  opinion;  and  I  would  not  say  this  if  I  oodd 
help  it. 

"P.S.— Pray  report  my  best  admowledgaMnti  to 
Mr  Giflbrd  in  any  words  that  may  best  exprefi  bow 
truly  his  kindness  obliges  me.  I  won't  bote  his  witb 
t^  thanks  or  nUeg.^ 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

«JanurylS.l«4. 

**!  have  but  a  moment  to  write,  but  ail  ii  vj* 
should  be.  I  have  said  really  far  short  cf  mjt^ 
nion,  but  if  you  think  enough,  I  am  ooatsat.  Wil 
you  return  the  proof  by  the  post,  as  I  leave  tows* 
Sunday,  and  have  no  other  eorreoted  eopy.  i^ 
'servant,'  as  being  less  fiumliar  before  the  poblie; 
because  I  don't  Kke  presuming  upon  our  fricnddnpio 
infringe  upon  forms.  As  to  the  other  loor^  you  may 
be  sure  it  is  one  I  camot  hear  or  repeat  too  often. 

^I  write  in  an  agony  of  haste  and  oonfonoa.- 
Perdonate.** 

too  anch  about  polities,  and  peesy,  andaKUacavWM- 
ever,  endiac  with  that  topic  oa  whkh  aaoat  men  are  ltfi<> 
and  none  very  umnaag^-cnt't  «4r.  It  aught  have  Ik«s 
re-written— bnt  to  what  parpoier  My  praise  couM  add 
nothing  to  your  weil-earned  and  flrmly  eaUdriiibed  feae 
and  witk  my  moot  hearty  admiradenaf  yowtaloata.tfd 
delight  in  your  convenatioo,  yoa  are  already  aoqaaiatM- 
In  availing  myself  of  your  flrlendly  permivion  to  ia>cHbe 
this  Poem  to  yon,  I  can  oaij  wish  the  oflbring  vcn  a> 
worthy  your  acceptance  as  yoor  regard  li  dear  to, 
«  YooTi,  HMMt  affecUonately  and  fidthftdly, 
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LETTER  CLVn. 

TO  la  KURBAY. 

« Ian.  15.  1814. 
"Brfofe  any  proof  goes  to  Mr  Gilford,  it  maj  be 
m  vel  to  rewige  this,  where  there  are  wordt  omiUed, 
faaiBi  eonmitted,  and  the  devil  knows  what.  As  to 
the  Dedication,  I  cat  out  the  parenthesin  of  JMr,  * 
bat  BoC  another  word  shall  move  unless  for  a  better. 
Mr  Moore  has  seen,  and  decidedly  preferred  the  part 
joarToty  fade  sickens  at.  If  every  syllable  were  a 
Bttle-anakey  or  every  letter  a  pestilence,  they  should 
■at  be  expanged.  Let  those  who  cannot  swallow 
chew  the  expressions  on  Ireland;  or  should  even 
Mr  Croker  array  himself  in  all  his  terrors  against 
AcB,  I  care  for  none  of  you,  except  Gifibrd ;  and 
be  wont  ahuae  me,  except  1  deserve  it — ^which  will 
It  least  reeoacile  me  to  his  justice.  As  to  the  poems 
is  Hobhooae's  vohmie,  the  transbUion  from  the 
fiflsnae  is  well  enough;  but  the  best  of  the  other 
nktmm  (of  mime,  I  mean)  have  been  already  printed. 
te  do  as  you  please — only,  as  I  shall  be  absent 
vhea  yoa  oome  out,  do,  praif,  let  Mr  Dallu  and 
y«  haTe  a  can  of  the  jweM. 

"YooiB.&c" 

TO  n  MimRAY. 

[« 1814,  Jan.  16.] 
**  I  do  befiere  that  the  devil  never  created  or  per- 
verted sack  a  fiead  as  the  fool  of  a  printer,  f  I  am 
ehifed  lo  endooe  you,  bickify  for  me,  this  second 
pmf,  eerreeUdt  beeause  there  is  an  ingenuity  in  his 
Unsdas  pecofiar  to  himself.  Let  the  press  be 
Saided  by  the  present  sheet. 

**  Yours,  &c. 

"JB^v  Ou  other, 

"Correct  Oiit  aUo  by  the  other  in  some  things 
vhieh  I  may  have  forgotten.  There  is  one  mistake 
he  made,  vrfaieh,  if  it  had  stood,  1  would  most  oer- 
ttmAf  have  broken  his  neck  " 

LETTER  CLVin. 

TO  MR^MURRAY. 
«  Newrtaid  Abbey,  Jannary  29d,  1814. 
*Yoa  vriD  be  gbul  to  hear  of  my  safe  arrival 
hoe.  Tlie  time  of  my  return  vriU  depend  upon  the 
weaker,  which  is  so  impracticable  that  this  letter 
bs  to  advance  through  more  snows  than  ever  op- 
posed the  eoqieror's  retreat  The  roads  are  impas- 
tthle,  and  retimi  impossible  for  the  present ;  which 
I  do  not  regret,  as  I  am  much  at  my  ease,  and  rir- 
rndtmenip  conplete  this  day— a  very  pretty  age, 
if  it  woold  ahrays  last.    Our  coals  are  excellent, 

*  Bb  kai.  at  flnt,  after  the  words  «  Scott  alone,'  in- 
ia  a  parefB(lieda»— *  He  will  excose  the  Mr^*  we 


line  rages  into  wUcb  he  was  thrown  by  the 

vere  vented  not  only  in  theee  notes,  bat  frequently 

prMf-Aeeta  theniaelves.    Thus,  a  poMafe  in  the 

hariag  been  printed  '  the  flrtt  of  her  bands  in 

'Rewrites  in  the  mai^,  ■  frortft,  not  bands 

fkere  ever  sneh  a  atapid  misprint  ?  *  and  in  correct- 

ttae  that  had  been  curtailed  of  iti  doe  number  of 

ke  iays,  *  I>o  not  omit  words— it  if  quite  enooch 


our  fireplaces  brge,  my  cellar  full,  and  my  head 
empty;  and  I  have  not  yet  recovered  ray  joy  at 
leaving  London.  If  any  unexpected  turn  occurred 
with  my  purchasers,  I  believe  I  should  hardly  quit 
the  place  at  all ;  but  shut  my  door,  and  let  my  beard 
grow. 

**  I  forgot  to  mention  (and  I  hope  it  is  unneces- 
sary] that  the  lines  beginning — Remember  him,  iic.j 
must  noi  appear  with  the  Cortair,  You  may  slip 
them  in  with  the  smaller  pieces  newly  annexed  to 
Childe  Harold ;  but  on  no  acooimt  permit  them  to 
be  appended  to  the  Corsair.  Have  Uie  goodness  to 
recollect  this  particularly. 

^  The  books  I  have  brought  with  me  are  a  great 
consolation  for  the  confinement,  and  I  bought  more 
as  we  came  along.  In  short,  I  never  consult  the 
thermometor,  and  shaD  not  put  up  prayers  for  a 
thawj  unless  I  thought  it  would  sweep  away  the 
rascally  invaders  of  France.  Was  ever  such  a  thing 
asBIucher's  proehunation  ? 

''Just  before  I  left  town,  Kemble  paid  me  the 
compliment  of  desiring  me  to  writo  a  tragedy;  I  wish 
I  could,  but  I  find  my  scribbling  mood  subsidmg — 
not  before  it  was  time;  but  it  is  lucky  to  check  it  at 
all.  If  lengthen  my  letter,  you  vrill  think  it  is  coming 
on  again;  so,  good  bye. 

••  Yours  alway, 

^  P.S.— If  you  hear  any  news  of  battle  or  retreat 
on  the  part  of  the  Allies  (as  they  call  them),  pray 
send  it.  He  has  my  best  wishes  to  manure  the  fieldii 
of  France  vrith  an  mvading  army.  I  hate.iQvaders  of 
all  countries,  and  have  no  patience  vnth  the  cowardly 
cry  of  exultation  over  him,  at  whose  name  you  all 
turned  whiter  than  the  snow  to  which  you  are  in- 
debted for  your  triumphs. 

^  «I  open  my  letter  to  thank  you  for  yours  just  re^ 
ceived.  The  '  Lines  to  a  Lady  Weeping'  must  go 
vrith  the  Corsair.  I  care  nothing  for  consequence,  on 
this  pomt.  Mj  politics  are  to  me  like  a  young  mis- 
tress to  an  old  man — the  worse  they  grow,  the 
fonder  I  become  of  them.  As  Mr  Gifford  likes  the 
*  Portuguese  Transition  ,'*  pray  insert  it  as  an  ad- 
dition to  the  Corsair. 

**  In  aD  points  of  difierence  between  Mr  Gifibrd 
and  Mr  Dallas,  let  the  first  keep  his  phce ;  and  in  all 
points  of  difierence  between  Mr  Giflford  and  Mr  Any- 
•body-else,  I  shall  abide  by  the  former ;  if  I  am  wrong, 
I  can't  help  it.  But  I  would  rather  not  be  right  with 
any  other  person.  So  there  is  an  end  of  that  matter. 
After  all  the  trouble  he  has  taken  about  me  and 
mine,  I  should  be  very  ungrateful  to  foel  or  act  other- 
wise. Besides,  in  pomt  of  judgment,  he  is  not  to  be 
lowered  by  a  ccmiparisoa.  In  poUlict,  he  may  be 
right  too ;  but  that  vrith  me  is  a  feeUng,  and  I  can't 
tciify  my  nature. " 

«  His  tnunlatlon  of  the  pretty  Portngnese  soaf ,  «  Tu  mi 
chamas.*  He  was  tempted  to  trj  another  veraion  ai  thia 
ingenious  thooght,  which  is,  periiaps,  atill  more  happy,  and 
has  never,  I  believe,  appeared  in  print. 


'<  Yoa  call  ne  «till 
UictoM 
Say  rather  I'oi 
F«r,  Uke  the 


yoMf  Hft—9h  I  change  the 
••  di*  ioconstant't  sigh ; 
«DMi,  more  Jott  that  name, 
oiy  lore  can  never  die." 
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LETTER  CUX. 


TO  MB  MUKBAY. 


•NevBtesd  AVbef,  F^bnttr74Uk.  1814. 

**  I  need  not  mj  that  your  obliging  letter  was  very 
welcome,  and  not  the  lest  so  for  being  unexpected. 

*'Itdoabtle«  gratifies  me  much  that  our /fia/!r 
has  pleased,  and  that  the  curtain  drops  gracefuUy.  * 
Yom  deserve  it  should,  for  your  promptitude  and 
good  nature  in  arnmging  immediately  with  Mr  Dallas ; 
and  I  can  assure  you  that  I  esteem  your  entering  so 
warmly  into  the  subject,  and  writing  to  me  so  soon 
upon  it,  as  a  perscoal  obligation.  We  shall  now 
part,  I  hope,  satisfied  with  each  other.  I  teas  and  am 
quite  in  earnest  in  my  prefotoiy  promise  not  to  in- 
trude any  more;  and  this  not  from  any  affectation, 
but  a  thorough  conviction  that  it  is  the  best  policy, 
and  is  at  least  respectful  to  my  readers,  as  it  shows 
that  I  would  not  willingly  run  the  risk  of  forfeiting 
their  favour  in  future.  Besides,  I  have  other  views 
and  objects,  and  think  that  I  shall  keep  this  resolu- 
tion ;  for,  smce  I  left  London,  though  shut  up,  tnow- 
bound,  thaw-hmmd,  and  tempted  vrith  all  kinds  of 
paper,  the  dirtiest  of  ink,  and  the  bluntest  of  pens, 
I  have  not  even  been  haunted  by  a  wish  to  put  them 
to  their  combined  uses,  except  in  letters  of  business. 
My  rhyming  propensity  is  quite  gone,  and  I  feel  much 
as  I  did  at  Patras  on  recovering  from  my  fever — 
weak,  but  in  health,  and  only  afraid  of  a  relapse.  I 
do  most  fervently  hope  I  never  shalL 

**  I  see  by  the  Morning  Chronicle  there  hath  been 
discussion  in  the  Courier;  and  I  read  in  the  Morning 
Post  a  wrathful  letter  about  Mr  Moore,  in  which 
some  Protestant  Reader  has  made  a  sad  confusion 
about  India  and  Ireland. 

**  Vou  are  to  do  as  you  please  about  the  smaBer 
poems;  but  I  think  removing  them  91010  from  the 
Corsair  b)oks  Vkefcar;  and  if  so,  you  must  allow  me 
not  to  be  pleased.  I  should  also  suppose  that,  after 
ihejusi  of  these  newspaper  esquires,  they  would 
materially  assist  circulation  of  the  Corsair ;  an  object 
I  should  imagine  at  present  of  more  importance  to 
ymanelf  than  Childe  Harold's  seventh  appearance. 
Do  as  you  like ;  but  don't  allow  the  vrithdmwing  that 
poem  to  draw  any  imputation  otditmaiy  upon  me. 

*'Pray  make  my  respects  to  Afr  Ward,  vrhose 
praise  I  value  most  highly,  as  you  well  know ;  it  is  in 
the  approbation  of  such  men  that  fiune  becomes  worth 
having.  To  Mr  Gifibrd  I  am  always  grateful,  and 
surely  not  less  so  now  than  ever.  And  so  good  night 
to  my  authorship. 

**I  have  been  sauntering  and  dozing  here  very 
quietly,  and  not  unhappily.  You  will  be  happy  to 
hear  that  I  have  completely  established  my  title^eeds 
as  marketable,  and  that  the  purchaser  has  succumbed 
to  the  terms,  and  fulfils  them,  or  is  to  fulfil  them  forth- 
with. He  is  now  here,  and  we  go  on  veiy  amicably 
together— one  in  each  win^  of  the  Abbey.  We  set 
off  on  Sunday—I  for  town,  he  for  Cheshire. 

^Afrs  Leigh  is  vrith  me — much  pleased  vrith  the 
pkoe,  and  less  so  with  me  for  paiting  vrith  it,  to 

•  It  win  be  recollected  that  he  had  SBommced  (be  CorsBlr 
SI  *^  the  last  prodnctloa  with  which  he  •hooki  treapsM  on 
public  patience  for  toaie  jean.' 


vrhich  not  even  the  price  can  reconcile  her.  Your 
parcel  has  not  yet  arrived— at  least  the  Magi.,  &c ; 
but  I  have  received  Childe  Haroki  and  the  Corsair. 
I  believe  both  are  very  correctly  printed,  whicfa  is  a 
great  satisfSaction. 

^'I  thank  yon  for  vrishing  me  in  town;  hot  I  think 
one's  success  is  most  felt  at  a  distance,  and  I  eojo; 
my  soUtaiy  self-importance  in  an  agreeable  sulky  WBj 
of  my  own,  upon  the  strength  of  yoor  ktter-for 
which  I  once  more  thank  yon,  and  ant,  toj 
truly,  &c. 

**  P.S.— Don't  you  thkk  Buom^Mrte^  neit  psM- 
cohoftvriD  be  rather  expensive  to  the  Allies  r  Peny's 
Paris  letter  of  yesterday  kxiks  very  reriving.  Whata 
HydraandBriarensitis!  IvrishtfaeywooMpaeifj: 
there  is  no  end  to  this  campaigning.'* 

LETTER  CLX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 
"Newstead  Abbey,  FUinBar7Mh.l8ii 

**  I  qi^te  forgot,  in  my  answer  of  yesterday,  to  aws* 
tion  that  I  have  no  means  of  asoertatning  whether  the 
Newark  PiraU  has  been  doing  vrhat  you  say.^  V 
so,  he  is  a  rascal,  and  a  akahky  rascal  too; and  ifUi 
offence  is  punishable  by  law  or  pugilism,  he  shaO  be 
fined  or  buffeted.  Do  you  try  and  discover,  and  I 
will  make  some  inquiry  here.  Perhaps  some  9(ker 
in  town  may  have  gone  on  printing,  and  osed  the 
same  deception. 

** 'The/oo  tMsOe  is  omitted  m  Childe  Harold;  whici 
is  very  awkward,  as  there  is  a  moU  expressij  on  the 
subjects    Prey  rspiisositassifiMi. 

«<0n  second  and  third  thooghts,  the  witkdrawisg 
the  small  poems  from  the  Corsair  (even  to  add  to 
Childe  Harold)  knks  like  shrinking  and  shuffliiv,  after 
the  fuss  made  upon  oneof  them  1^  the  Tories.  Pn; 
replace  them  m  the  Corsair's  appendix.  I  a&  sony 
that  Childe  Harold  requires  some  and  such  abet- 
ments  to  make  him  move  off:  but,  if  you  ranember, 
I  told  you  his  popularity  would  not  be  pennaooit. 
It  is  very  lucky  for  the  author  that  he  had  maile  up 
his  mind  to  a  temporary  reputation  in  time.  Thetiutk 
is,  I  do  not  think  that  any  of  the  present  day  H 
least  of  all,  one  who  has  not  consulted  the  fhittenDf 
side  of  human  nature)  have  much  to  hope  from  p<«^ 
rity ;  and  you  may  think  it  affectation  very  probaU;, 
but  to  me,  my  present  and  past  success  has  appcsr^ 
very  singular,  since  it  vras  in  the  teeth  of  so  many 
prejudices.  I  almost  think  people  like  to  be  eoam- 
dicted.  If  Chade  Harold  flags,  it  wiH  bar4r  ^ 
vrorth  while  to  go  on  vrith  the  engravings :  but  do  as 
you  please ;  I  have  done  vrith  the  whole  ooneem;  and 
the  enclosed  Hues,  vrritten  years  ago,  and  copied  fnsi 
my  skull-cup,  are  among  the  \uX  vrith  which  yoo 
vriD  be  troubled.  If  you  lfte,add  them  toCbade 
Harold,  if  only  for  the  saka  of  another  outcry.  Vso 
received  so  king  an  answer  yesterday,  that  I  wiB  i^ 
intrude  on  you  further  than  to  repeat  myself^ 
••Yours,  kc. 

**P.S.— Of  course,  in  reprinting  (if  you  hareoott- 
sion),  you  vrill  take  great  care  to  be  correct  tV 
present  editions  seem  very  much  so,  except  it  ^ 
last  note  of  Chikle  Harold,  vrfaere  the  word  ref]M«i*(' 

*  Reprintisf  the  •Hoorsef 
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Bs  twioe  ■euir  tofelher;  oonect  the  teoood  into 

TO  MB  MOBBAT. 

«  Newnk,  VtimMnr  Mh.  1814. 
I  ui  thus  lar  on  B^  ymj  to  town.  Master 
Bi^  *  I  hA?e  MOB,  and  he  owns  to  having  r&- 
DM  Aeett^  to  make  up  a  few  complete 
^  eofinl  I  have  now  gi?en  him  fair 
j^aad  a  he  pbys  such  tricks  again,  I  must 
diher  get  aa  iolunctioB,  or  call  for  an  aecount  of 
prafta  (m  1  BMrer  have  parted  with  the  copyright), 
w.  m  abort,  may  thing  Texatious,  to  repay  him  in  his 
V  waj.  If  the  weather  does  not  rdapse,  I  hope 
he  m  town  in  n  day  or  two. 

«  Yours,  fiec." 

TO  MR  MDBBAT. 

oVDbrosry  7th.  1814. 

I  ^p         ♦        ♦        ♦        ♦        ♦  ♦ 

I  *■  I  ace  all  the  papers  in  a  sad  commotion  with 
I  tese  cigM  liBM ;  and  the  Hloming  Post,  in  particular, 
j  bM  fmmd  o«t  that  I  am  a  sort  of  Richard  I1I,~ 
!  ddoiaed  in  mind  and  My-  The  ilstf  piece  of  infer- 
I  mHob  m  not  Teiy  new  to  a  nan  who  pasrod  fire 
t  yean  at  a  pablie  achooL 

''I  am  Twry  aanry  you  eut  out  those  fines  for 

ChUeHanU.    Pnj  reinaert  them  in  their  old  place 

m  *  TVe  CofBBir.'" 

LETTER  CLXL 

TO  MB  H0D060N. 

«I^branqr»th,l814. 
"Thcfv  ii  a  youngster— and  a  derer  one,  named 
R^Ml^  who  hss  just  ptiUisbed  a  peem  called 
'Safe/ published  by  Cawthome.  He  is  in  the  most 
Mtonl  and  fearlul  apprehenskm  of  the  BeviewerR— 
and  an  foa  and  I  both  know  hf  ezperieace  the  effect 
sf  aacb  tfaiaga  upon  a  yeaa^  mind,  I  wish  yoa  would 
mke  to  pfodadiaa  into  dissection  and  do  it  §mUljf. 


IcaMOt,beea«seitisinsorihedtome;  but  I  assure 
yoa  ikm  is  net  By  aMtire  for  widiiog  him  to  be 
Uadiilj  oinated,  but  because  1  know  the  nuBery, 
aft  bis  tmw  of  life,  of  untoward  reasaiks  upon  fiist 


-Now  for  aey.  Pay  thank  your  cwina— it  is 
last  as  it  should  be,  to  my  Uking  and  probably  more 
Ifaaa  w9  aait  any  oae  ebe's.  I  hope  and  trust  that 
you  ai»  weB  and  weD  doing.  Peace  be  with  you. 
Ever  yoaiB,  my  dear  friend.** 

LETTER  CLXn. 

TO  MB  MOOBB. 

«  FsbnwT  link,  1814. 
«I«rifadlmtowB  late  yesterday  erening,  haTing 
ksnabaeat^hree  weeks,  which  I  passed  in  Notts., 
qwdy  aad  pkaonnlly  Yoa  can  hare  no  conception 
of  ^  uproar  the  ei^  lines  on  the  little  RoyaUy's 
mttmmt  m  1813  (now  lepiAKshed)  haTe  occasioned. 
TVe  R  *  *>  who  had  always  thought  them  yMrt, 
ilwiafi  flad  knows  why— <m  diasovering  them  to  be 
MM,  to  be  i^ciei  *m  sorrow  rather  than  anger. 

*  The  printer  at  Hewark. 


The  Morning  Post,  Sun,  Heiakl,  Courier,  have  aU 
been  in  hysterics  erer  since.  M.  is  in  a  fright,  and 
wanted  to  shuffle-^and  the  abuse  aganist  me  in  all 
directions  is  vehement,  unceasing,  feud— some  of  it 
good,  and  aU  of  it  heaity.  I  fce\  a  little  compunc 
tioos  as  to  the  R  **  ^8  regret ;—' would  he  had 
been  only  angiyl  but  I  fear  him  not.' 

«8omeof  these  same  aasailmsBta  you  have  pro- 
bably seen.  My  person  (whicfaiineellent  for 'the 
nonceO  has  been  denouneed  m  Toises,  the  more  like 
the  subject,  inasmuch  as  they  halt  exceeding. 
Then,  in  another,  I  am  an  atknit— a  rebel  and, 
at  la^  the  Devil  {bidteus,  I  presume).  My  de- 
monism  seems  to  be  a  feonle's  coqieetare:  if  so, 
perhaps,  I  could  convince  her  that  I  am  but  a  mere 
mortal,— if  a  queen  of  the  Amaaons  may  be  bo- 
lieved,  -who  says  a^ irn  X*^'  •*♦«' •  ^  *1"**^  ^"'^ 
memory,  so  my  Greek  is  probably  deftcient;  but  the 
passage  is  ineanl  to  mean**  ♦♦♦ 

^'Seriously,  I  am  in,  what  the  learned  call  a 
dBemma,  and  the  vulgar  a  scrape;  and  my  friends 
desire  me  not  tobe  in  apasskm,  aad  like  Sir  Fretful, 
I  assure  them  that  I  am  *  quite  cahn,'— but  I  am 
nevertheless  m  a  fury. 

**  Since  I  wrote  thus  far,  a  friend  has  come  h,  and 
we  have  been  talking  and  bufiboning,  till  I  have  quite 
fest  the  thread  of  my  thoughts ;  and,  as  I  won't  send 
them  unstrung  to  you,  good  morning,  and 

'^BeUere  me  ever,  &c. 
*  P.S.— Murray,  during  my  absence,  omilted 
the  Tears  m  several  of  the  copies.  I  have  made 
him  repboe  them,  and  am  veiy  wroth  vrith  his 
qimbns ;— *  as  the  wiae  is  poured  out,  let  it  be  drunk 
to  the  dregs.'" 

TO  MB  ICURRAT. 

«  FMmiary  lOth,  1814. 
**!  am  much  better,  and  indeed  quite  weU  this 
Bioming.  I  have  received  teoo,  but  I  presume  there  are 
more  of  the  Ana,  subsequently,  and  also  something 
previous,  to  which  the  Moraing  Chronicle  replied. 
Von  also  mentioned  a  parody  on  the  SkulL  I  wish 
to  see  them  all,  because  there  may  be  things  that 
require  notice  either  by  pen  or  person. 

»«Yowt,&o. 
** You  need  not  trouble  yourself  to  amwer  this; 
but  send  me  the  things  when  you  get  them.  *> 


TO  KB  MUBBAT. 


\h»  1814. 

**  If  yon  have  copies  of  the  *  Intercepted  Letters, 
Lady  Holland  would  be  gbd  ef  a  volume,  and  when 
you  have  served  others,  have  the  goodness  to  think 
of  your  bumble  servant. 

**You  have  jdayed  the  devfl  by  that  injiidlcbus 
nggpreerien,  which  you  did  totally  without  my  con- 
sent. Some  of  the  pap«n  have  exactly  said  vrhat 
might  be  expected.  Now  I  lis  not,  and  lottf  not  be 
supposed  to  shrink,  aUhongh  myself  and  every  thing 
bdongingto  me  were  to  perish  with  my  memory. 
•<  Yours,  &c. 

•*P.8.— Pray  attend  to  what  I  stated  yesterday  on 
tccftatco/ topics.'' 
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LETTER  CLXIII. 

TO  Hr  mtjrrat. 

«  Monday,  Februry  Utli.  1814. 
''Before  I  left  town  yerterday,  I  wrote  you  a  note, 
which  I  presume  you  reoeiTed.  I  haTe  heard  so 
many  diflferent  accounts  of  your  proceedings,  or  rather 
of  those  of  others  towards  ycfih  in  consequence  of  the 
publication  of  these  ererlarting  lines,  that  I  am 
anxious  to  hear  fWrni  yourself  the  real  state  of  the 
case.  Whaterer  responsibility,  obloquy,  or  efiect  is 
to  arise  from  the  publication,  should  surely  not  CblU 
upon  you  in  any  degree ;  and  I  can  have  no  objection 
to  your  stating,  as  distinctly  and  pubKcly  as  you 
please,  y<mr  unwillingness  to  publidi  them,  and  my 
own  obstinacy  upon  die  subject.  Take  any  course 
you  please  to  Tindicate  yomrtelft  but  leave  me  to  fight 
my  own  way,  and,  as  I  before  said,  do  not  cwmpro- 
miie  me  by  any  thing  which  may  look  like  skrmking 
on  my  part ;  as  for  your  own,  make  the  best  of  it. 
"Yours, 

LETTER  CLXnr. 

TO  MR  B0GBR8. 


16th.  1814. 
^^MT  DBAR  B0(«R8, 

**  I  wrote  to  Loid  Holland  brie^,  but  I  hope  dis- 
tinctly^ on  the  subject  which  has  lately  occupied 
much  of  my  conversation  vnth  him  and  you.  *  As 
things  now  stand,  upon  that  topic  my  determination 
must  be  unalterable. 

^  I  declare  to  you  most  sincerely  that  there  is  no 
human  being  on  whose  regard  and  esteem  I  set  a 
higher  value  than  on  Lord  Holland's ;  and,  as  far  as 
concerns  himself,  I  would  concede  even  to  humiliation 
without  any  view  to  the  future,  and  solely  from  my 
sense  of  his  conduct  as  to  the  past.  For  the  rest,  I 
conceive  that  I  have  already  done  all  in  my  power  by 
the  suppression,  f  If  that  is  not  enough,  they  must 
act  ^  they  please;  but  I  will  not  *  teach  my  tongue 
a  most  inherent  baseness,'  come  what  may.  You 
win  probably  be  at  the  Marquis  Lansdowne's  to- 
night I  am  asked,  but  I  am  not  sure  that  I  shall 
be  able  to  go.  Hobhouse  vriU  be  there.  I  think,  if 
you  knew  him  well,  you  would  like  him. 

^  Believe  me  always  yours  very  affectionately, 

LETTER  CLXV. 

TO  MR  R00BR8. 

«  Fsbmary  18th,  1814. 
**  If  Lord  HoHand  is  satisfied,  as  for  as  regards 
himself  and  Lady  Hd.,  and  as  his  letter  expresses 
him  to  be,  it  is  enough. 

"  As  for  any  impression  the  public  may  receive 
from  the  revival  of  the  lines  on  Lord  Carlisle,  let 
them  keep  it, — the  more  favourable  for  him,  and  the 
for  me— better  for  all. 


*  Relathre  to  a  proposed  recoBciliatlon  between  Lord 
OwUale  sad  hhnwlf. 
t  Of  the  Satire. 


"  All  the  sayings  and  doings  in  the  world  dull  not 
make  me  utter  another  woid  of  coodliaUoa  to  anj 
thing  that  breathes.  I  shall  bear  what  I  can,  and 
what  I  cannot,  I  shall  resist.  The  wont  they  oould 
do  would  be  to  exclude  me  from  sode^.  I  have 
never  courted  it,  nor,  I  may  add,  in  the  general  sense 
of  the  word,  enjoyed  it— and  •there  ii  a  worid  die- 
where!* 

**  Any  thing  remarkably  iiqurious,  I  have  the  nne 
means  of  repaying  as  other  men,  widi  sach  interest 
as  circumstances  may  annex  to  it. 

**  Nothing  but  the  necessity  of  adhering  to  regisiea 
prevents  me  from  dining  vrith  you  to-morrow. 
**I  am  yours  most  truly, 

**Bn." 

LETTER  CLXVI. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

"I^brnaiTKawnM. 
^  You  may  be  assured  that  the  only  pricUet  that 
sting  from  the  Royal  hedgehog  are  those  which  p<»- 
sessa  torpedo  property,  and  may  benumb  some  ofay 
friends.  /  am  quite  silent,  and  '  hush'd  in  K™^ 
pose.'  The  frequen<7  of  the  assaults  has  weakened 
their  efiects,— if  ever  they  had  any ;— and,  if  thty  had 
had  much,  I  shouM  hardly  have  held  mytoogne.or 
vfithheld  my  fingers.  It  is  something  quite  new  to 
attack  a  man  for  abandoning  his  resenUnentt.  I 
have  heard  that  previous  praise  and  suhseqoeit  vito- 
peration  were  rather  ungrateful,  but  I  did  not  know 
that  it  vras  wrong  to  endeavour  to  do  justice  to  those 
who  did  not  vrait  till  I  had  made  some  amends  for 
former  and  boyish  prejudices,  but  received  ne  into 
their  friendship,  vrhen  I  might  stiU  have  been  their 
enemy. 

•*  You  perceive  justly  that  I  must  inietUk»t^ 
have  made  my  fortune,  like  Sir  Francis  Wronghead. 
It  were  better  if  there  were  more  merit  in  my  inde- 
pendence, but  it  really  is  somethmg  nowadays  to  be 
independent  at  all,  and  the  ^^  temptation  to  bt 
otherwise,  the  more  uncommon  the  case,  in  these 
tiroes  of  paradoxical  servflity.  I  believe  that  msstof 
our  hates  and  likings  have  been  hitherto  nearly  the 
same ;  but  from  henceforth,  they  must,  of  neccssi^i 
be  one  and  indivisible,  — and  now  for  it  1  I  am  w 
any  weapon, — the  pen,  till  one  can  find  somethinf 
sharper,  will  do  for  a  beginidng. 

**  You  can  have  no  conception  of  the  hidlcrow 
Bolenmity  with  which  these  two  stansas  have  bees 
treated.  The  Morning  Post  gave  notice  of  an  »- 
tended  motion  in  the  House  of  my  brethren  on  the 
subject,  and  God  he  knows  what  proceedings  be- 
sides;—and  an  this,  as  Bedreddin  in  the'Nighc 
says,  *  for  making  a  cream  tart  vrithout  pepper. 
This  last  piece  of  intelligence  is,  I  presome,  too 
laughable  to  be  true;  and  the  destruction  of  the 
Custom-house  appears  to  have,  in  some  degree, 
interfered  with  mme  ;— added  to  which,  the  W 
battle  of  Buonaparte  has  usurped  the  eohuna  hh 
therto  devoted  to  my  bulletin. 

"  I  send  you  from  this  day's  Morning  Post  the  best 
which  have  hitherto  appeared  on  this '  impudent  dog- 
gerel/ as  the  Courier  calls  it.  There  was  anodier 
about  my  diet  when  a  b^y— not  at  all  bad— some  time 
ago ;  but  the  rest  are  but  indifibrent 
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" I  AaM  thiiik  about  your  ormtoneai  hint;  *— but 
I  biTe  nerer  aet  anich  upon  *  that  cast,'  and  am 
{lown  M  dred  a*  Sokmon  of  ereiy  thing,  and  of 
pyidf  moK  than  nnj  thing.  This  is  being  what  the 
learned  call  phikwophical,  and  the  Tulgar,  lack-a-dai- 
■esL  I  am^  boweror,  slwajs  glad  of  a  blessing ;  f 
pny,  repeat  yours  soon,— at  least  your  letter,  and  j 
iftsi  dunk  the  benediction  included. 

**ETer,««5.'» 

LETTER  CLXVn. 

TO  MR  DALLAS. 


1701,  1814. 

"Hie  Coorierof  this  evening  accuses  me  of  having 
'reeeired  and  pocketed '  large  sums  for  my  works.  I 
hsTe  nerer  yet  received,  nor  wished  to  receive,  a  far- 
tbsg  far  any.  Mr  Murray  ofiered  a  thousand  for  the 
Oisoor  and  Bride  of  Abydos,  which  I  said  was  too 
■och,  and  that  if  he  could  aSbrd  it  at  the  end  of  six 
■OBiha,  I  would  then  direct  how  it  might  be  disposed 
ef ;  bat  neither  then,  nor  at  any  other  period^  have 
I  ew  avafled  myself  of  the  profits  on  my  own  account. 
Pbr  the  republication  of  Ihe  Satire^  I  refused  four 
faaodred  guineas;  and  for  the  previous  editions  I 
aerer  asked  nor  received  a  tout,  nor  for  any  writing 
whatever.  I  do  not  wish  you  to  do  any  thing  dis- 
sgreeable  to  yourself;  there  never  was  nor  shall  be 
say  eowfitioDS  nor  stipulations  with  regard  to  any  ao- 
eommodatioa  that  I  cooM  afford  you;  and,  on  your 
part,  I  can  see  nothing  derogatory  in  receiving  the 
oopjright.  It  wasonly  aasistaoceaifordedtoaworthy 
■aa,  bj  one  not  quite  so  worthy. 

"  Mr  Murrey  is  gomg  to  contradict  this ;  t  but  your 
naHfwiD  not  be  mentioned:  for  your  own  part,  you 
an  a  free  agent,  and  are  to  do  as  you  please.  I  only 
kope  that  now,  as  always,  you  will  think  that  I  wish 
Is  take  no  unfi^  advantage  of  the  accidental  oppor- 
tmitj  which  circumstances  permitted  me  of  being  of 
Me  to  you. 

"Ever,  fee." 

In  eooaeqaencf  of  this  letter,  Mr  Daflas  addressed 
aa  explanation  to  one  of  the  newspapers,  of  which 
the  following  is  a  part ; — Ihe  remainder  being  oc- 
etqiied  with  a  rather  dunuily  managed  defence  of  his 
noble  hfnffcdor  on  the  subject  of  the  Stan£as. 

TO  1HB  WOnOR  OF  THB  MOKNINO  POST. 
«SlB, 

"1  have  seen  the  paragraph  in  an  evening  paper, 
■  which  Lord  Byron  is  acouted  of  'receiving  and 
pocketing 'large  sums  for  his  works.  I  believe  no 
cae  who  knows  him  has  the  slightest  suspicion  of  tlus 
kind;  bat  the  assertion  being  public,  I  think  it  a  jus- 
tiee  I  owe  to  Lord  Byron  to  contradict  it  publicly.  I 
adtkess  tUs  letter  to  you  for  that  purpose,  and  I  am 
happy  that  it  gives  me  an  opportunity  at  this  mo- 
BMBi  to  Bsake  some  observations  which  I  have  for 
several  daya  been  anxious  to  do  publicly,  but  from 

*  I  kad  eadeavoored  to  peraosde  him  to  take  a  part  m 
paiHaainaiai  J  aSUrs,  and  to  ezercise  his  talent  for  CHratory 

t  la  caocladiac  ay  letter,  haviBK  said  "  Ood  blest  yon  r' 
I  Mhkil   "  a«t  U.  if  yon  kave  no  ol^ection." 
t  The  alateaMnt  oT  tbe  Coortor,  ftc. 


I  have  been  restrained  by  an  apprehensioB 
that  I  should  be  suspected  of  being  prompted  by  his 
lordship. 

**  I  take  upon  me  to  affirm  that  Lord  Byron  never 
received  a  shilling  for  aoy  of  his  works.  To  my  cer- 
tain knowledge,  the  profits  of  the  Satire  were  left 
entirely  to  the  publisher  of  it  The  gift  of  the  copy- 
right of  ChQde  HaroM's  Pilgrimage,  1  have  already 
publicly  acknowledged  in  the  dedication  of  the  new 
edition  of  my  novels;  and  I  now  add  my  acknowledg- 
ment for  that  0^  the  Corsair,  not  only  for  the  profitable 
part  of  it,  but  for  the  delicate  and  delightfril  manner 
of  bestowing  it  vrhile  yet  unpublished.  With  respect 
to  his  two  other  poems,  the  Giaour  and  the  Bryde  of 
Abydos,  Mr  Mumy,  the  publisher  of  them,  can  truly 
attest  that  no  partof  the  sale  of  them  has  ever  touched 
his  hands,  or  been  disposed  of  for  his  use.  Having 
said  thus  much  as  to  foots,  I  cannot  but  express  my 
surprise  that  it  shouM  ever  be  deemed  a  matter  of 
reproach  that  he  shouM  appropriate  the  pecuniaiy 
returns  of  his  works.  Neither  rank  nor  fortune  seems 
to  me  to  place  aiqr  man  above  this ;  for  what  dif> 
ference  does  it  nuke  in  honour  and  noUe  feelings, 
whether  a  copyright  be  bestowed,  or  its  value  em- 
pfoyed  in  beneficent  purposes  ?  I  differ  with  my  Lord 
Qyron  on  the  subject,  as  well  as  some  others ;  and  he 
has  constantly,  both  by  word  and  action,  shown  his 
avonioa  to  receiving  money  for  his  productions. " 

LETTER  CLXVni. 


*'  Feb.  90th,  1814. 

**  DaDas  had,  perhaps,  have  better  kept  sflence ;-« 
but  that  vras  hit  concern,  and,  as  his  facts  are  cor- 
rect, and  his  motive  not  dishonourable  to  himself,  I 
wished  him  weQ  through  it.  As  for  his  interpretations 
of  the  lines,  he  and  any  one  else  may  interpret  them 
as  they  please.  I  have  and  shall  adhere  to  my  taci- 
turnity, unless  something  veiy  particular  occurs  to 
render  this  impossible.  Do  not  you  say  a  word.  If 
any  one  is  to  speak,  it  is  the  person  principally  con- 
cerned. The  most  amusing  thing  is,  that  eveiy  one 
(to  me)  attributes  the  abuse  to  the  man  thqf  perton- 
ally  mott  ditWee ! — some  say  C**r,  some  C**e, 
others  P  *  *  d,  &c.  &o.  &c.  I  do  not  know,  and  have 
no  clue  but  conjecture.  If  discovered,  and  he  turns 
out  a  hireling,  he  must  be  left  to  his  wages ;  if  a  ca- 
valier, he  must  *  wink,  and  hold  out  his  iron.' 

**  I  had  some  thoughts  of  putting  the  questioa  to 
C  ** r ;  but  H.,  who,  I  am  sure,  wouM  not  dissuade 
me,  if  it  were  right,  advised  me  by  aU  means  not ; — 
*that  I  had  no  right  to  take  it  upon  suspicion,'  &c.  &c. 
Whether  H.  is  correct,  J  am  not  aware,  but  he  believes 
himself  so,  and  says  there  can  be  but  one  opinion 
on  that  subject.  This  I  am,  at  least,  sure  of,  that  he 
would  never  prevent  me  from  doing  what  he  deemed 
the  duty  of  a  preux  chevalier.  lH  such  cases— at 
least,  in  this  country — we  must  act  according  to 
usages.  In  considering  this  instance,  I  dismiss  my 
own  personal  feelings.  Any  man  will  and  must  fight, 
when  necessary,— even  without  a  motive.  Here,  I 
should  take  it  up  really  without  much  resentment ; 
for,  unless  a  woman  one  likes  is  in  the  way,  it  issooie 
years  since  I  folt  a  long  anger.    But,  undoubtedly. 
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oodd  I,  or  Biaj  I,  tnce  U  to  «  mlui  of  Btatioo,  I 
riioukl  and  shall  do  what  is  proper. 

**  *  *ma  angeriy,  but  tried  to  ooooeal  it.  *  Fonare 
not  called  upon  to  ETOW  the 'Twopennj/ and  would 
onlj  gratify  then  by  so  dosof .  Do  yon  not  see  the 
great  object  of  all  these  fooleries  is  to  Set  him,  aad  joo, 
and  me,  and  all  pcrsoos  whatsoerer,  by  the  ears!— 
nore  especiaQy  those  who  are  on  good  tenns,— and 
neaiiy  svocaeded.  Lord  H.  wished  me  to  ooiconfe  to 
Lord  Caible— concede  to  the  derill— -to  a  man  who 
laed  me  ill?  I  told  him,  in  answer,  that  I  would 
neither  concede,  nor  recede  on  the  sul^ect,  but  be 
silent  altogether;  unless  aqy  thing  more  coold  be  said 
about  Lady  H.  and  himself;  who  had  been  since  my 
▼ery  good  friends;— and  there  it  ended.  This  was 
no  time  for  concesmoas  to  Lord  C. 

^  I  hare  been  interrupted,  but  shall  writ 
BeheTe  me  erer,  mj  dear  Moore,  &c 


Another  of  his  friends  haTing  expressed,  soon  after, 
some  intention  of  volunteering  publidy  in  his  defence, 
he  lost  no  time  in  repressing  faim  by  the  foUowingsea- 
sible  letter. 

LETTER  CLXDL 


TOW*' 


BSQ. 


•*  VBbmryS8lk,1814. 
^'MY  DEAR  W., 

**  I  hsTe  but  a  few  moments  to-writeyou.  Silence 
is  the  only  answer  to  the  things  you  mention;  nor 
should  I  regard  that  man  as  my  friend  who  said  a 
word  more  on  the  subject.  I  care  little  for  attacks, 
but  I  will  not  submit  to  defetwet ;  and  I  do  hope  and 
trust  that  yoa  have  never  entertained  a  serious  thought 
ofengagiog  in  sofooUih  a  controvert.  Dallas's  letter 
was,  to  his  credit,  merely  as  to  &ct8  which  he  had  a 
right  to  state;  /neither  have  nor  shall  take  the  least 
pubHo  notice,  nor  permit  any  one  else  to  do  so.  If  I 
discover  the  writer,  then  I  may  act  in  a  different 
manner ;  but  it  will'not  be  m  writing. 

**  An  expression  in  your  letter  has  induced  me  to 
write  this  to  you,  to  entreat  you  not  to  interfere  in 
any  way  in  such  a  business; — it  is  now  nearly  over, 
and  depend  upon  it  thejf  aremuch  more  chagrined  by 
my  silaioe,than  they  could  be  by  the  best  defence  m 
the  world.  I  do  not  know  any  thing  that  would  vex 
me  more  than  any  further  reply  to  these  things. — 
Ever  yours,  in  haite, 

LETTER  CLXX. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

"MarohS.iSM. 
'^MT  OBAR  FRIDfD,. 

**  I  have  a  great  mind  to  tell  you  that  I  am  *  uneom- 
fMtaUe,'  if  only  to  make  you  come  to  town;  where 
BO  one  ever  more  delighted  m  seeing  you,  nor  k  there 
aiqr  one  to  whom  I  would  sooner  tuni  for  consefetion 
in  my  mort  vapourish  moments.  The  truth  is,  I  have 
*  no  lack  of  argument'  to  ponder  upon  of  the  most 
gloomy  description,  but  this  arises  from  other  eanses. 
Some  day  or  odier,  when  we  are  veteram,  I  may  teO 
you  a  tale  of  present  and  past  times;  and  it  is  not  from 


want  of  conftdenoe  that  I  do  not  now,^bat— hot— 
always  a  Anl  to  the  end  of  the  chapter. 

**  TImto  is  nothing,  however,  upon  the  spot  either 
to  love  or  hate ;— but  I  certainly  have  suli|eelt  for 
both  at  no  veiy  great  distance,  and  am  besides  embsr- 
rassed  between  three  whom  I  know,  and  one  (wfaoie 
name,  at  least)  I  do  not  know.  All  this  would  be 
veiy  weD,  if  I  had  no  heart;  but,  unluckily,  I  bare 
found  that  there  u  suohathing  still  about  me,  though 
in  no  veiy  good  repair,  and,  also,  that  it  hasa  babit 
of  attaching  itsdf  to  one,  whether  I  will  or  no.— 
'  Divide  et  impera,'  I  begin  to  think,  will  only  do  for 
politios. 

«*  If  I  discover  the  •  toad,' as  you  caO  him,  I  ddl 
'tread,'— and  put  spikes  in  my  shoes  todoitmoie 
effectually.  The  efiect  of  all  these  fbe  thisgi,  1  do 
not  inquire  much  nor  peroeive.  I  believe*  *  Uk 
them  more  than  either^  us.  People  are  drileooogh, 
and  I  havo  had  no  dearth  of  invitations,— nooe  of 
whidi,  however>  I  have  accepted.  I  went  out  TCfj 
little  kst  year,  and  mean  to  go  about  still  len.  Ibsve 
no  passion  for  circles,  and  have  long  regretted  (hat  I 
ever  gave  way  to  what  is  called  a  town  life ;— which, 
of  aU  the  Ihres  I  ever  saw  (and  they  are  nesrlyti 
many  as  Phitarch's),  seems  tome  to  leavethe  lcs« 
for  the  past  and  friture. 

**How  proceeds  the  Poem!  Do  not  neglect  it, 
and  I  have  no  fears.  I  need  not  say  to  yon  that  your 
feme  k  dear  to  me,— I  really  might  say  demtr  thu 
my  own ;  for  I  have  latdy  begun  to  think  ny  thingi 
have  bc«n  strangely  overrated ;  and,  at  soy  nte, 
whether  or  not,  I  have  donn  with  them  forerer.  I 
may  say  to  you,  what  I  would  not  say  to  every  body, 
that  the  kst  two  were  written,  the  Bride  mfoor,  u<l 
the  Corsair  m  ten  days,«  — whiohl  take  to  be  amost 
humilkfiHg  confession,  as  it  proves  my  oVm  want  of 
judgment  in  puUtshing^  and  the  public's  u  reading 
things,  which  cannot  have  stamina  for  pemsneBtat. 
tention.*  So  much  for  Buckingham.' 

**  I  have  no  dread  of  your  being  too  hasty,  sad  1 
havestiO  less  of  your  foiling.  But  I  think  a  |i«ira 
very  fair  allotment  of  tone  to  a  compositioo  whiAii 
not  to  be  Epic;  and  even  Horace's  *  Nonum  pw"^ 
tHr'  must  have  been  intended  for  the  MiUeniiun,  or 
some  kmger^ived  generation  than  ours.  I  wonder 
how  much  we  shouU  have  had  of  Akh  had  be  ob- 
served hk  own  doctrines  to  the  letter.  Peacebewtfh 
youl  Remember  that  I  am  always  and  meet  troly 
yours,  &c 

**P.S.— I  never  heard  the  'report'  you  mentma, 
nor,  I  dare  say,  maiqr  others.  But,  in  couree,  yoM»^ 
well  as  others,  have  'damned  good-natured  (nta», 

*  In  asserttag  that  te  dsT0t«l  Imt  lipw  deyt  to  (ki  eoa- 
porftton  of  the  Bride.  Iw  mint  be  undcrrtood  to  refcr  w 

to  the  ftrat  eketch  of  that  poein.-4he  gocoeMl?©  •*»«*• 
by  which  It  was  tncreawd  to  iU  preaent  loBfth  k™»r 
copied,  aa  we  have  aeen,  a  maehloairer  period.  |>^^ 
mir,  an  tho  contrary,  was,  firom  heffianiag  ta  ead.  iw 
off  at  a  heat^-there  beisf  hot  Uttle  alteratioii  oradfltMa 
afterwarda.-aiid  the  rapidity  with  which  it  wa»  P«ww 
(bolnff  at  the  rate  of  nearly  two  haodrad  linaa  a  dMl»«" 
be  altofether  incredible,  had  we  naC  hia  owa.  aawenetw 
pabUaher%  teatfanony  to  the  ihct.  8Mh  an  aeWart^^- 
.takii«  into  aeeout  the  anpaaaiaf  beaaly  of  the  tHf^ 

ia,  perhapa.  whoUy  without  a  parallel  in  the  W******^ 

aiaa,  arfd  ehowathaft  «*crlreF<»"  ^•••*^»'«*  *2IS. 
expraaaea  H,  may  be  aoMOtbnea  a  dMtter  rood  ta  pemcnv" 

than  any  that  art  haa  ever  atrack  out 
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whodo  their  doty  in  the  usual  way,  One  thing  will 
■akejoabogli       ****.*. 

LETTER  CLXXI. 

TO  ME  MOORB. 

«]Ulthm]i,18I4. 

■*  GiKSB  darkly,  and  you  will  seldom  err.  At  pre- 
KBt,  I  shall  say  no  more,  and,  perhaps— but  no  mat- 
to*.  I  hope  we  shall  some  day  meet,  and  whatever 
ytaiBBmy  precede  or  succeed  it,  I  shall  mark  it  with 
the  SHute  stone*  in  my  calendar.  I  am  not  sure 
dai  I  ^MiH  not  soon  be  in  your  neighbourhood  again. 
if  BO,  and  I  am*  afene  (ai  will  probably  be  the  case), 
I  J»«w  invade  and  cany  you  off,  and  endeaTour  to 
atone  for  sorry  fare  by  a  sincere  weloome.  I  don't 
kaow  the  penoo  absent  (barring  '  the  sect*)  I  shoukl 
beso^adtoseeagam. 
*I  haTe  nothing  of  the  sort  you  mention  but  the 
Kff  (the  ^l^eepers),  if  you  like  to  have  them  in  the 
„^  I  wish  to  give  them  all  possible  droulation. 
T%f  fimU  reflection  is  downright  actionable,  and  to 
pntH  would  be  peril  to  the  publisher;  but  I  think 
the  T^ais  have  a  natural  fight  to  bebi^^,  and  the 
e&or  (whoerer  be  may  be)  might  supply  a  &oetious 
Bote  or  DOC,  as  he  pleased. 

I  camsot  ooDceire  how  the  FauW  has  got  about, 

itt  so  it  is.    It  is  too/aroMcA«;  but,  truth  to  say, 

mj  Mtiies  are  not  ?ery  pbyful.  I  hare  the  plan  of 
as  eptele  in  my  head,  at  him  and  fo  hnn;  and,  if  they 
aie  aoC  a  fitlfe  quieter,  I  shall  imbody  it.  I  should 
■y  ftiU  or  nothing  of  mytelf.  As  to  mirth  and  ridi- 
cde,  that  is  out  of  my  way ;  but  I  have  a  tolerable 
foad  of  stermnesB  and  contempt,  and,  with  Jurenal 
^4an  me,  I  dtaH  periu^  read  him  a  lecture  he  has 

Mt  kldj  heard  in  the  C 1.    From  particular  cti^ 

iMBBlBiiKS.  which  came  to  my  knowledge  almost  by 
»^^iAm^^  I  could  *  tell  him  what  heis — I  know  him 

wA'  ...         ,      , 

**  I  meant,  niy  dear  M.,  to  wntelto  you  afcrng  letter, 

bat  I  an  bnnried,  and  time  dips  my  inclination  down 
ID  yours,  Cse.  ^  .  .,         ** 

*•  ^.%.-^Thmk  agmn  before  you  thelfjom  Poem. 
TWre  is  a  youngster  (older  than  me,  by  the  by,  but 
a  yoai«er  poet),  Mr  G.  Knight,  with  a  yoL  of 
Eaaten  TUes,  written  since  his  return,— for  he  has 
been  m  the  countries.  He  sent  lo  me  last  summer, 
■ad  I  advised  him  to  write  one  in  each  wteature, 
without  may  intention,  at  that  time,  of  doing  the  same 
ihin^  Since  that,  fron^  habit  of  writing  in  a  fever, 
I  faafe  anticipated  him  in  the  variety  of  measures, 
bat  quite  umntentionaHy.  Of  the  stories,  I  know 
■oihiiv,  noC  having  seen  them  H*  but  &«  has  some  bdy 
m  a  mA^  too,  like  the  Giaour:— he  told  me  at  the 

**  The  best  way  to  make  the  public '  forget '  me  is 
to  remind  them  of  yourself.  You  cannot  suppose  that 
/  woahl  ask  you  or  advise  you  to  publish,  if  I  thought 
you  would /nL  I  realty  have  no  liteiaiy  envy ;  and 
Ids  mK  believe  a  friend's  success  ever  sat  nearer 


«fkaae  WMer  aad  powerftd 
fte  •peoisff  of  fte  vanlt  that 
Beary  Vm  and  Clnrles  I. 

f  He  wM  aci  jei  sware.  It  m 
iHiHBKript  MBt  to  Wta  by  Us 
ofVrKslght. 


^  he  wrote  on 
the  reaudas  ot 


•  from  the  pen 


another  than  youn  do  to  my  best  wishes.  It  is  for 
#/li£rrV  9^^^^"*^  to  *  bear  no  brother  near,' and  cannot 
become  our  disease  for  more  years  than  we  may  per- 
haps  number.  I  wish  you  to  be  out  before  Eastern 
sul^jects  are  again  before  the  public.'' 

LET.TER  CLXXIL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

*'  Msrth  19th.  1814. 

^  I  have  not  time  to  read  the  whole  M.S,*  but  what 
I  have  seen  seems  very  well  written  (both  prote  and 
veree),  and  though  I  am  and  can  be  no  judge  (at  least 
A  fair  one  on  this  subject),  containing  nothing  which 
you  ought  to  hesitate  publishing  upon  my  account. 
If  the  author  is  not  Ehr  Btuby  himself,  I  think  it  a 
pity,  on  his  oion  account,  that  he  should  dedicate  it 
to  his  subscribers ;  nor  can  I  perceive  what  Dr  Busby 
has  to  do  with  the  matter,  except  as  a  translator  of 
Lucretius,  for  ¥rhose  doctrines  he  is  surely  not  res- 
ponsible. I  ten  you  openly,  and  really  most  smcerely, 
that,  if  published  at  all,  there  is  no  earthly  reason 
why  you  should  not ;  on  thecontraiy,  I  should  receive 
it  as  the  greatest  compliment  yoa  could  pay  to  your 
good  opinion  of  ray  candour,  to  print  and  circulate 
that  or  any  other  work,  attacking  me  in  a  manly 
manner,  and  without  any  malicious  intention,  from 
which,  as  &r  as  I  have  seen,  I  must  exonerate  this 
writer. 

''He  is  vrrong  in  one  thing, — /am  no  aiheitt; 
but  if  he  thinks  ^  have  published  principles  tending 
to  such  opinions,  he  has  a  perfect  right  to  controvert 
them.  Pray  publish  it ;  I  shall  never  forgive  myself 
if  I  thmk  that  I  have  prevented  you. 

^  Blake  my  compliments  to  the  author,  and  tell 
him  I  wish  him  success ;  his  verse  is  very  deserving 
of  it;  and  I  shall  be  the  last  person  to  suspect  his 
motives.    Yours,  &c. 

^  P.S. — If  yoM  do  not  publish  it,  some  one  else  will. 
You  cannot  suppose  me  so  narrow-minded  as  to 
shrink  from  discussioo.  I  repeat  once  for  all,  that 
I  think  it  a  good  Poem  (as  for  as  I  have  redde) ;  and 
that  is  the  only  point  you  should  consider.  How 
odd  that  eight  Unet  shoukl  have  given  birth,  I  really 
think,  to  eight  ihmuand^  including  ail  that  .has  been 
said,  and  will  be,  on  the  subject  1 " 

LETTER  CLXXm. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"April  Mb,  1814. 
*<  An  these  news  are  very  fine;  but  nevertheless  I 
want  my  books,  if  you  can  find,  or  cause  them  to  be 
found  for  me,— if  only  to  lend  them  to  Napoleon  in 
'the  island  of  Elba,' during  his>etirement.  I  also 
(if  convenient,  and  you  have  no  party  with  you) 
should  be  gkbd  to  speak  with  you  for  a  few  minutes 
this  evening,  as  I  have  had  a  letter  from  Mr  Moore, 
and  vrish  to  ask  you,  as  the  best  judge,  of  the  best 
time  for  him  to  publish  the  work  he  has  composed. 
I  need  not  say,  that  I  have  his  success  much  at 

«  The  Bannseript  oT  a  long  grave  ssUre,  entitled  *'  Anti- 
Byron,"  which  had  been  sent  to  Mr  Mnrray,  and  by  him 
forwaided  toLerd  Byreo,  wHh  a  request-^ot  >»«■«,  I 
believe,  aerieadr-that  he  weald  five  his  opinion  ss  te  the 
propriety  oT  pabliAing  it. 
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heart;  not  only  because  he  is  my  friend,  but  some- 
thing much  better— a  man  of  great  taknt,  of  which 
he  is  Ie»  sensible  than  I  believe  any  even  of  his 
enemies.  If  you  can  so  fiir  oblige  me  as  to  step 
down,  do  so ;  and  if  you  are  otherwise  occupied, 
say  nothing  about  it.  I  shaQ  find  you  at  home  in  the 
course  of  next  week. 

*<P.S.— I  see  Sotheby's  Tragedies  advertised.  The 
Death  of  Damley  is  a  fiunous  subject— one  of  the 
best,  I  should  thmk,  for  the  drama.  Pray  let  me 
have  a  copy,  when  ready. 

"Mrs  Leigh  was  very  much  pleased  with  her 
books,  and  desired  me  to  thank  you ;  she  means,  I 
believe,  to  write  to  you  her  acknowledgments." 

LETTER  CLXXIV. 

'  TO  MR  MOORE 

"9,  Albany,  April  Ml,  1814. 
**  Visoount  Althorpe  is  about  to  be  married,  and  I 
have  gotten  his  spacious   bachdor  apartments   in 
Albany,  to  which  you  will,  I  hope,  address  a  speedy 
answer  to  this  mine  epistle. 

^  I  am  but  just  returned  to  town,  finom  which  you 
may  infer  that  I.  have  been  out  of  it;  and  I  have 
beoi  boxing,  for  exercise,  with  Jackson  for  this  last 
month  daily.  I  have  also  been  drinking,— «Bd,  on 
one  occasion,  with  three  other  friends  at  the  Cocoa 
Tree,  from  six  till  four,  yea,  unto  five  in  the  matin. 
We  dareted  and  champagned  tiU  two — then  supped, 
and  finished  with  a  kind  of  regency  punch  composed 
of  madeira,  brandy,  and  green  tea,  no  real  water 
being  admitted  therein.  There  was  a  night  for 
you!— without  once  quitting  the  table,  except  to 
ambulate  home,  which  I  did  akme,  and  in  utter  con- 
tempt of  a  hackney-coach  and  my  own  eir,  both  of 
which  were  deemed  necessaiy  for  our  conveyance. 
And  so,— I  am  very  weD,  and  they  say  it  wfll  hurt 
my  constitution. 

**  I  have  also,  more  or  leas,  been  breaking  a  few  of 
the  finvourite  commandments ;  but  I  mean  to  puD  up 
and  man7« — if  any  one  wiD  have  me.  In  the  mean 
time,  the  other  day  I  nearly  kflled  myself  with  a  coUar 
of  brawn,  which  I  swaOowed  for  supper,  and  m- 
digested  for  I  don't  know  how  kmg;— but  that  is  by 
the  by.  AH  this  gourmandise  was  in  honour  of 
Lent ;  for  I  am  forbidden  meat  all  the  rest  of  the 
year,— but  it  is  strictly  enjoined  me  during  your  so- 
lemn fiut.  I  have  been,  and  am,  in  very  tolerable 
love; — but  of  that  hereafter,  as  it  may  be. 

**  My  dear  Moore,  say  what  you  wiD  in  your  Pre&ce, 
and  quix  any  thing,  or  anytbody,— me,  if  you  like  it. 
Oons  1  doet  thou  think  me  of  the  old,  or  rather  elderly , 
school  r  If  one  can't  jest  with  one's  friends,  with 
whom  can  we  be  facetious  ?  You  have  nothing  to  fear 
from  *  ^,  whom  I  have  not  seen,  being  out  of  town 
when  he  called.  He  win  be  veiy  correct,  smooth, 
and  all  that,  but  I  doubt  whether  there  win  be  aiiy 
'  grace  beyond  the  reach  of  art ;'— and,  whether  there 
isornot,  how  kmg  will  you  be  sod— d  modest?  As 
lor  Jeffrey,  it  is  a  vety  handsome  thing  of  him  to 
speak  well  of  an  okl  antagonist, — and  what  a  mean 
mind  dared  not  do.  Any  one  wOl  revoke  praise ;  but 
—were  it  not  partly  my  own  case — I  shoukl  say  that 
very  few  have  strength  of  mind  to  unsay  their  censure, 
or  foQow  it  up  with  praise  of  other  things. 


"  What  think  you  of  the  review  of  Lmt?  It  heats 
the  Bag  and  my  hand-grenade  hollow,  at  an  invectiTef 
and  hath  thrown  the  Court  into  hystarics,  as  I  hear 
finom  very  good  authority.  Have  you  heard  from 
*       ♦       ♦       ♦         *       *. 

**No  more  rhyme  for— or  rather,  Jrom—ne.  I 
have  taken  my  leave  of  that  stage,  and  benoeibrtli 
win  mountebank  it  no  longer.  I  have  had  mj  day, 
and  there' s  an  end.  The  utmost  I  expect,  or  ereo 
wish,  is  to  have  it  said  in  the  Biographu  Britaimica, 
that  I  might  perhaps  have  been  a  poet,  had  1  gme 
on  and  amended.  Mj  great  comfort  is,  that  the  tem- 
poraiy  celebrity  I  have  wrung  from  the  world  has 
been  in  the  very  teeth  of  aH  opinions  and  prejadicn. 
I  have  flattered  no  ruling  powers;  I  have  nerer  cod- 
cealed  a  single  thought  that  tempted  me.  Thejr  caul 
say  I  have  truckled  to  the  times,  nor  to  popular  topics 
(as  Johnson,  or  somebody,  said  of  Cleveland},  and 
whatever  I  have  gained  has  been  at  the  expenditure 
of  as  much  jD^rtono/ favour  as  possible;  fori  do  b^ 
lieve  nerer  was  a  bard  more  unpopular,  quoad  AosMi 
thann^self.  And  now  I  have  done;— *  Indite  ouoe 
alios.'  Every  body  may  be  d-d,  as  they  seem  fond 
of  it,  and  resolved  to  stickle  Iust^y  for  endleai  brim- 
stone. 

^  Oh— by  the  by ,  I  had  nearly  forgot  Vuk  is  a 
long  Poem,  an  *Anti-Byron,'  coming  out,  to  prore 
that  I  have  fomed  a  conspiracy  to  overthrow,  by 
rhyme f  aU  religion  and  government,  and  have  already 
nude  great  progress  1  It  is  not  very  scurriknis,  bat 
serious  and  ethereal.  I  never  felt  myself  important, 
tin  I  saw  and  heard  of  my  being  such  a  little  Vokaire 
as  to  induce  such  a  production.  Murray  would  not 
publish  it,  for  which  he  was  a  fool,  and  so  I  told  hioi; 
but  some  one  dse  wiU,  doubtless.  *  Something  loo 
much  of  this.' 

**  Your  FYenoh  scheme  is  good,  but  let  it  he  Mm; 
an  the  Angles  wiU  be  at  Paris.  Let  it  be  Bone, 
Milan,  Naples,  Florence,  Turin,  Venice,  or  Switser- 
knd,  and  *  egad !'  (as  Boiyes  saith),  I  win  eoonobiale 
and  join  you;  andwewinwriteanew'Infinno'inoor 
Paradise.  Pray,  think  ofthi^-and  I  wiU  really  boy 
a  wife  and  a  ring,  and  say  the  oeremooy,  and  leUle 
near  you  in  a  summer-house  upon  the  Arno,  or  the  Po, 
or  the  Adriatic. 

"  Ah  1  my  poor  little  pagod.  Napoleon,  has  walked 
off  his  pedestal.  He  has  abdicated,  they  say.  Thii 
would  draw  molten  brass  from  the  eyes  of  Zatanai. 
What ! '  kiss  the  ground  before  young  Makolm'i  feet, 
and  then  be  baited  by  the  rabble's  cursel '  Icansot 
bear  such  a  crouching  catastrophe.  I  must  stick  to 
SyUa,  for  my  modem  favourites  don't  do,— thdr  resig- 
nations are  of  a  different  kind.  An  health  and  pn»- 
perity,  my  dear  Moore.  Excuse  this  lengthy  letter. 
Ever,  &c. 

**  PS. — ^The  Quarteiiy  quotes  you  frequent^  m  ai 
article  on  America ;  and  every  body  I  know  aiks  per 
petually  after  you  and  yours.  When  wiU  you  answer 
them  in  person  P 

He  did  not  kmg  persevere  in  his  resolutioD  agaisflt 
writing,  as  win  be  seen  fnnn  the  foDowing  notes  to  hit 
publisher. 
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10  MB  MURKAT. 

**  April  10th,  1814. 
''I  !«▼•  mitten  an  Ode  on  Ae  fan  of  Napoleon, 
«bkli,irjonfike,IwiDcop7  out,  and  make  you  a 
■ealof.  MrMeriTa]elias8eenpartofit,andlikei 
„  Yoa  may  abow  it  to  Bfr  Gifibrd,  and  print  it,  or 
Bot,  aa  70a  please— it  is  of  no  consequence.  It  con- 
laiaB  vp^h^  in  kit  fiiToar,  and  no  aflusion  whate?er 
i»oBrofmKOTemEientortheBourix«8.  Yours,  &c. 
^'P^— It  ia  in  the  measure  of  my  stanzas  at  the 
end  of  Childe  HanM,  which  were  much  liked,  bcgin- 
'  s  'And  thou  art  dead,'  &c  &c.  There  are  ten 
Bsaa  of  ift-Hiinety  lines  in  all** 


TO  MRMDUUIT. 

"  April  nth,  ISU. 
*  I  cBdoae  yoa  a  letterff  from  Mrs  Leigh. 
*'ItwiDbebestiio<to  put  my  nametoour  Ocls; 
hot  yimmaj  soy  as  openly  as  you  like  that  it  is  mine, 
ud  I  can  ioKribe  it  to  Mr  Hobhouse,  from  the 
aOtfr,  which  will  mark  it  sniBciently.  After  the 
wiution  of  not  puUishmg,  though  it  is  a  thmg  of 
Elite  les^th  and  hjss  consequence,  it  wiD  be  better 
ahogallKr  that  it  is  anonymous;  but  we  will  incor- 
psnle  k  m  the  first  toaic  of  ours  that  yoa  find  time 
erihewiihtopab&lu 

*<Yoiina]way, 

**p^._I^hope  yoa  got  a  note  of  altemtions,  sent 

•»p.8. Oh  my  books!  my  booksl  will  you  nerer 

Uavbooksf 

"Alter  *poteni  q>ea'  to  '^mckeniMg  spell  -.'  the 
fat  (aa  PukmiuB  says)  <is  a  rile  phrase,'  and  means 
"    ^,  besides  bebg  common-plaoe  and  RoiOr 


10  MB  IfOBXAT. 

<*  April  Uth,  1814. 
*■!  send  yoa  a  few  notes  and  trifling  alterations, 
■ad  an  additional  motto  from  Gibbon,  which  you  will 
find  va^miarfy  appnpriaie,  A  *  Good-natured 
priend'  tdls  me  there  is  a  most  scurrilous  attack  on 
ut  mthe  Aaliiacobhi  Review,  which  you  hare  not 
aeat.  Send  it,  as  I  am  in  that  state  of  languor 
which  wffl  derhe  benefit  from  getting  into  a  passion. 
Brer.&c'* 

LETTER  CLXXV. 

TO  MB  MOOBB. 

"Albanyt  April  SOth,  1814. 
**I  mm  rerj  glad  to  hear  that  you  are  to  be  tran- 
sient from  MayfieM  so  Teiy  soon,  and  was  taken  in 
by  the  int  part  of  your  tetter.*     Indeed,  for  aught 
I  know,  yon  may  be  treating  me,  as  SHpstep  says, 

•  Iterfbepw  my  letferin  the  felKwriaif  manner —••Hsre 
TCB  ween  the  '  Ode  to  Ntpolaon  Bu<msp«te?^I  raapect 
ttu be  eilfcerF-f-d'f  or  Bom  MatUda'f.  Those  rapid 
aai  miatririj  portrsits  of  aU  the  tynmU  thst  preceded  Na- 
Mleon  hwe  rrig<w  in  them  which  would  incline  me  to 
^tW  RosaMatilde  is  the  penon— bat  then,  on  the  other 

MM  orchis  mock  Mrallel.  the  letter  went  on  thof :~"  I 
*©«M  like  to  kwwr  whet  y<m  think  of  the  mstter?  Some 
^^  «C  mine  here  •itfinstot  that  it  i«  the  worii  of  the 


with '  ironing*  eren  now.  I  shall  say  nothing  of  the 
jftodtr,  fdiich  had  nothing  of  Aatmevr  in  it;  as  I  am 
apt  to  take  eren  a  critic,  and  still  more  a  friend,  at  his 
word,  and  never  to  doubt  that  I  haie  been  writing 
cursed  nonsense,  if  they  say  so.  There  was  a  mental 
resenration  in  my  pact  with  the  public,*  in  behalf  of 
tmowymet;  and,  eren  had  there  not,  the  proTocation 
was  such  as  to  make  it  physically  impossible  to  pass 
OTer  this  damnable  epoch  of  triumphant  tameness. 
'TIS  a  cursed  business ;  and,  after  all,  I  shall  think 
higher  of  rhyme  and  reason,  and  leiy  humbly  of  your 
heroic  people,  till— -Elba  becomes  a  Tolcano,  and 
sends  him  out  again.    I  can't  think  it  all  over  yet. 

''My  departure  for  the  continent  depends,  m  some 
measure,  on  the  incontinent.  I  have  two  eountiy 
mritations  at  home,  and  dont  know  what  to  say  or 
do.  In  the  mean  time,  I  hare  bought  a  macaw  and 
a  parrot,  and  have  got  up  my  bodis;  and  I  box  and 
fence  daily,  and  go  out  lery  littte. 

''At  this  present  writing,  Louis  the  Gouty  is 
wheeling  in  triumph  into  Piccadilly,  in  all  the  pomp 
and  rabblement  of  royalty.  I  had  an  offer  of  seats  to 
see  them  pass ;  but,  as  I  hare  seen  a  Sultan  going  to 
mosque,  and  been  at  hii  reception  of  an  ambassador, 
the  most  Christian  King  4iath  no  attractions  for  me :' 
— though  in  some  coming  year  of  the  Hegira,  1  diould 
not  dislike  to  see  the  place  where  he  had  reigned, 
shortly  after  the  second  revolution,  and  a  happy 
soferdgnty  of  two  mouthty  the  last  six  weeks  being 
civil  war. 

''Pray  write,  and  deem  me  ever,  &c.** 

LETTER  CLXXVL 

TO  MB  MOBBAT. 

**  April  31st,  1814, 

«  Many  thanks  with  the  letters  which  I  return. 
You  know  I  am  a  jaeobm,  and  could  not  wear  white, 
nor  see  the  installatioa  of  Louis  the  Gouty. 

"  This  is  sad  news,  and  very  hard  upon  the  suf- 
ferers at  any,  but  more  at  twh  a  time— I  mean  the 
Bayonne  sortie. 

*^  You  should  urge  Moore  to  come  out, 

M  P.S.— I  want  Moreri  to  purchase  for  good  and 
an.    I  haie  a  Bayle,  but  want  Moreri  too. 

«<  P.S.— Perry  hatha  piece  of  compliment  to-day  ; 
but  I  think  the  name  might  have  been  as  well 
omitted.  No  matter ;  they  can  but  throw  the  old 
story  of  inconsistency  in  my  teeth—- tet  them, — I  mean, 
as  to  not  publishmg.  However,  now  I  w31  keep  my 
word.  Nothing  but  the  occasion,  which  was  physic- 
atty  irresistibte,  made  me  swerve ;  and  I  thought  an 
ORoi^me  vrithin  my  P^^  with  the  public.  It  is  the 
only  «l»«ngr  I  haie  or  shall  set  about.  ** 

aothor  of  Childe  Harold«-bat  then  they  are  not  so  well  read 
in  F— f— d and  Rosa  MatUda  as  I  am;  and,  besides,  they 
seem  to  forget  that  yoit  promised,  about  a  month  or  two 
aco.  not  to  write  any  more  for  years.    Seriously."  &c.  &c. 

I.  quote  this  foolish  banter  merely  to  show  how  safely, 
even  on  his  most  sensittve  poinU,  one  might  yentore  to  Jest 
with  him. 

•  We  And  D*Argenson  thus  encouraftn^  Voltaire  to  break 
a  similar  row .— "  Continue  to  write  without  fear  for  fire- 
and-twenty  years  longer,  but  write  poetry,  notwithstanding 
your  oath  in  the  Prefbce  to  Newton." 
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LETTER  CLXXVU. 

TO    MR    MURRAY. 

*•  April  Kih,  1814. 

**  Let  Mr  GlfTord  haTe  the  letter  and  return  it  at 
his  leisure.  I  would  hare  oflered  it^  had  I  thought 
that  he  liked  things  of  the  kind. 

**  Do  you  want  the  last  page  immediatefy  ?  I  haie 
doubts  about  the  lines  being  worth  printing ;  at  any 
rate,  I  must  see  them  again  and  alter  some  passages, 
before  they  go  forth  in  any  shape  into  the  ocean  of 
circulation ;— -a  very  conceited  phrase,  by  the  by  : 
well  then — chaniul  of  publication  will  do. 

^  *  I  am  not  i'  the  Tein,'  or  I  could  knock  off  a 
stanza  or  three  for  the  Ode,  that  might  answer  the 
purpose  better.*  At  all  events,  1  musi  see  the  lines 
vi^nmjirst,  as  there  be  two  I  have  altered  in  my  mind's 
manuscript  already.  Has  anyjone  seen  and  judged 
of  them  ?  that  is  the  criterion  by  which  I  will  abide — 
only  give  me  a  fair  report,  and  '  nothing  extenuate,' 
as  I  will  in  that  case  do  something  else. 

**ETer,&e. 

^  I  want  ^formand  hnAihen^Bus.'* 
LETTER  CLXXVni. 

TO    MR    BfURRAT. 

"  Aprfl  mh,  1814 

^  I  have  been  thinking  that  it  might  be  as  weU  to 

publish  no  nrare  of  the  Ode  separately,  but  incorporate 

it  with  any  of  the  other  things,  and  include  the  smaller 

Poem  too  (in.  that  case) — which  I  OHist  previously 

*  Mr  Marray  had  requested  of  Um  to  make  soine  addi- 
tions to  the  Ode,  so  as  to  mre  the  Stamp  Duty  Impoeed 
upon  poblications  not  exceedioK  a  single  sheet,  and  the 
lines  h«  sent  him  for  this  purpose  were.  I  beliere.  those 
bcKinuinf  "We  do  not  cnne  thee,  Waterioo."  To  the  Ode 
itself,  be  afterwards  added,  in  successiTe  editions,  Ave  or 
•ix  ttanxas,  the  original  number  being  but  eleren.  Tbpn 
were  also  three  more  stanzas  which  he  never  printed,  but 
which,  for  the  just  tribute  they  contain  to  WasUngtoa,  are 
worthy  of  being  preserved. 

17. 
Then  WM  a  dajh-thcie  was  aa  hovr, 

While  eardi  was  GauL**— <3»ul  tlUue— 
^Vhen  that  Immeuunble  power 

Unsated  to  nMlfn 
Had  been  an  act  of  purer  fame 
Than  fathers  roand  Marrngo'a  name, 

And  flkled  thj  decline 
Thmnf^  die  lonf  twilight  of  all  doe. 
Despite  Mine  paatng  dood*  of  crlne. 

IS. 
*  Dot  thon  forMoth  nqft  be  a  kk^ 

And  don  the  parple  vnt. 
As  if  dMU  (ooUdk  robe  could  wring 

ReoMmbranoe  tnm  thy  breast. 
Where  Is  diat  faded  garment  {  where 
Tbe  newgaws  thoo  wert  food  to  wear 

The  star— the  string— the  crest? 
Vain  nnowani  child  of  empire !  ny 
Are  all  thy  playthings  soatdi'd  away  T 

19. 
Where  may  the  wearied  eye  repose 

\^  ben  gulog  on  the  great 
Where  neither  gnilty  glory  glows. 

Nor  despicable  stale  t 
YeM-^one— the  first— tbe  last— ttie  best-^ 
Tbo  ClQcinnatM  of  dte  West, 

Wliom  envy  dared  not  hate. 
Beqveadi'd  the  name  of  Washington, 
To  make  man  blush  there  was  but  One ! 


correct,  nevertheless.  I  can^  for  the  head  of  ne, 
add  a  line  worth  ■cribbliBg;By  *  vein'  is  quite  gone, 
and  my  present  occupations  are  of  the  gymnastic 
order— boxing  and  fencing— and  my  principal  con- 
versation is  with  my  macaw  and  Bayle.  I  want  m; 
Moreri,  and  I  want  Atheneus. 

"*  P.S.— I  hope  you  sent  back  that  poetical  packet 
to  the  address  which  I  forwarded  to  you  on  Sondaj : 
if  not,  pray  do ;  or  I  ahaD  have  the  author  screaiun; 
after  his  Epic." 

LETTER   CLXXIX. 

TO  MB  MDRBAY 

*' AprUS^lSli 

^  I  have  nogucM  at  your  author,— but  it  iia  noble 
Poem,*  and  worth  a  thousand  Odes  of  any  body't. 
I  suppose  I  may  keep  this  copy ;— after  reading  il,  I 
really  regret  having  written  my  own.  I  say  this  veiy 
sincerely,  albeit  unused  to  think  htmibly  of  myself. 

**  I  don^t  like  the  ndditicmal  stanzas  a(  oU^  tod 
they  had  better  be  left  out.  The  fact  is,  I  etnt  do 
anything  I  am  asked  to  do,  however  ghu^y  I  wmM; 
and  at  the  end  of  a  week  my  interest  inacompositioB 
goes  off.  This  vrill  account  to  you  for  my  doiflg  so 
better  for  your  *  Stamp  Duty'  Postscript 

^  The  S.  R.  is  very  dvil— but  what  do  they  nesn 
by  Childe  Harold  resembling  Mamuoo?  and  tbe 
next  two.  Giaour  and  Bride,  not  resembling  Soott? 
1  certainly  never  intended  to  copy  him;bnt,  if  tbere 
be  any  copyism,  it  omit  bein  the  two  Poems,  where 
the  same  versification  is  adopted.  However,  (hey 
exempt  the  Corsair  from  aQ  resemblasoe  to  soy 
thing,— though  I  rather  wonder  at  his  escape. 

*'  If  ever  I  did  ai^  thing  original,  it  was  in  Childe 
Harold,  vrhieh  /  prefer  to  the  other  things  whnjt, 
after  the  first  week.  Yesterday  I  re-read  EngU 
Bards ;— bating  the  moliof,  it  is  the  bett. 

«'  Ever,  «EC  " 

A  resolution  was,  about  this  time,  adopted  by  him? 
which,  however  strange  and  precipitate  it  appeared,  t 
knowledge  of  the  previous  state  of  his  mind  siay 
enable  us  to  account  for  satis&ctorOy .  He  had  nov, 
for  two  yean,  been  tirawing  upon  the  admiratkn  of 
the  public  with  a  rapidity  and  success  which  seemed 
to  defy  exhaustion, — having  crowded,  indeed,  inlo 
that  brief  interval  the  materials  of  a  long  life  of  fiuK. 
But  admiration  is  a  sort  of  impost  from  whiefa  nwit 
minds  are  but  too  willingto  relieve  themselves.  TV 
eye  grows  weary  of  looking  up  to  the  same  object  of 
wonder,  and  hcfpan  to  exchange,  at  last,  the  deight 
of  observing  its  elevalioii  Cor  the  less  generous  plessuie 
of  watching  and  speculating  on  its  fiill.  The  Rps* 
tation  ofLord  Byron  had  already  begun  to  experience 
some  of  these  consequences  of  its  own  prolonged  sod 
constant^  renewed  splendour.  Even  among  that 
host  of  adroirera  who  would  have  been  the  ls4  to 
find  fault,  there  were  aome  not  unwilling  to  repoK 
from  praise ;  while  they,  itko  had  been  from  ths  tot 

*  A  Puem  by  Mr  Stratford  Canning,  ftifl  of  spIrM  asi 
power,  entitled  **  Boonaparte."  In  a  sotMeqneiit  Bot»  * 
BIr  Mamy .  Lord  Byron  says :— *'  I  do  not  think  le«^22 
of '  Bnonaparte '  for  knowing  the  anthor.  I  was  awswtt** 
he  was  a  man  of  talent,  bat  did  not  suspect  Uaof  pe«e0' 
ing  all  tbe  family  talents  in  soch  perfection.** 
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irinrlMit  calogMt,  took  adrantage  of  these  a|>parait 
^yptwneofiatiety  tomdn^eiii  bbune.  * 
The  hMid  outciy  raited,  at  the  begmmng  of  the 
year,  hgr  his  rerses  to  the  Princess  Chariotte, 
a&rded  a  Tent  for  much  of  this  reserred 
venoa;  and  the  tone  of  diqtaragement  ^in  which 
tome  of  his  ssssilsnts  now  afiected  to  speak  of  his 
pseciy  was,  bowerer  absurd  and  contemptible  in 
itself  precisdy  that  sort  of  attack  which  was  the 
■ost  oalcokUed  to  wound  his,  at  once,  proud  and 
tJUdnil  spirit.  As  kmgas they  confined  themselfes 
tshiarkwiing  his  moral  and  social  character,  so  bur 
Iran  ofiendi^,  their  libels  rather  fell  m  with  his  own 
AsJuwj  aty^  of  self-portraiture,  and  gratified  the 
itnage  ioYefted  ambition  that  posse  wed  him.  But 
tWdSgfating  opinion  which  they  lentured  to  express 
of  has  gentos,— seconded  as  it  was  by  that  inward 
Amiisfai  limi  with  his  own  powers,  which  they 
whose  standard  of  excellence  is  highest  are  always 
die  snreat  to  leel,-'-fflortifled  and  disturbed  him; 
ad,  being  the  first  sounds  of  ill  auguiy  that  had 
cQMe  across  his  triumphal  career,  startled  him,  as 
we  hare  seen,  into  serious  doubts  of  its  continuance. 
Had  he  be^  occupying  himself,  at  the  time,  with 
9  Dew  task,  that  confidence  in  his  own  energies, 
which  W  nercr  truly  felt  but  while  in  the  actual 
of  then,  would  haie  enabled  him  to  forget 
these  hiuniliations  of  the  moment  in  the  glow  and 
ocitcmeirt  of  anticipated  success.  But  he  had  Just 
pledged  himself  to  the  world  to  take  a  long  fiurewell 
of  poc^, — had  sealed  up  that  only  fountain  from 
which  hk  heart  erer  drew  refreshment  or  strength, 
and  thos  was  \tU,  idly  and  helplessly,  to  brood 
Offer  the  daily  taunts  of  his  enemies,  without  the 
power  of  arenging  himself  when  they  insulted  his 
person,  and  but  too  much  disposed  to  agree  with 
d^em  wbea  they  made  light  of  his  genius.  ^  I  am 
sfesid  (heaays,  in  noticing  these  attacks  in  one  of  his 
lettos)  what  yon  call  irath  is  plaguily  to  the  pur- 
pose, and  lery  good  sense  into  the  bargain;  and,  to 
td  the  truth,  for  some  little  tone  past,  I  haTe  been 
mysdf  nsuch  of  the  same  opinion.** 

*  Mm  Ae  fear  of  thli  sort  of  bsck-wtter  current,  to 
wMck  M>  fsvU  a  flow  of  IhM  teemed  UiaOe,  that  led  Miiie 
•vaaef  ktowsxaeatsdadren,  tgaorant  u  they  were  yet 
«r  Oe  lisiiilriiani  of  hio  rewmrcet,  to  treable  a  UUIe 
at  the  liw<aoai.j  of  hjo  appeTsnceo  befare  the  pahMc.  In 
m»  efay  wwa  letters  te  hte,  I  And  thb  «|ipreheniioo  thus 
<ipw— 1< : — ■  If  yoa  did  not  write  m  well,— m  the  Royal 
wil  ehwerred*— I  ahoold  isy  yoa  write  too  much ;  at  lesat, 
tee  ■■!>  la  the  loaM  straia.  The  Pythafforesno,  yoa 
kasv,  were  of  opiiiiea  that  the  reaeon  why  we  do  not  hear 
orheed  tke  araak  of  the  heavenly  bodlea  it  that  they  are 
ahraya  aowndtng  ia  oar  ean ;  uid  I  fear  that  erea  the 
iBAaeaee  of  jroar  fonc  bmj  be  dfaaiaidied  by  falltog^pon 
the  world's  dall  ear  too  coDstaatly." 

The  e^aioB,  howerer,  which  a  great  writer  of  oar  day 
Ch^iilf  iiiir  of  the  Cdw  to  whom  his  remark  apFiiea)  had 
the  gaaeroaity,  as  well  as  ngacity,  to  immooaoe  on  this 
pakaA,  at  a  time  when  Lord  Byroa  wae  IndQlslnK  lin  the 
lUleiC  larfabment  of  Us  powen.  most  be  regarded,  alter 
al,  M  the  moat  Judicioas  and  wIm  :— "  But  they  cater  111 
fcr  fke  iMbiic.'  fays  Sir  Walter  Soott.  **  and  gire  indif- 
ferent adriee  to  the  poet,  oappooiag  him  poooemed  of  the 
Mgheat  qoalltlea  of  Ui  art,  who  do  not  advise  hha  to  laboar 
whila  tte  laarel  arooBd  Ui  brows  yet  retaina  iu  freahneae. 
Sketches  from  Lord  Byron  are  man  valaable  than  finished 
pletnno  from  ethers :  BOT' are  we  at  an  sore  that  any  labour 
wfckate^ibt  hestMT  la  revisnl  woold  not  rnthereflace 
flMiraiaeihoseoatliBes  of  striUag  and  powerftd  origin- 
afity.  which  they  exhibit  when  flong  roQgh  from  the  haad  of 
a  m^kn,'^BUgrapMcul  UmtHtn,  Ay  Sir  W.  Scott 


In  this  seMitife  state  of  ■iind,-^whiQh  he  but  ill 
diynisfd  or  reliered  by  an  exterior  of  gay  defiance 
or  phihMophic  contempt,— we  can  hardly  feel  sur- 
prised that  he  should  have,  all  at  once,  come  to  the 
resolution,  not  only  of  persevering  in  his  determina- 
tioa  to  write  no  more  in  future,  hot  of  purchasmg 
back  the  whole  of  his  past  copyrights,  and  sup- 
pressing ereiy  page  and  line  he  had  ever  written. 
On  his  first  mention  of  this  design,  Mr  Murray  na- 
turally doubted  as  to  his  seriousness ;  but  the  arrira* 
of  the  Ibltowing  letter,  enckising  a  dmfk  for  the 
amount  of  the  copyrights,  put  his  intentions  beyond  j 
question. 

LETTER  CLXXX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

*<  9,  Attaay,  April  9th,  1814. 
**DBAR  SIR, 

**!  enclose  a  draft  for  the  money ;  when  paid,  send 
the  copyright,  f  release  jou  from  the  thousand 
pounds  agreed  on  for  the  Giaour  and  Bride,  and 
there's  an  end. 

^  If  any  accident  occurs  to  me,  you  may  do  then  as 
you  please ;  but,  with  the  exception  of  two  copies 
of  eaich  for  yourtelfonly,  I  expect  and  request  that 
the  adreltisements  be  withdrawn,  and  the  remaining 
copies  of  aff  destroyed ;  and  any  expense  so  incurred, 
I  will  be  glad  to  defiay. 

^For  an  this,  it  might  be  as  well  to  aaign  some 
reason.  I  hafe  none  to  giro,  except  my  own  ca- 
price, and  I  do  not  conrider  the  drcumstance  of 
consequence  enough  to  require  explanation. 

''In  course,  I  need  hardly  assure  you  that  they 
never  shall  be  published  with  my  consent, 'directly 
or  indirectly,  by  any  other  perwn  whalsoerer,— that 
I  am  perfectly  satisfied,  and  hare  every  reason  so  to 
be,  writh  your  conduct  in  all  transactioas  between  us 
as  publisher  and  author.  I 

*<  It  win  gire  me  great  pleasure  to  preserre  your 
acquaintance,  and  to  consider  you  as  my  friend. 
BeKere  me  Tery  truly,  Rud  for  much  attention, 
*<  Your  obliged 
**  and  Teiy  obedient  serrant, 

•*  Byron. 

**  P.S.— I  do  not  think  that  I  hate  orerdrawn  at 
HammenAey 's ;  but  if  that  be  the  case,  I  can  draw  for 
the  superfiux  on  Hoares*.  The  diaft  is  £S  short, 
but  that  I  wiU  make  up.  On  payment-Hiol  before 
— return  the  copyright  papers.'' 

In  such  a  conjuncture,  an  appeal  1o  his  good- 
nature  and  oonsiderateoess  was,  as  Bfr  Mmrray  well 
Judged,  his  best  resource ;  and  the  ioUowing  prompt 
reply  wifi  show  how  easily,  and  at  once,  it  suc- 


LETTER  CLXXXI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"  MSy  1,  B14. 
''DEAR  SIR, 

^  If  your  present  note  is  serious,  and  it  reaUy 
would  be  mcouTenient,  there  is  an  end  of  the  matter  : 
tear  my  draft,  and  go  on  as  usual :  in  that  case,  we 
win  recur  to  our  former  basis.    That /was  perfectly 
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teriotu,  in  wishing  to  mppreaiaU  fiilure  publication, 
is  true ;  but  certainly  not  to  interfere  with  the  con- 
Tenienee  of  others,  and  more  particulaiijr  your  own. 
Some  day,  I  wfll  tell  you  the  reason  ot  this  appa- 
rently strange  resolution.  At  present,  it  may  be 
enough  to  say  that  I  recall  it  at  your  suggestion ;  and 
as  it  appears  to  have  annoyed  you,  I  lose  no  time  in 
saving  so.  "  Youn  truly. 

During  my  stay  in  town  this  year,  we  were  almost 
daily  together;  and  it  is  in  no  spirit  of  flatteiy  to  the 
dead  I  say,  that  the  more  intimate^  I  became  ac- 
quainted with  his  disposition  and  character,  the  more 
warmly  I  felt  disposed  to  take  aninterest  m  ereiy  thmg 
that  concerned  him.  Not  that,  in  the  opportunities 
thus  afforded  me  of  observing  more  closely  his  defects, 
I  did  not  discover  much  to  himent,  and  not  a  little  to 
condenm.  But  there  was  stiQ,  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  even  his  worst  fiuilts,  some  atoning  good  quality, 
which  was  always  sure,  if  brought  kincDy  and  with 
management  into  play,  to  neutralize  their  ill  effects. 
The  very  frankness,  indeed,  vrith  which  he  avowed 
his  errDrs  seemed  to  imply  a  confidence  in  his  own 
power  of  redeeming  them,-<-a  consciousness  that  he 
could  afibrd  to  be  sincere.  There  was  also,  in  such 
entire  unreserve,  a  pledge  that  nothing  worse  re- 
mained behind;  and  the  same  quality  that  laid  open 
the  blemishes  of  his  nature  gave  security  for  its  ho- 
nesty. ^'The  cleanness  and  purity  of  one's  mind," 
says  Pope,  ^is  never  better  proved  than  in  disco- 
vering  its  own  &ult8,  at  first  view ;  as  when  a 
stream  shows  the  dirt  at  its  bottom,  it  shows  also  the 
transparency  of  the  water." 

The4hea$re  was,  at  this  time,  his  finvourite  place 
of  resort.  We  have  seen  how  enthusiastically  he 
expresses  himself  on  the  subject  of  Mr  Rean's^u^- 
ing,  and  it  was  frequently  my  good  fortune,  during 
this  season,  to  share  in  his  ei^oyment  of  it, — the 
orchestra  being,  more  than  once,  the  place  where, 
for  a  nearer  view  of  the  actor's  countenance,  we 
took  our  station.  For  Kean's  benefit  on  the  25th 
of  May,  a  kige  party  had  been  made  by  Lady  J*  *, 
to  whidi  we  both  beknged;  but  Lord  Byron  having 
also  taken  a  box  for  the  occasion,  so  anxious  vras 
he  to  ei^  the  representation  uninterrupted,  that, 
by  rather  an  unsocial  arrangement,  only  himself  and 
I  occupied  his  box  during  the  play,  while  every 
other  in  the  house  was  crowded  aluMOst  to  suffoca- 
tion; nor  did  we  job  the  remainder  of  our  friends 
till  supper.  Between  the  two  parties,  however,  Mr 
Kean  had  no  reason  to  complain  of  a.  want  of  homage 
to  his  talents;  as  Lord  J  *  %  on  that  occasion,  pre- 
sented him  vrith  a  hundred  pound  share  in  the  thea- 
tre ;  while  Lord  Qynm  sent  him,  next  day,  the  sum 
of  fifty  guineas ;  *  and,  not  bng  after,  on  seeing  him 

«  To  such  lengths  did  be,  at  thb  time,  cany  his  eathnaisni 
for  Kean.  that  when  MiiiO'Neil  aooa  after  appeared,  and. 
bj  her  matcbleai  repreaenUUon  of  feakiBine  tendemeai, 
attracted  aU  eyea  and  heartt.  he  waa  not  only  a  UtUe 
jealooa  of  her  repotaUon,  aa  interfering  with  that  of  his  Ih- 
voorite,  hot.  in  order  to  guard  hinuelf  againat  the  riA  of 
becoming  a  conrert,  refiued  to  go  to  lee  her  act.  I  endea- 
voured aometimea  to  permade  1dm  into  witneaaing.  at  leaat, 
one  at  her  perforauncea ;  but  hia  anawer  waa  ( panning 
ipon  Shak^^eare's  word.  «  nnanealed/j  « No— lip  re- 
aolred  to  continue  tm-Oneiled.* 

To  the  great  qneen  of  an  actreues,  however,  it  will  be 


act  some  of  his  favourite  parts,  made  hhn  pmenta  of 
a  handsome  snuff-box  and  a  costly  Turkish  sword. 

Such  efiect  had  the  passionate  energy  of  Rean'a 
acting  on  his  mind,  that,  once,  in  seeing  him  play  Sir 
Giles  Overreach,  he  vras  so  aflected  as  to  be  seised 
vrith  a  sort  of  convulsive  fit;  and  we  shall  find  him, 
some  years  after,  in  Italy,  when  the  representatioa  <if 
Alfieri's  tragedy  of  Mirra  had  agitated  him  in  the  saaie 
violent  manner,  comparing  the  two  instances  as  tbe 
only  ones  in  hislife  when ''ai^  thmg  under  realicy'' 
had  been  able  to  move  him  so  poweifiiD|y.{ 

Hie  foUowing  are  a  few  of  the  notes  vrhieh  I  re- 
ceived from  him  during  this  visit  to  town. 


TO  MB  MOOBB. 


■r  Last  night  we  aapp'd  at 


Maj  4th,  1ST4. 
'aboard,  flee* 


**  I  wish  people  would  not  shirk  their  dkmer* — 
ought  it  not  to  have  been  a  dinner?-}-— and  that  d— d 
anchovy  sandwich! 

^  That  plaguy  voice  of  yours  made  me  senttmental, 
and  ahnoet  fall  in  k>ve  vrith  a  giri  who  vras  recom- 
mending herself,  during  your  song,  by  haimg  muaic 
But  the  song  is  past,  and  my  passion  can  viait,  till 
the  pueelle  is  more  harmonious. 

**Do  you  go  to  Lady  Jersey's  to-night?  It  »  a 
large  party,  and  you  won't  be  bored  into  *  softening 
rock^,'  and  all  that.  OtheUo  is  to-morrow  and  Sa- 
turday too.  Which  day  shall  we  go?  when  shall  I 
see  you?  If  you  call,  let  it  be  after  three  and  as  near 
four  as  you  please.    Ever,  S^c  ** 

TO  MB  MOOBB. 

«May4tb,  DM. 
**DBAB  TQM, 

"  Thou  hast  asked  me  for  a  song,  and  I  enckMe  yon 
an  experiment,  which  has  cost  me  something  more 
than  trouble,  and  is,  therefore,  less  likely  to  be  worth 
your  taking  any  in  your  proposed  setting.  ^  Now, 
if  it  be  so,  throw  it  into  (he  fii^  vrithout  phrate^ 
**  Ever  yours, 

1. 
«  lapeaknot.  Itracenot.  I  breathe  not  fhy  naaM, 
There  ia  griefin  the  aonnd.  there  ia gniH  la  the fluae; 
But  the  tear  wUch  nowbomaoa  my  eheek  mar  inapart 
The  deep  thoughts  that  dweU  in  that  aiknce  of  heart. 


'Too  brief  for  oar 
Were  thoae 
ceaae? 


,  too  long  for  onr  peace 

their  Jor  or  their  bittcnwaa 


seen .  by  the  following  extract  from  one  of  his  Joomala,  be 
rendered  doe  J  uatice' 

«  Of  acton.  Cooke  waa  the  moat  nataral.  KemMe  the 
moat  aapematnralr— Kean  the  BMdiam  between  the  two. 
Bnt  Mra  Siddona  vraa  worth  them  all  put  togeCber.'-^/He- 
tacMed  TkougkU, 

*  An  epigram  here  followed,  which,  aa  fiioaded  on  a 
aeriptaral  aUnaion.  I  thought  it  better  to  ovrit. 

fWehadbeeninritedbyliOrdlLtodinei^/kart^  pfaqr. 
-4UI  arrangement  which,  from  ita  novelty,  delighted  Ijoti 
Byron  exceedingly.  The  dinner,  howerer,  afterwarda 
dwindled  into  a  mere  anpper.  and  thia  change  waa  kaig  a 
anbject  of  Jocalar  resentment  with  him. 

1 1  had  begged  of  him  ta  write  aomething  for  aie  to  aet  to 
moiic.  The  abore  verMi  haTO  taCely  foand  their  way  into 
print,  bat  throogh  a  channel  not  rery  likely  to  bring  then 
into  ciroolation.  I  ahaU.  therefore,  leave  them  hora,  an- 
diatorbed.  fai  their  natoral  poaition. 
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We  npot-^ve  •lri««-^e  will  break  *mB  o«r  chaMir- 
Wevfllpartr-vo  wfll  fly  to-wite  it  •guinl 

9. 

*  Ob' fkiM  be  the  gtodueM,  and  Bine  be  the  ffoIU  i 
FoiilTe  me,  adewd  one  f-toneke,  if  tboa  wUt  ;— 
M  tie  heart  which  ta  thine  ahall  expire  viMlebaaed, 
ABlaaa  rittU  not  break  iC-vhataTer  lAoa  naTiC. 

4. 

'  Aal  iton  to  the  haoghty.  bat  hunMe  to  thee, 
fkfa  Mai,  ia  ite  bittereat  blacfcneae,  diaU  be ; 
Aiieardi7««enaa8wlfl,an4  tmr  mamtmU  man 

eveet. 
Wttfteefcf  nv  rf4e.««an  withworidiat  wnrfcet, 

6. 

•  Oae  i%k  of  t^  iorrow,  one  look  of  thy  lore. 
Ad  tan  ae  or  flx»  shall  reward  or  reprove ; 
AiitehMirtle«  nay  wonder  at  all  I  reaign— 
nr  Bp  Adl  reply,  not  to  them,  but  to  ailae.* 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

•Wl  joo  and  Rogcn  oome  to  my  bw:  at  (>>- 
fat,tiieB?  I  ihaD  be  there,  and  none  else— «r  I 
wrtbelbere,  if  you  fceom  would  fike  to  go  without 
■fcYwwiniiotgeteogooda  place  huatUng 
iH^the  pabfican  boxen,  with  dannable  ^tpren* 
&w(axfeethigh)  on  a  bu^  row.  Will  you  both 
•Use  M  and  conie— «r  one— or  ucitheB— or,  what 

••P.8.-An  you  win,  I  win  can  for  jrou  at  haltpart 
n, «  07  line  of  your  own  dial" 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

*l  kfe  gotten  a  box  for  Othello  to-night,  and  Mad 
Ae  ticket  for  your  frienda  the  R— fee.  I  aerioo^J 
rmmaicnd  to  you  to  reconunend  to  them  to  go  for 
UTiahoor,  if  on^  to  aee  the  third  act— they  will 
■otcM^  hare  nother  opportunity.  We-atleaat, 
l-OBBOt  be  there,  ao  there  wiQbenoone  In  their 
nj.  Win  yon  give  or  aeod  it  to  them  fit  win  come 
witli  1  better  grace  from  you  than  me. 

"I  im  IB  no  good  phgfat,  but  win  dine  at  *  *'a  with 
}OB,iri  eaa.  There  ia  muaio  and  Corent-g.— WiU 
r»p»i*tanefenta,  to  my  box  there  afterwarda,  to 
■K  ft  iM  of  a  young  16*  in  (he  'Child  of  Na- 
tare!»»  .     . 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

«  So^aay  BBian. 

*'Wai  BOt  lago  perfection?  particdariy  the  kat 
Ul  I  «M  efeee  to  him  (in  the  orcheatra),  and 
Bew  Kw  an  Engliah  counft^anoe  half  ao  exprea- 
ne.  I  aai  acquainted  with  no  tamiatenalacnauality 
■  tii^rtfiii  aa  good  acting ;  and,  aa  it  ia  fitting  there 
Ud  be  good  playa,  now  and  then,  beaidea  Shak- 
9(W(%I  wiAyou  orGampbcH  would  write  one  j— 
1^  W  of  *iM  youth '  have  not  heart  enough. 

"Yea were  cot  up  in  the  Champion— ia  it  not  ao? 
i^^T.waml— eren  to  lAodtni^  the  editor.  The 
«tie  writes  weD ;  and  aa,  at  praeent,  poc^  ia  not  my 
pueioB  predoninant,  and  my  anake  of  Aaron  haa 


(Mimed  op  an  the  other  aerpenta,  I  don*t  fed  frac- 
("■I  1  Knd  you  the  paper,  which  I  mean  to  take 
■fcrthefotoie.  We  go  to  Bl'a  together.  Perhapa 
I  ikdl  Me  you  before,  but  don't  let  me  Aoreyou,  now 
wewr. 
'"Ever,  as  now,  truly  and  aifeotionately,  &o.  ^ 

*  Km  Feote's  flnt  appearance,  which  we  witnea^d  to- 


TO  MR  MOORB. 

•MayB4h,ltM. 

**Do7oagototheLadyCahir'athiaeren?  Ifyou 
do— and  wheoerer  we  are  bound  to  the  same  foUiea 
—let  ua  embaik  in  the  same ^Shippe of  Poolea.'  I 
haie  been  up  tiU  fire,  and  up  at  nine ;  and  feel  heavy 
wiUi  only  wbking  for  the  last  three  or  four  nighta. 

**  I  leat  my  party  and  place  at  aupper  trying  to  keep 
out  of  the  way  of  *  *  *  *.  I  would  haye  gone  away 
altogether,  but  that  would  have  appeared  a  worae 
afibctation  than  t'other.  You  are  of  course  engaged 
to  dinner,,  or  we  may  go  quietly  together  to  my  box 
at  Covent-garden,  and  afterwards  to  thia  aaaemUage. 
Why  did  you  goawajr  ao  aoon? 

**ETer,&c 

u  P.S.— Oi^  nol  R  ^  ^  ^  fe'a  aupper  to  hare  been 
admner?  Jackson  ia  here,  and  I  muat  fotigue  myaelt 
into  spirits.** 

TO  MR  MOORRB. 

•  May  nth.  mi. 

''Tlianka— and  punctuality.  fVhai  haa  paaaed 
^***¥  Houae?  I  suppoae  that  /  am  to  know,  and 
'  para  fui*  cf  the  conference.  I  regret  that  your  ^^*a 
wiU  detam  you  ao  late,  but  I  suppoae  you  wiU  be  at 
Lady  Jersey 'a.  I  am  going  eailier  with  Hobhouae. 
You  reooQect  that  to-morrow  we  aup  and  aee  Rean. 

••P.S.— rioo  to-morrow  ia  the  hour  of  pugilism." 

Tlie  supper,  to  which  he  here  fooka  forward,  took 
place  at  Watier'a,  of  which  dub  he  had  lately  become 
a  member;  and,  as  it  may  convey  aome  idea  of  hia 
lingular  mode  of  diet,  and  thua  account,  in  part, 
for  the  frequent  derai^ement  of  hia  health,  I  shaA 
here  attempt,  finom  reooUcction,  a  description  of  hia 
aupper  on  thia  occasion.  We  were  to  have  been 
joined  by  Lord  R  ♦*,  who  however  did  not  arrive,  and 
the  party  accordingly  conaiated  but  of  ourselvea.  Hav- 
ing taken  upon  me  to  order  the  repeat,  and  knowing 
that  Lord  Byron^  for  the  kat  two  days,  bad  done 
nothing  towarda  auatenance,  beyond  eating  a  fewbia- 
cuita  and  (to  appeaae  appetite)  chewing  maatic,  I 
deaired  that  we  ahoukl  have  a  good  aupply  of,  at 
leut,  two  kinds  of  fish.  My  companion,  however, 
confined  himself  to  bbslers,  and  of  theae  finished  two 
or  three,  to  hia  own  ahare,— interposing,  aometimes,  a 
amanUqueu^glasa  of  atrong  white  brandy,  aometimea 
a  tumbler  of  very  hot  water,  and  Aen  pure  brandy 
againw  to  the  amount  of  near  half  a  dossen  aman-glaasea 
of  Ae  latter,  without  which,  alternately  with  the  hot 

vrater,  he  M>P«*«»*  to  •*>*»*'*•  ^'***' *^***^  "**  ^ 
dige^.    After  thia,  we  hod  claret,  of  which  having 

dispatched  two  bottle*  between  us,  at  about  four 

o'clock  in  the  morning  we  parted. 

As  Pope  haa  thought  hia  ""deUckma  fobater-nighta'* 

worth  commemorating,  theae  particulars  of  one  in 

whioh  Lord  Byron  waa  conceinect  may  idoo  have  aome 

intereat.  ,  , .  , 

Among  other  nighta  of  the  aame  deacnptxw  which 
I  had  tlie  happioesa  of  passing  with  him,  I  remember 
once,  inretuming  home  from  some  asaembly  at  rather 
akitehour^weaawlighUinthewindowB  of  his  old 
haunt  Stevens's,  irf  Bond-street,  and  agreed  to  stc^ 
there  and  aup.  On  entering,  we  found  an  old  friend 
of  his,  Sir  G*  *  W*  %  who  joined  our  party,  and  the 
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lobsters  and  brandy  and  water  being  put  in  requisi- 
tion, it  was  (as  usual  on  such  occasioos}  broad  day- 
light before  we  separated. 

LETTER  CLXXXU. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

«]ISjS3d,  1814. 
*<I  muiA  send  you  the  Java  goyenunent  gantte  of 
July  3d,  1813,  just  sent  to  me  117  Mum^.  Onlythink 
of  oir  (for  it  is  you  and  I)  setting  paper  warriori  in 
amy  in  the  Indian  seas.  Does  not  this  sound  h'ke 
fiune— something  almost  like  posterUp  ?  It  is  some- 
thing to  have  scribblen  squabbling  about  us  5000 
miles  off,  while  we  are  agreeing  so  well  at  home. 
Bring  it  with  you  in  your  pocket;— it  will  make  you 
laughs  as  it  hath  me. 

**  Erer  yours, 
**B.»» 
"P.8.— Oh  the  anecdote  I 


To  the  circnmstanoe  mentioned  in  this  letter  he  re- 
curs more  than  once  in  the  Journals  which  he  kept 
abroad;  as  thus,  in  a  passage  of  his  ** Detached 
Thoughts,"— where  it  will  be  perceired  that,  by  a 
trifling  lapse  of  memory,  he  represents  himself  as  hay- 
ing produced  this  gazette,  for  the  first  time,  on  our 
way  to  dinner. 

**  In  the  year  1814,  as  Moore  and  I  were  going  to 
dine  with  Lord  Gr^  in  Portman-square,  I  puOed 
out  a '  Jaia  Gazette'  (which  Murrayhad  sent  to  me), 
in  which  there  was  a  contro? ersy  on  our  respectire 
merits  as  poets.  It  was  amusing  enough  that  we 
should  be  proceeding  peaceably  to  the  same  table 
while  th^  were  squabbling  about  us  in  the  Indian 
seas  (to  be  sure,  the  ipa;pet  was  dated  six  months  be- 
fore), and  filling  columns  with  Batarian  criticism. 
But  this  is  fame,  I  presujne." 

The  foDowing  Poem,  written  about  this  time  and, 
apparently,  for  the  purpose  of  being  recited  at  the 
Caledonian  Meeting,  I  insert  principa^y  on  account  of 
the  warm  feeling  which  it  breathes  towards  Scotland 
and  her  ions:— 

Who  hatli  not  f  low'd  shore  the  page  whera  FSme 
Hath  flx'd  high  Oaledou**  vnconqiier*d  name ; 
The  moantain-huMlwhkh  Sfmra'd  the  RiMnan  chain. 
And  halRed  hack  the  fiery- crested  Dane; 
Whose  bright  claymore  and  hardihood  of  hand 
No  foe  coold  tame— no  t  jrant  coold  < 


That  race  is  gon^-bnt  still  their  children  breathe, 
And  glory  crowns  them  with  redoubled  wreath : 
O'er  Gael  and  Saxon  mingling  bannen  shine 
And,  England !  add  their  stobbora  strength  to  thine. 
The  blood  which  flowed  with  Wallare  flows  as  free. 
Bat  now  tls  only  shed  for  Fame  and  tbee ! 
Oh  I  pass  not  hj  the  Northern  Teteran's  chifan, 
Bat  give  sappori— (he  world  hath  gi?en  him  Ihme ! 
The  hombler  ranks,  the  lowly  brare,  who  bled 
While  cheerly  following  where  the  mighty  led-. 
Who  sleep  beneath  the  andisLingoish'd  sod 
Where  happier  comrades  in  their  triumph  trod. 
To  OS  bequeath— 'tb  all  their  fate  allows— 
The  sireleas  oibpring  and  the  lonely  spoose : 
She  on  high  Allqra's  dusky  hills  may  raise 
The  tearAil  eye  in  melancholy  gase. 
Or  Tiew,  while  shadowy  auguries  disclose 
The  m^iland  seer's  anticipated  woes. 
The  bleeding  phantom  of  each  martial  form 
Dim  in  the  dood,  or  darkling  in  the  storm ; 


While  sad,  she  diants  the  solitary  song, 
The  soft  lament  for  him  who  tarries  loag.- 
For  him,  whose  distant  relics  Taialy  crare 
The  Coronach's  wild  reqniem  to  the  hrafe  I 

lis  Hearen— not  man-^nust  charm  awaj  Oe  vte 
Which  bursts  when  NatarB*s  foeUngs  aeiriy  inr; 
Yet  tenderness  and  time  may  rob  the  tsar 
Of  half  its  bitterness  f<n>  one  so  dear : 
A  nation's  gratitade  perchance  may  spreai 
A  thomless  pillow  for  the  widowed  bead : 
May  lighten  well  her  heart's  maternal  care, 
And  wean  ftiom  penary  the  soldier's  heir 

LETTER  CLXXXm. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

'■ay  Sift.  Mi 

'^  As  I  shall  probably  not  see  yoo  here  to-daj,  I 
write  to  request  that,  if  not  oonrenient  to  yoondT, 
you  will  stay  in  town  till  Simday;  if  nottogntiryBK, 
yet  to  please  a  great  many  others,  who  iril  beiar 
sorry  to  lose  you.  As  for  myself^  I  can  only  mpai 
that  I  wish  yon  would  either  remain  a  loog  bne 
with  us,  or  not  come  at  all ;  for  these  ttuUAetdtO' 
dety  make  the  subsequent  sqiaiations  bitterer  tban 
erer. 

**I  belieTe  you  think  that  I  hare  not  been  quite 
fair  with  that  Alpha  and  Omega  of  beautj,  &&,  vitb 
whom  you  would  willingly  have  united  me.  But  if 
you  consider  what  her  sister  said  on  tiie  sulqed,  joa 
win  less  wonder  that  my  pride  should  have  taken  tke 
alarm ;  particnlariy  as  nothing  but  the  eveiy-da;  flir- 
tation of  erery-day  people  erer  ooconed  betweai 
your  heroine  and  myself.  Had  lady  *  *  appeared  W 
wish  it— or  eyen  not  to  oppose  it — ^I  would  have  gone 
on,  and  very  possibly  married  (that  is,  t/ the  other 
had  been  equally  accordant)  with  the  sane  indilef- 
ence  which  has  frosen  oyer  the  *  Black  Sea'  of  ahnoK 
aO  ray  passions.  It  is  that  Teiy  indilEnenee  wfakk 
makes  me  so  uncertain  and  apparently  capridoos.  It 
is  not  eagerness  of  new  pursuits,  but  that  ootliiosiB- 
presses  me  sufficiently  to  fix;  neither  do  Ifeel  dii- 
gusted,  but  simply  indifierent  toahnostall  exciteniati. 
The  proof  of  this  is,  that  obstacles,  the  tUghtest  erca, 
stop  me.  This  can  hardly  be  timidUjf,  for  I  have  doee 
some  impudent  things  too,  in  my  time ;  and  in  ah*^ 
all  cases,  oppontion  is  a  stimulus.  Inmine,itii<>^: 
i£a  straw  were  in  my  way,  I  could  not  stoop  to  pick 
it  up. 

''IbaTesentthiskxig  tirade,  because  I  woald  Ht 
hate  you  suppose  that  I  haie  been  tri/Uag  Miff^ 
with  you  or  others.  If  you  think  so,  m  the  naae  of 
St  Hubert  (the  patron  of  antlers  and  hunten),  let  at 
be  married  out  of  hand — ^I  don't  care  to  whottf  >o 
that  it  amuses  any  body  dse,  and  don't  interfere  witk 
me  much  in  the  di^time. 

«*  Ef  er,  8ic" 

LETTER  CLXXXIV. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

•  JoaeliatKli 
•*  I  could  be  rery  sentimenlal  now,  but  I  w*^ 
Hie  truth  is,  that  I  hare  been  all  ny  life  tiyisf  to 
harden  my  heart,  and  haye  not  yet  quite  soeoaeded- 
though  there  are  great  hopea— and  you  do  aotkaow 
how  it  sunk  with  your  departure.  What  addi  (esj 
regret  is  baring  seen  so  little  of  your  during  yonrittT 
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■  iii  crowded  deKrt,  where  one  ought  to  be  aUe  to 
iMrtfaint  likea  eamely— the quings  are  to  few,  and 
mAdthem  w  maddy. 

'The  newqiaperi  will  teH  yoa  all  that  is  to  be  told 
i  mfoon,  9tc*  Thej  have  dined,  and  topped, 
iddiowii  their  flat  &ces  in  all  .thofoughfiires,  and 
KfoiladooBt.  Their  muforms  are  Teiy  becoming, 
tat  nUlier  short  in  the  akirta;  and  their  conTerBatioB 
fietfceliinn,  for  which  and  the  answers  I  refer  you 
atkoK  who  hare  heard  it 

<"  I  think  of  leaving  town  for  Newstead  soon.  If  so, 
1^  out  be  remote  firom  your  recess,  and  (unless 
MnM.  detains  you  at  home  over  the  caudle-cup  and 
iKwaadle)  we  will  meet.  You  shall  come  to  me, 
tr  I  to  foo,  as  you  like  it ;— but  meet  we  will.    An 

itioa  firom  Aston  has  reached  me,  but  I  do  not 
thiikldiango.  I  hare alao  heard  of  ^'^  «— I  should 
fte  loffe  her  again,  for  I  hare  not  met  her  for  years ; 
od  though  *the  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again'  is 
«!,  I  do  not  know  that,  *  one  dear  smile  like  those  of 
M'  night  not  make  me  for  a  moment  fiorget  the 

hm' of*  life's  stream.' 

Iingomg  toR  *  *'s  to-night— to  one  of  those 
nppn  which  *  ought  to  be  dinners.'  I  hare  hardly 
■a  her,  and  never  htm,  since  you  set  out.  I  told 
^1%m  were  the  kst  link  of  that  chain.  As  for  *?, 
ve  hare  sot  lyDabled  one  another's  names  since.  The 
PMviD  not  permit  me  to  continue  my  scrawl  More 

**  Ever,  dear  lloore,  &e.  ** 

"Pi.-Keep  the  Journal,!  I  care  not  whatbe- 

aneiofit,  and  if  it  has  amused  you,  lamgladthati 

kcplk.  *,Laia' is  finiahed,  and  Jam  copying  him  for 

B9  thifdfoL,  now  collecting;— but  no  Mpnroto  pub- 


*  !■  «  fewdajrf  after  tliis,  he  sent  me  a  loaff  ityBdag 
'  4i^  AiU  of  Joke*  and  pleAiantrie*  upon  every  thinf  and 
I  (wj  nevooBd  him,  of  whkh  the  followinf  are  the  only 


"  Whttmy  ir*-nai  a  ayUabto  fartfaer  in  pmgp; 

ra  jw  naa  ««er sn  neaciirc*,**  dear  Toai,— «>,herc  goes! 
HcR  |DM,  for  a  nrliB  on  the  ■tream  of  old  Time, 
OaaoNbu^aat  mqiportera,  the  Madden  of  rhyme. 
If  ov  weight  breaks  them  down,  and  we  itnk  In  the  flood, 
VcaKMocher'd,  at  least,  in  req)ectabie  mod, 
^ItBCte  DivetB  of  Batfaoa  Ue drown'd  In  aheap, 
AaiS*«s lart  Pbm  has pUlow'd  hb  sleep;— 
n>t "  lielo  deie"  «ho,  half  drank  with  his  malnMy, 
VA*d  oat  of  Ms  depUi,  and  was  lost  In  a  calm  sea, 
BbglBf  "  Gkxy  to  God''  In  a  sfick  and  span  stanza, 
Ike  AeCrince  Tom  Slernhold  was  choked)  nerer  man  mw. 

1W  papers  have  toM  yon,  no  donbt,  of  the  fosses, 
Iks  Ales,  aad  the  faplDirs  to  get  at  these  Rosses,— 
Of  Us  M^ety*s  sadte,  ap  from  coachman  to  Hetmaa^— 
Aadakat  dignity  deck*  the  flat  Atce  of  the  great  man., 
I  tt*  Urn,  Imt  we^  at  two  balls  and  a  party,— 
hr  a  prtaee  his  deaseanoor  was  rather  too  hearty. 
Toikaow,  W0  ara  asadlo  qirile  dUTerent  graces, 
•  ♦♦♦♦• 

The  CmiS  look,  I  owB,  was  arach  brighter  and  biMwr, 
h«  thea  he  Is  sadly  defldeot  In  « 


Aad  voce  bat  a  startem  Mae  coat,  and  In  kersey- 
•■«  hreeehes  wWskM  roond,  in  a  waltz  with  the  3**, 
VITko.  hncly  as  ever,  seem'd  Jart  as  delighted 
Wtak  m^ierty's  prcseace  as  those  she  invited. 


^Thaloanal  fken which  I  tere  giyen  extncta Inthe 


L 


TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Jime  Ufh,  1S14. 
**  I  return  your  packet  of  this  morning.  Have  you 
heard  that  Bertrand  has  returned  to  Paris  with  the 
aooountof  Napoleon's  baring  kMt  his  senses?  It  is  a 
report;  but,  if  true,  I  must,  like  Mr  Fitzgerald  and 
Jeremiah  (of  hunentaUe  memory)  hty  dalm  to  pro- 
phecy'; that  is  to  say,  of  saying,  that  he  ought  to  go 
outof  hissoises,  in  the  penultimate  stanza  of  a  cer- 
tain Ode, — the  which,  haying  been  pronounced  non- 
tense  by  several  profound  critics,  has  a  still  further 
pretension,  by  its  uninteUigibility,  to  inspiration. 
"Everj&c." 

LETTER  CLXXXV. 

TO  MR  ROGER*. 

«  June  IMh,  1814. 

**  I  am  alwrays  obliged  to  trouble  you  with  my 
awkwardnesses,  and  now  I  have  a  fresh  one.  Mr 
W.  *  called  on  me  several  times,  and  I  have  missed 
the  honour  of  making  his  acquaintance,  which  I 
regret,  but  which  you,  who  know  my  desultory  nnd 
uncertain  habits,  will  not  wonder  at,  and  will,  I  am 
sure,  attribute  to  any  thing  but  a  wish  to  offiend  a 
person  who  has  shown  me  much  kindness,  and  pos- 
sesses character  and  talents  entitled  to  general 
respect.  My  mornings  are  kite,  and  passed  in  fencing 
and  boxing,  and  a  variety  of  most  unpoetical  exer- 
cises, yeiy  wholesome,  &c.,  but  would  be  very  dis- 
agreeable to  my  friends,  whom  I  am  obliged  to  ex- 
chide  during  their  operation.  I  never  go  out  till  the 
evening,  and  I  have  not  been  ibrtunate  enough  to 
meet  Mr  W.  at  Lord  Lansdowne's  or  Lord  Jersey's, 
where  I  bad  hoped  to  pay  him  my  respects. 

*<I  would'have  written  to  him,  but  a  few  words 
from  you  will  go  further  than  all  the  apok>getica] 
sesquipedalities  I  could  muster  on  the  occasion.  Il 
is  only  to  say  that,  without  intending  it,  I  contrire  tc 
behave  yeiy  ill  to  every  body,  and  am  yery  sorry 
for  it. 

"Ever,  dear  R., Ice." 

The  foDowing  undated  notes  to  Mr  Rogers  musi 
have  been  written  about  the  same  time. 

<  Sunday. 

*^our  non-attendance  at  Corinne's  is  very  apropos 
as  I  was  on  the  eve  of  sending  you  an  excuse.  I  d( 
not  feel  well  enough  to  go  there  this  evening,  anc 
have  been  obliged  to  dispatch  an  apology.  I  believ< 
I  need  not  add  one  for  not  accepting  Mr  Sheridan's  in 
yitation  on  Wednesday,  which  I  fancy  both  you  and 
understood  in  the  same  sense : — ^with  him  the  sayinj 
of  Mirabeau,  that  *  words  are  things;  b  not  to  b. 
taken  literaDy. 

•'Ever,  &c.» 

*<I  w31  can  for  you'ata  quarter  before  seven,  if  tha 
vrill  suit  you.  I  return  you  Sir  Proteus,  t  and  shal 
merely  add  in  return,  as  Johnson  said  of,  and  to 
somebody  or  other,  *  Are  we  alive  after  all  this  cen 
sure?' 

"Believe  me,  fiMJ." 

*  Mr  Wrang^uun. 

t  A  Mtirical  pamphlet,  in  which  aU  the  writers  of  the  d4 

were  attacked. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


199 


NOTICES  OF  THE 


0.  1814 


''Sheridan  was  yesterday,  at  fint,  too  sober  to 
remember  your  ioTitatioo,  but  in  the  dregs  of  the 
third  bottle  he  fished  ap  his  memory.  The  Stael 
out-talked  Whitbread,  was  ironed  by  Sheridan,  coo- 
founded  Sir  Humphry^  and  utterly  perplexed  your 
sbTe.  The  rest  (great  names  in  the  rcMl  book,  ne- 
Te^rtheless)  were  mere  segments  of  the  circle.  Ma'm- 
seDe  danced  a  Russ  saraband  with  great  Tigour, 
grace,  and  expression. 

".E?cr,  fiec." 

TO  MR  MURRAT. 

«  Jane  Slst,  1814. 
**!  suppose  'Lara'  is  gone  to  the  deril, — ^which  is 
no  great  matter,  only  let  me  know,  that  I  may  be 
saTed  the  trouble  of  copying  the  rest,  and  put  the 
first  part  into  the  fire.  I  really  have  no  anxiety 
about  it,  and  shall  not  be  sony  to  be  sared  the  co- 
pying, which  goes  on  reiy  slowly,  and  may  prore  to 
you  that  you  may  tpeak  0Nt-«r  I  should  be  less 
sluggish. 

•*  Yours,  fee" 

LETTER  CLXXXVL 

TO  MR  ROGERS. 

«  Jane  Snh,  ISM. 
^  You  could  not  haie  made  me  a  more  acceptable 
present  than  Jacqueline,— she  is  all  grace,  and 
softness,  and  poetiy ;  there  is  so  much  of  the  last,  that 
we  do  not  fieel  the  want  of  story,  which  is  simple, 
yet  etumgh.  I  wonder  that  you  do  not  oAmer 
unbend  to  more  of  the  same  kind.  I  haye  some 
sympathy  with  the  tofter  afiections,  dioiigh  Teiy 
little  in  my  way,  and  no  one  can  depict  them  so  truly 
and  successfully  as  yourself.  1  have  half  a  mind  to 
pay  you  in  kind,  or  rather  tmkiod,  for  1  haye  just 
*  supped  full  of  horror'  m  two  Cantos  of  darkness 
And  dismay. 

**  Do  you  go  to  Lord  Essex's  to-nightr  if  so,  will 
you  let  me  odl  for  you  at  your  own  hour?  I  dined 
with  HoQand-house  yesterday  at  Lord  Cowper's ;  my 
kdy  Teiy  graeisins,  which  she  can  be  more  than  ai^ 
one  when  she  Hkes.  I  was  not  sorry  to  see  them 
again,  for  I  canH  forget  that  they  haye  been  very  kind 
tone. 

**  Erer  yours  most  truly, 

^  P.S. — Is  there  way  chance  or  possibility  of  mak- 
mg  it  up  with  Lord  Carlisle,  as  I  feel  disposed  to  do 
any  thing  reasonable  or  unreasonable  to  efiect  it?  I 
would  before,  but  for  the  *  Courier,'  and  the  possible 
miMonstructiooa  at  such  a  time.     Ferpeadp  pio- 


Onmy  return  to  London,  for  a  short  time,  at  the 
beginningof  July,Ifoundhis  Poemof**Lara,''which 
he  bad  begun  at  the  latter  end  of  May,  m  the  hands 
of  the  printer,  and  nearly  ready  for  publication.  He 
had,  before  I  left  town,  repeated  to  me,  as  we  were 
on  our  way  to  some  eyening  party,  the  first  hundred 
and  twenty  lines  of  the  Poem,  which  he  had  written 
the  day  before,— at  the  same  time  giying  me  a  gene- 
ral sketch  of  the  characters  and  the  story. 


His  short  notes  to  Ifr  Munay,  during  the  printiii; 
of  this  work,  are  of  the  same  impatient  and  wfamwal 
character  as  those,  of  which  I  have  ahesiiy  girea 
spedmens,  in  my  account  of  his  preceding  paHics- 
tions :  but,  as  matter  of  more  mtereit  now  pfcnei 
upon  us,  I  shall  forbear  from  transcribing  «then  at 
length.  Inoneofthemhesays,*<IharejaitoorTeeled 
some  of  the  most  horriUe  blunden  that  erercrept 
into  a  proof :"— in  another,  **!  hope  thenext proof 
will  be  better;  this  was  one  which  wouU  hsTeoos- 
soled  Job,  if  it  had  been  of  his 'enemy 'shook:'"-* 
third  contains  only  the  foUowiog  words  :*'Desr  or, 
you  demanded  more  Aaf  lib— (here  it  is.  Youib,  Sec." 

The  two  letters  that  immediately  foDow  woe  id- 
dressed  to  me,  at  this  tinie,  m  town. 

LETTER  CLXXXVn. 

TO  MR  MOOIB. 

*<  I  returned  to  town  httt  night,  and  had  soBW  hopa 
of  seemg  you  to-day,  and  would  haye  called,— but  I 
haye  been  (though  b  exceeding  distempered  good 
health)  a  Uttie  head-achy  with  firee  firing,  asiiii 
called,  and  am  now  at  the  freezing  point  of  retail- 
ing soberness.  Of  course,  I  should  be  sony  tbsl  oar 
parallel  lines  did  not  deyiate  into  interBestun  before 
you  retain  to  the  country,— after  that  same  noosoie,* 
whereof  the  papers  haye  told  us,— but,  as  70a  vaA 
be  mudi  oocu[Aed,  I  won't  be  affronted,  dioald  yoar 
time  and  bnsnieas  militate  against  our  meetiDg. 

*'Rogersand  I  haye  almost  coalesced  into  a  joist 
infasiou  of  the  public  Whether  it  will  tske  piwe 
ornot,  I  do  not  yet  know,  and  I  am  afiraidJsoqndbe 
(which  is  yery  beautiful)  will  be  in  bad  compsiVtt 
But,  in  this  case,  the  kdy  will  not  be  the  sufleicr. 

**I  am  going  to  the  sea,  and  then  to  Sootknd;  td 
I  haye  been  domg  nothing, — that  is,  00  good^-sad 
am  Teiy  truly,  fiEC.** 

LETTER  CLXXXVnL 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

**I  suppose,  by  your  non-appeanmee,  that  Ae 
philosophy  of  my  note,  and  the  prerious  sifeooe  of  ^ 
writer,  haye  put  or  kept  you  in  hmmr.  Never 
mind— it  is  hardly  worth  wUle. 

t<This  day  haye  I  reoeiyed  information  finm  VT 
man  of  bw  of  the  Hon— and  'neyer  likely  to  be^pef* 
formance  of  purchase  by  Mr  Claughton,  of  mptf»- 
niary  memory.  He  don't  know  wlMt  te  do,  or  wfaa 
to  pay ;  and  so  an  my  hopes  and  worldly  projects  and 
proq)ects  are  gone  to  the  deyil.  He  (the  purdiaser, 
and  the  deyil  too,  for  aught  1  care)  and  I,  sad  nr 
legal  adyisers,  are  to  meet  to-morrow,'-lhe  mA 
purchaser  haying  list  taken  special  care  to  ioqoiie 
'whether  I  would  meet  him  with  temper r'—<^ 
tainly.  Ilie  question  is  this — ^I  shall  either  hsve  the 
estate  back,  which  u  as  good  as  ruin,  or  I  ibalfj 
on  with  him  dawdling,  which  is  rather  worse.  1 

*  He  allodes  to  aa  iction  for  piracy  brooght  bfXrP^ 
(the  piil>liaher  of  my  mnska]  works;,  to  tin  trials' **»" 
I  had  been  MmuBooed  aa  a  witneaa. 

t  Lord  Byron  aftenratdapropoaedttet  I  ihovM  ■«•• 
third  in  thia  publication ;  bat  the  hoaoor  wsa  a  ""' 
one,  and  I  begged  leare  to  decline  it 
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lave  bfOBglU  ray  pigs  to  a  Monufamm  market.  If  I 
had  but  a  wife  now,  and  childm,  of  whose  pateroitj 
I  eoteftained  doubts,  I  should  be  happy,  or  rather 
IbrtOMUey  as  Candide  or  Scarmentado.  In  the  mean 
toK,  if  you  dool  come  and  see  me,  I  shall  think  that 
Sam,**  bank  is  broke  too ;  and  that  yon,  haying  assets 
ib^re,  are  despairing  of  more  than  a  piastre  in  the 
poood  br  your  dividend. 

"Evcrj&e.^ 

TO  MR  MUREAY. 

•  Jvly  11. 1814. 

*  You  ^lall  have  one  of  the  pietures.  I  wish  you 
to  sead  the  proof  of  'Lara'  to  Mr  Moore,  33,  Buiy- 
streeC,  to-night,  as  he  leares  town  to-morrow,  and 
visbes  to  see  it  before  he  goes ;  *  and  I  am  also 
wiKng  to  hare  the  benefit  of  his  remarks. 

«« Yours,  fee." 

TO  BIR  MURRAY. 

«  July  ]8th»  1814. 

"I  thiak  90U  wiQ  be  satisfied  OTen  to  repletion  with 

ear  Bortbem  friends,  •f*  and  I  won't  depriTe  yon  kmger 

•f  wtial  I  think  will  give  you  pleasure :  for  my  own 

put.  My  aiodesty,  or  my  vanity,  must  be  silent 

^'P.S. — ^If  you  could  spare  it  for  an  hour  in  the 

I  wish  you  to  senid  it  up  to  Mrs  Leigh,  your 

V  at  the  Loadoa  Hotel,  Albemarle-street." 

LETTER  CLXXXIX. 

TO  MR  HtTRRAY. 

«JaIy23,1814. 

"I  mm  aorry  to  say  that  the  priut  ^  is  by  no  means 
^prored  of  by  those  who  have  seen  it,  who  are  pretty 
eoavcfsaat  with  the  original,  as  well  as  the  picture 
from  wbeaoe  it  is  taken.  I  rather  suspect  that  it  is 
froai  the  copy,  and  not  the  exhibiled  portrait,  and  in 
thai  dflenuna  woukl  recommend  a  suspension,  if  not 
an  abondoament,  of  the  prejixvm  to  the  volumes 
whif^  you  purpose  inflicting  upon  the  public. 

**  With  regard  to  Lmra,  don't  be  in  any  hurry.  I 
have  not  yet  made  up  my  mind  on  the  subject,  nor 
know  what  to  think  or  do  till  I  hear  from  you ;  and 
Bfr  Moore  appeared  to  me  in  a  similar  state  of  inde- 
tcmuoatioa.  I  do  not  know  that  it  may  not  be  better 
to  reserve  it  tar  the  entire  publication  you  proposed, 
aadaot  adventure  m  hardy  singleness,  or  even  backed 
by  the  fisiry  Jacqueline.  I  have  been  seized  with  all 
kflMfa  of  doubts,  &c.  ficc,  smce  I  left  London. 

"  Pray  let  me  bear  from  you,  and  believe  me,  &€." 

LETTER  CXC. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

■JalyMtb,  1314. 
"The  minority  must,  in  this  case,  cany  il;  so  pray 
kt  it  be  so,  for  I  don't  care  sixpence  for  any  of  the 
"~^""   you  mention,  on  such  a  subject;  and  P** 

*  la  a  note  vUch  I  wrote  to  blm,  before  ttartlnr.  next 
«qr.  I  «a4  tfce  IbUvwias  :— « I  got  Lws  at  three  o'clock 
Ate  MiTfltac— f-«ad  him  be/ore  I  slept,  and  was  enraptured. 
I  talL*  tte  prooCi  with  ■».» 

t  Be  tone  refert  to  aoarticle  in  the  number  of  (he  Edln- 

?^iJJf!*!r:Z?^"*"  Poblid»ed(No4»),onlheCorMar 
sad  BrMe  os  Abydos. 

1  Aaaafrarlaf  by  Af»  from  PhilUps*s  portrait  ofhim.  I 


must  be  a  dunce  to  agree  with  them.  For  my  own 
part,  I  have  no  objection  at  all;  but  Mrs  Leigh  and 
my  cousin  must  be  better  judges  of  the  likeness  than 
others;  and  they  hate  it;  and  so  I  won't  have  it  at 
all 

^  Mr  Hobhouse  is  right  as  for  his  conclusion ;  but 
I  deny  the  premises.  The  name  only  is  Spanish ;  * 
the  country  is  not  Spain,  but  the  Morea. 

^  Waverley  is  the  best  and  most  interesting  novel 
I  have  redde  since — I  don't  know  when.  I  like  it  as 
much  as  I  hate  ^  ^,  and  "^  *,  and*  *,  and  all  the  femi- 
nine trash  of  the  last  four  months.  Besides,  it  is  all 
eaqr  to  me,  I  have  been  in  Scotland  so  much  (though 
then  young  enough  too),  and  feel  at  home  vvith  the 
people.  Lowland  and  Gael 

**  A  note  will  correct  what  Mr  Hobhouse  thinks  an 
error  (about  the  feudal  qrstem  in  Spain) ;— it  is  not 
Spain.  If  he  puts  a  few  words  of  prose  any  where, 
it  will  set  all  right. 

^  I  have  been  ordered  to  town  to  vote.  I  shall  dis- 
obey.   There  is  no  good  in  so  much  pnting,  since 

*  certain  issues  strokes  should  arbitrate.'  If  you  have 
any  thing  to  sigr,  let  me  hear  from  you. 

«  Yoors,  «cc.'» 

LETTER  CXCL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«AnfastSd,18]4. 

**  It  is  certainly  a  little  extraordinary  that  you  have 
not  sent  the  Edinburgh  Review,  as  I  requested,  and 
hoped  it  would  not  require  a  note  a  day  to  remind 
you.  I  see  odvertisementM  of  Lara  and  Jacqueline ; 
pray,  loAy?  when  I  requested  you  to  postpone  pub- 
lication tiU  my  return  to  town. 

**  I  have  a  most  amusing  epistle  from  the  Ettrick 
bard— Hogg;  in  which,  speaking  of  his  bookseller, 
whom  he  denominates' the  *  shabbiest '  of  the  trade  for 
not  'lifting  his  bills,'  he  adds,  in  so  many  words, 

*  G — il  d— n  him  and  them  both.'  This  is  a  pretty 
prelude  to  asking  you  to  adopt  him  (the  said  Hogg) ; 
but  this  he  wishes ;  and  if  you  please,  you  and  I  will 
talk  it  over.  He  has  a  poem  ready  for  the  press  (and 
your  biiit  too,  if '  A//able'),  and  bestows  some  bene- 
dictions on  Mr  Moore  for  his  abduction  of  Lara  from 
the  forthcoming  Miscellany,  f 

^  P.S.— Sincerely,  I  think  Mr  Hogg  would  suit  you 
very  well;  and  surely  he,  is  a  man  of  great  powers, 
and  deserving  of  encouragement.  I  must  kiu>ck  out 
a  Tale  for  him,  and  you  ^ould  at  all  events  consider 
before  you  r^ect  his  suit.  Scott  is  gone  to  the 
Orkneys  in  a  gale  of  wind,  and  Hogg  says  that,  during 
the  said  gale,  '  he  is  sure  that  Scott  is  not  quite 
at  his  ease,  to  say  the  best  of  it. '  Ah !  I  wish  these 
homekeeping  bards  could  taste  a  Mediterranean  white 
squall,  or  the  Gut  in  a  gale  of  wind,  or  even  the  Bay 
of  Biscay  with  no  wind  at  all.  " 

«  AIladiDf  to  L«ra. 

t  Blr  Hogg  had  been  led  to  hope  (hat  he  should  be  per- 
mitted to  inaert  this  Poem  in  a  MisceUany  which  he  had  at 
this  time  some  thoof  hti  of  poblithiog ;  and  whatever  adrice 
1  may  have  given  against  such  a  mode  of  disposing  of  the 
work  arose  certainly  not  firom  any  ill  will  to  this  ingenious 
and  remarkable  man,  hut  from  a  considenKion  of  what  I 
thought  meat  advantageous  to  the  fiune  of  Lord  Byrmi. 
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LETTER  CXCIL 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

«  HutiBffa,  August  3d,  1814. 

^  B^  the  time  this  rcaohei  your  dweOing,  I  shall 
(God  wot)  be  in  town  again  probably.  I  have  been 
here  renewing  my  acquaintance  with  my  old  friend 
Ocean;  and  I  find  his  bosom  as  pleasant  a  pillow  for 
an  hoar  in  the  Bwming  as  his  daughter's  of  Paphos 
could  be  in  the  twilight.  I  have  been  swinmuBg  and 
eating  turbot,  and  smuggling  neat  brandies  and  siBc 
handkerohiefn^^and  listening  to  my  friend  Hodgson's 
raptures  about  a  pretty  wife-elect  of  his,— <and  walk- 
ing on  cliffH,  and  tumbling  down  hills,  and  makmg  the 
most  of  tJie  *  dolce  iinr^iente '  for  the  last  fortnight. 
I  met  a  son  of  Lord  Erskine's,  who  says  be  has 
been  married  a  year,  and  is  the  *  happiest  of  men ; ' 
and  I  haye  met  the  aforesaid  H.,  who  is  also  the 
*  happiest  of  men ;'  so,  it  is  worth  while  being  here, 
if  only  to  witness  the  superktiTe  felicity  of  these 
foxes,  who  have  cut  off  their  tafls,  and  would  pei^ 
suade  the  rest  to  part  with  their  brushes  to  keep 
them  in  countenance. 

^  It  rejoiceth  me  that  you  Uke  *  Lara.'  Jeffr^  is 
out  with  his  45th  Number,  which  I  suppose  you 
have  got.  He  is  only  too  kind  to  me,  in  my  share  of 
it,  and  I  begin  to  foncy  myself  a  golden  pheasant, 
upon  the  strength  of  the  plumage  wherewith  he  hath 
bedecked  me.  But  then,  *  sorgit  amari,'  &c.— the 
gentlemen  of  the  Champion,  and  Perry,  hare  got  hold 
(I  know  not  how)  of  the  condolatoiy  address  to 
Lady  J.  on  the  picture-abduction  by  our  R*  *  *, 
and  have  published  them— with  my  name,  too,  smack 
—without  even  asking  leave,  or  inquiring  whether 
or  no !  D — ^n  their  impudence,  and  d— n  eveiy  thing. 
It  has  put  me  out  of  patience,  and  so,  I  shall  say  no 
more  about  it. 

**  You  shall  have  Lara  and  Jacque  (both  with  some 
additions)  when  out ;  but  I  am  stiD  demurring  and 
delaying,  and  in  a  fuss,  and  so  is  R.  in  his  way. 

'*Newsteadistobenuneagain.  Claughton  forfeits 
twenty-five  thousand  pounds ;  but  that  don't  prevent 
me  from  being  very  prettily  ruined.  I  mean  to  bury 
myself  there— and  let  my  beard  grow— and  hate  you 
all. 

**  Oh  !  I  have  had  the  most  amusnig  letter  from 
Hogg,  the  Ettrick  minstrel  and  shepherd.  He  wants 
me  to  recommend  him  to  Murray,  and,  speaking  of 
his  present  bookseller,  whose  *  bQls'  are  never '  lifted,' 
he  adds,  toUdem  verbis,  *  God  d — d  him  and  them 
both.'  I  laughed,  and  so  would  you  too,  at  the 
way  in  which  this  execration  is  introduced.  The 
said  Hogg  is  a  strange  being,  but  of  great,  though 
uncouth,  powers.  I  think  veiy  highly  of  him,  as  a 
poet ;  but  he,  and  half  of  these  Scotch  and  Lake 
troubadours,  are  spoilt  by  Kving  in  little  circles  and 
petty  societies.  London  and  the  world  is  the  only 
place  to  take  the  conceit  out  of  a  man — in  the  milling 
phrase.  Scott,  he  says,  is  gone  to  the  Orkneys  in 
a  gale  of  wind ; — during  which  wind,  he  aifirms,  the 
said  Scott,  *  he  is  sure,  is  not  at  his  ease, — to  say  the 
best  of  it.'  Lord,  Lord,  if  these  homekeeping  min- 
strels had  crossed  your  Atlantic  or  my  Mediterranean, 
and  tasted  a  little  open  boating  in  a  white  squall — or 
a  gale  in  *  the  Gut  '—or  the  *  Bay  of  Biscay,'  with  no 


gale  at  aU— how  it  would  enliven  and  introduce  them 
to  a  few  of  the  sensations  !—lo  say  nothing  of  ao 
illicit  amour  or  two  upon  shore,  in  the  way  of  csnj 
upon  the  Passions,  beginnii^  with  simple  aduUeiy, 
and  compounding  it  as  they  went  along. 

"  I  have  forwarded  your  letter  to  Murray,— bj  the 
way,  you  had  addressed  it  to  AftOer.  Praywriteto 
me,  and  say  what  art  thou  doing?  *Not  finiihedr 
— Oons !  how  is  this?— these ' fiaws  and  starts'  mmt 
be  'authorised  by  your  grandam,'  and  are  nnbe- 
oommg  of  any  other  author.  I  was  sorry  to  bear  of 
your  discrepancy  with  the**s,  or  rather,  your 
abjuration  of  agreement.  I  don't  want  to  be  imper- 
tinent, or  buifoan  on  a  serious  sulgect,  and  am  there- 
fore at  a  loss  what  to  say. 

^  I  hope  nothing  will  induce  you  to  abate  fron  the 
proper  price  of  your  poem,  as  long  as  there  ii  a 
prospect  of  getting  it.  For  my  own  part,  I  have,  it- 
rioiufy,  and  not  tohmingly  (for  that  is  not  nv  way— «t 
least,  it  used  not  to  be),  neither  hopes,  nor  prospects, 
and  scarcely  even  wishes.  I  am,  in  some  reipecte, 
happy,  but  not  in  a  manner  that  can  or  ought  to  last, 
—but  enough  of  that  The  wont  of  it  is,  I  feel  quite 
enervated  and  indifierent.  I  really  do  not  know,  if 
Jupiter  were  to  oflfer  me  my  choice  of  the  coatesti 
of  his  benevolent  cask,  what  I  would  pick  oat  of  it 
If  I  was  bom,  as  the  nurses  say,  with  a  'silver  ^oos 
in  my  mouth,'  it  has  stuck  in  my  throat,  and  qMiled 
my  palate,  so  that  nothing  put  into  it  is  swaUowed  with 
much  relish, — unless  it  be  cayenne.  However,  I 
have  grievances  enough  to  occupy  me  that  way  loo; 
—but  for  fear  of  adding  to  yours  by  this  pestileDt  kwg 
diatribe,  I  postpone  the  reading  then,  sti«  t^- 
Ever,  dear  M.,  yours,  &c. 

"P.S.— Don't  forget  my  godson.  You  cooM  a* 
have  fixed  on  a  fitter  porter  for  his  flins  dMUi  ne. 
being  used  to  carry  double  without  in 


LETTER  CXCm. 

TO  MR  BfURBAT. 

«Aafasl4th,l8Ii 
«  Not  having  received  the  slightest  answer  to  ay 
last  three  letters,  nor  the  book  (the  last  number  rf 
the  Edinburgh  Review)  which  they  requested,  I 
presume  that  you  were  the  unfortunate  perMm  who 
perished  m  the  pagoda  on  Mondivy  last,  and  aitdfcst 
this  rather  to  your  executors  than  yourself,  regret- 
ting that  you  should  have  had  the  iU-luck  to  be  the 
sole  victim  on  that  joyous  occasion. 

"I  beg  leave  then  to  inform  these  gentleaieo, 
(whoever  they  may  be)  that  I  am  a  little  surpriaed  at 
the  previous  neglect  of  the  deceased,  and  abo  »« 
observing  an  advertisement  of  an  approaching  p«hu- 
cation  on  Saturday  next,  against  the  which  IpfO- 
tested,  and  do  protest,  for  the  present. 

"  Yours  (or  theirs),  kc. 

«B." 


LETTER  CXCIV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

**  The  Edinburgh  Review  is  arrived— thanki.* 
enclose  Mr  Hobhouse's  letter,  from  which  you  wiS 
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jtenan  the  woik  you  haie  made.  Howerer,  I  have 
ktut'.  yon  must  send  my  rhymes  to  the  devil  your 
on  nay.  It  teems  also  that  the  '  faithful  and  spi- 
rited ikeness'  b  another  of  your  publications.  I  vrish 
fM  }ay  of  it;  but  it  is  no  IDieness— that  is  the  point; 
Sorimalf ,  if  I  have  delayed  yoiv  journey  to  Scotland, 
1  la  Sony  that  you  carried  your  complaisance  so  far; 
pirtieiihr^  as  upon  trifles  you  have  a  more  summary 
ictbod;— witness  the  grammar  of  Hobhouse*s  '  bit 
tf  pme,'  which  has  put  him  and  me  into  a  fever. 

"Hog;  must  translate  his  own  words :  *  UfttHg'  is 
•  qootetioD  from  his  letter,  together  with  '  God  d— n^' 
la.,wlueh  I  suppose  requires  no  translation. 

"  I  was  unaware  of  the  contents  of  Mr  Moore's 
kScr;  I  think  your  oiler  yery  handsome,  but  of  that 
JOB  isd  he  must  judge.  If  he  ean  get  more,  you 
nil  wonder  that  he  should  accept  it. 

*Oat  with  Lara,  since  it  must  be.  The  tome  looks 
pntty  esongh— on  the  outadp.  I  shall  be  in  town 
■exi  week,  and  in  tbe  itie«n  time  wish  you  a  pleasant 


j  "  Tours,  8mj.*» 

LETTER  C}L^CV. 

TO   MR  MOORE. 

•Ansnst  12th,  1814. 

,  "IvBs  no/  akme,  nor  will  be  while  I  can  help  it. 
Nmtesd  is  not  yet  decided.  Claughton  is  to  make 
ipudeibrt  by  Saturday  week  to  complete,— if  not, 
W  inist  give  up  twenty-five  t)iousand  pounds,  and 
i^atate,  with  expenses,  &c.  &e.  If  I  resume  the 
Ahbuy,  you  ifaall  have  due  notice,  and  a  cell  set 
■(wt  for  your  reception,  witb  a  pbus  welcome. 
^en,  I  have  not  seen,  but  Lany  and  Jacky  came 
M  t  iew  days  ago.    Of  their  effect,  I  know  nothing. 

!        •  ♦  •  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

I  "Tkere  is  something  YCiy  amusing  in  your  being  an 
Kdisbarg^  Reviewer.     You  know,  I  suppose,  that 

i'f**iiBfoaeofthe  plaridest,  and  may  possibly  enact 

!  ttnetragedj  on  bebg  told  that  he  is  oidy  a  ibol.  If, 
BOW,  Jeficy  wereto  be  slain  on  account  of  an  article 
^  rwni  there  would  be  a  fine  conclusion.    For  my 

.  put,  at  lbs  WmiCred  Jenkins  says,  *  be  has  done  the 

I  lniidiQBethiDgbyme,'particularbrinhiskstnumber; 

;*<^kiilbebestof  meaand  the  ablest  of  critics,  and 
I  voa't  kafe  him  killed,— though  I  dare  say  many 

'  *iA  ke  woe,  for  being  so  good-humoured. 

I .  "Bdbn  I  left  Hastings,  I  got  m  a  passion  with  an 


'■^-Me,  irhich  I  flung  out  of  the  window  one  night 
viik  a  vengeance ;— and  what  then?  why,  next 
■oniag  I  was  horrified  by  seeing  that  it  had  struck, 
f^Vfitnpoa,  the  pcttkBoat  of  Euterpe's  graven 
nagiii  U^  gaiden,  and  grimed  her  as  if  it  were  on 
PVfPOK.*  Only  think  of  my  distress,— and  the 
cpifiaiathat  m4;bt  be  engendered  on  the  Muse  and 
Waitftdventure. 

**!  hid  an  adventnie,  almost  as  ridiculous,  at 
"■e  private  theatricals  near  Cambridge— though 
^  a  dieerent  description— since  I  saw  you  kst.    I 


*  RiiMrTnithiklbroafhthlm  ops  large  Jar  of  hik,  into 
*M«  BM  nppodns  it  to  be  foil,  he  had  thmst  hit  pen 
^"•BtolbeTcryhotton.  Enraged,  oaOsdlnKtt  come  eat 
*||*Marcd  wHh  Ink,  he  flang  the  bottle  out  of  the  window 
I  ■(•Ike  prien,  vhere  it  lighted,  aa  here  described,  upon 
IwcafeigUkwden  tfoaea,  Ihat  had  been  Imported,  some 
<iae  bdbrv.  fhim  HoOaDd,— the  ninth  baring  been,  by  aome 
•«*»«^  tell  behind. 


quarrelled  vrith  a  man  hi  the  dark  for  aakmg  me  who 
I  vfas  [insolently  enough,  to  be  sure),  and  foHowed 
him  into  the  green-room  (a  Mlable)  in  a  rage,  amongst 
a  set  of  people  I  neYer  saw  before.  He  turned  out 
la  be  a  low  comedian,  engaged  to  act  vrith  the  ama- 
teurs, and  to  be  a  civQ-spoken  man  enough,  when  he 
found  out  that  nothing  very  pleasant  was  to  be  got  by 
rudeness.  But  you  would  have  been  amused  with 
the  row,  and  the  dialogue,  and  the  dress — or  rather 
the  undress— of  the  party,  where  I  had  introduced 
myself  in  a  devil  of  a  hurry,  and  the  astonishment 
that  ensued.  I  had  gone  out  of  the  theatre,  for 
ooobiess,  into  the  garden;— there  I  had  tumbled  over 
some  dogs,  and,  cdming  away  from  them  in  very  ill- 
humour,  encountered  the  man  in  a  wone,  which  pro- 
duced ail  this  confusion. 

**  Well— and  why  douH  you  *  kiunch  ?'-^ow  is 
your  time.    The  people  are  tolerably  tired  with  me, 
and  not  very  much  enamoured  of  *  *,  who  has  just 
spawned  a  quarto  of  metaphysical  blank  verse,  which ,, 
is  nevertheless  only  a  part  of  a  poem. 

**  Murray  talks  of  divorcing  Lany  and  Jacky— a 
bad  sign  for  the  authors,  who,  I  suppose,  vrill  be 
divorced  too,  and  throw  the  blame  upon  one  another. 
Seriously,  I  don't  care  a  cigar  about  it,  and  I  don't 
Hce  why  Sam  should. 

**  Let  me  hear  from  and  of  you  and  my  godson.  If 
a  daughter,  the  name  will  do  quite  as  well.  ♦  *  »  * 

'*Ever,«tc»» 

LETTER  CXCVL 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

'August  13th,  1814. 

**  I  wrote  yesterday  to  Blayilleld,  and  have  just  now 
enfranked  your  letter  to  nmmma.  My  stay  in  town 
IK  so  uncertain  (not  later  than  next  week),  that  your 
packets  for  the  north  may  not  reach  me;  and  as  I 
know  not  exactly  where  I  am  going— however, 
Newtiead  is  my  most  probable  destination,  and  if 
you  send  your  dispatches  before  Tuesday,  I  can 
forward  them  to  our  new  ally.  But,  after  that  day, 
you  had  better  not  trust  to  their  arrival  in  time. 

**  ♦  *  has  been  exiled  from  Pari^  on  dit,  fat 
saying  the  Bourbons  were  old  women.  The  Bourbons 
might  have  been  content,  I  think,  with  Fttuming  the 
compliment.    *    *    ♦    ♦ 

^  I  told  you  all  about  Jacky  and  Larry  yesterday; 
—they  are  to  be  separated,— at  least,  so  says  the 
grand  M.,  and  I  know  no  more  of  the  matter.  Jeffrey 
has  done  me  more  than  ♦  justice ;'  but  as  to  tragedy 
— um !— I  have  no  time  for  fiction  at  present.  A  man 
cannot  paint  a  storm  With  the  vessel  under  bare 
poles,  on  a  lee^ore.  When  I  get  to  hmd,  I  will 
try  what  is  to  be  done,  and,  if  I  founder,  there  be 
plenty  of  mine  elders  and  betters  to  console  Mel- 
pomene. 

^  When  at  Newsteod,  you  most  come  over,  if 
only  for  a  day— should  Mrs  M.  be  exigeanie  of  your 
presence.  The  place  is  worth  seeing,  as  a  niin.  and 
1  can  assure  you  there  wu  some  fim  there,  even  in 
my  time ;  but  that  is  past.    The  ghosts,*  however, 

♦  It  waa.  Iff  mistake  not,  daring  faia  recent  »lsit  to  New  - 
stead,  that  he  Umaeir  actoally  fiinded  he  sow  the  ghost  of 
the  Btack  Friar,  which  waa  supposed  to  have  baanted  the 
Abbey  from  the  time  of  the  dissolution  of  the  monastcriei, 
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and  the  gothics,  and  the  waters,  and  the  desolation, 
make  it  Teiy  lively  stilL 

"Ever,  dear  Tom,  jrours,  8cc.*» 

LETTER  CXCVII. 

TO  BIR  HURllAY.  • 

•NewitMd  Abbey,  S«pt.  9d.  1814. 
'^  I  am  obliged  by  what  you  hare  sent,  but  would 
rather  not  see  any  thing  of  the  kind ;  *  we  hare  bad 
enough  of  these  things  already,  good  and  bad,  and 
next  month  you  need  not  trouble  yourself  to  collect 
even  the  higher  generation— on  my  account.  It  giret 
me  much  pleasure  to  hear  of  Mr  Hobhouse's  and  Mr 
Merivale's  good  entrcatment  by  the  journals  you 
mention. 

**  I  siill  think  Mr  Hogg  and  yourself  might  make  out 
an  alliance.  DodsUy'M  was^  I  believe,  the  last  decent 
thing  of  the  kuid,  and  hU  had  great  success  in  its  day, 
and  lasted  several  years ;  but  then  he  had  the  doable 
advantage  of  editing  and  pubUshing.  The  Spleen, 
and  several  of  Gray's  odes,  much  of  Shautone,  and 
many  othen  of  good  repute,  made  their  first  ap- 
pearance m  his  collection.  Now,  with  the  support  oft 
Scott,  Wordsworth,  Southey,  &c.,  I  see  little  reason 
why  you  should  not  do  as  well;  and  if  once  fair^ 
established,  you  would  have  assistance  from  the 
youngsters,  I  dare  aay.  Stratford  Canning  (whose 
*  Buonaparte'  is  excellent),  and  many  others^  and 
Moore,  and  Hobhouse,  and  I,  would  try  a  fall  now 
and  then  (if  permitted),  and  you  might  coax  Camp- 
bell, too,  into  it.  By  the  by,  ^  has  an  unpublished 
(though  printed)  poem  on  a  scene  in  Germany  (Ba- 
varia, I  think),  which  I  taw  hst  year,  that  is  per- 
fectly magnificent,  and  equal  to  himself.  I  wonder 
he  don't  publish  it. 

**0h  I—do  you  recollect  S*  *,  the  engraver's,  mad 
letter  about  not  engraving  Phillip's  picture  of  Lord 
Foley?  (as  he  blundered  it);  well,  I  have  traced  it, 
I  think.  It  seems,  by  the  papers,  a  preacher  of  Jo- 
hanna Southcotets  is  named  Foley ;  and  I  can  no  way 
account  for  the  said  S**'h  confusion  of  words  and 
ideas,  but  by  that  of  his  head's  running  on  Johanna 
and  her  apostles.  It  was  a  mercy  he  did  not  say 
Lord  Tozer.  You  know,  of  course,  that  S  *  *  is  a 
believer  in  this  new  (old)  virgin  of  spiritual  impreg- 


**I  k>ng  to  know  what  she  will  produce :  f  her 
being  with  child  at  sixty -five  is  indeed  a  miracle,  but 
her  getting  aoy  one  to  beget  it,  a  greater. 

and  which  he  thus  dencribes,  flron  the  recollection  peritapi 
of  bU  own  (hntaijr,  iu  Don  Juan  :— 

It  «M  iiomoMe>  bat,  lo !  »  monk,  array'd 

In  cowl  and  beads  and  doaky  ifarb,  appealed. 
Now  Vp  tbe  moooligbt,  and  now  lapaed  In  ■hade. 

With  fteps  tbat  trod  aa  baavy,  yet  anheaid: 
lib  ganMOto  only  a  kligbt  murmor  made ; 

He  mored  as  fibodovry  as  the  tkten  welid. 
But  slowly ;  and  as  be  paHs'd  Joan  by, 
Glauced,  wlihoat  (lauslaf  ,  on  Um  a  bright  eye.** 

It  is  Mdd,  that  the  Newatead  ghost  appeared,  also,  to  Lord 
Byron's  cooain,  Miss  Fanny  Paridns,  and  that  Ae  made  a 
sketch  of  him  from  memory. 

*  The  reriewi  and  mngaunes  of  the  month. 

•  The  foDowiuf  chamcteriatic  note,  in  reference  to  this 
passsge.  appears,  la  MrOifford's  handwriting,  on  the  copy 
of  the  above  letter :— « It  is  a  pity  that  Lord  B.  was  i^oraut 
of  Jonsou.  The  old  poet  ha«  a  Sathre  on  the  Cenrt  Paoelle 
that  would  have  supplied  him  with  some  pleasantcy  on 
Joanna's  prrgaancy.* 


^  If  you  were  not  going  to  Paris  or  Sootknd J  oould 
send  you  some  game :  if  you  remain,  let  ma  tmow. 

"P.S.— A  woni  or  two  of  *  Lara,'  which  yonr  en- 
closure brings  before  me.  It  is  of  no  great  promise 
separately ;  but,  as  connected  with  the  other  tales,  it 
wHl  do  Very  well  for  the  volumes  you  mean  to  publish. 
I  would  recommend  this  arrangement — Childe  Ha- 
rold, the  smaller  Poems,  Giaour,  Bride,  Coraair, 
Lara;  the  last  completes  the  series,  and  its  Tery 
likeness  renders  itnecessaiy  to  the  others.  Cawtbome 
writes  that  they  are  publishing  EngluA  Bards  in  Ire~ 
Umd:  pray  inquire  into  this;  because  U  must  be 
stop))ed. " 

LETTER  CXCVIII. 

TO  MR  MDBBAY. 
*  Newitead  Abbey,  September  7th,  I8I4. 
«I  should  think  Mr  Hogg,  for  his  own  sake  as  well 
as  yours,  would  be  'critical  '  as  lago  himself  in  bi^ 
editorial  capacity ;  and  that  such  a  publication  would 
answer  hii  purpoae,  and  youn  too,  vrith  tolerable 
management  You  should,  howcTer,  have  a  good 
number  to  start  with— I  mean,  good  in  quality ;  in 
these  days,  there  can  be  little  fear  of  not  coming  up 
to  the  mark  in  quantity.  There  must  be  many  '  fine 
things'  in  Wordsworth ;  but  I  should  think  it  diffieuU 
to  make  tix  quartos  (the  amount  of  the  whole)  all  fine, 
particularly  the  pedlar's  portion  of  the  poem ;  bat 
there  can  be  no  doubt  of  his  powen  to  do  almost  any 
tiling. 

**  I  ffl»  '  Tery  idle.*  I  have  read  the  few  books  I 
bad  with  me,  and  been  forced  to  fish,  for  lack  of  ar- 
gument. I  have  caught  a  great  many  perch  and 
some  carp,  which  is  a  comfort,  as  one  would  oot  lose 
one's  labour  willingly. 

**  Pray,  who  convcts  the  press  of  your  Tolnmea  ? 
I  hope  *  The  Corsair'  is  printed  from  the  copy  J  cor- 
rected with  the  additional  lines  in  the  first  Canto,  and 
some  notes  from  Sismoodi  and  Lavater,  which  I  ga  re 
you  to  add  thereto.    The  arrangement  is  very  vefl. 

**  My  cursed  people  have  not  sent  my  papers  sauce 
Stmday,  and  I  have  lost  Johanna's  divorce  from  Ju- 
piter. Who  hath  gotten  her  with  prophet  ?  Is  k 
Sharpe?andhow?  ♦  .  ♦  ♦ 

I  shoukl  like  to  buy  one  of  her  seals :  if  sahatioa  eaa 
be  had  at  half-a-guinea  a  head,  the  kindk)rd.of  tbe 
Crown  and  Anchor  should  be  ashamed  of  himaelf  for 
charging  doable  for  tickets  to  a  mere  terrestrial  baa- 
quet.  I  am  afraid,  seriously,  that  these  matten  w9 
lend  a  sad  handle  to  your  proDsne  soofl^,  and  gire 
a  loose  to  much  damutUe  laughter. 

^  I  have  not  seen  Hunt's  Sonnets  nor  Descent  of 
Liberty  :  he  has  chosen  a  pretty  plaoe  whereia  to 
compose  the  last.  Let  me  hear  from  you  beforv  yoa 
embark.    Ever,  fee." 

LETTER  CXCIX. 

TO  HR  MOORE. 

«Newstead  Abbey,  Septendier  15,  ISU. 
^  This  is  the  fourth  letter  I  have  begun  to  you 
within  the  month.  Whether  I  shall  finish  or  not,  or 
bum  it  like  the  rest,  I  know  not  When  we  neet, 
I  will  explain  why  I  have  not  written— lo^  I  bave 
not  asked  you  here,  as  I  wished— with  a  great 
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likraAiitaadwlMNfctei.  whieh  win  keep  eoU.  In 
AorttToa  mint  excuw  aU  ny  teening  OBMuani  and 
«— iwiMWi  ud  gnot  me  more  remianoii  than  St 
iibiOMini  wis  to  youndf,  if  yoo  lop  off  a  nagfe 
M  of  ^iteiy  from  hia  pious  possle.  It  it  ngr 
(Rc4(aMlit  Bay  be  St  Atlmnama's  too)  that  your 
viiefe  oaT '''' win  get  aomebody  kiOed,  and  <fta/,  on 
hSmti,  get  him  d--d  afierwanb,  which  wiU  be 
^ateenowfor  one  number.  Oons,  Tom  1  you  muet 
Mneddle  jmt  now  with  the  hicomprehenaible ;  fcr 
,  'JoUma  Soothcote  Vatm  out  to  be  *  '* 

.  "  Now  for  a  little  egotinn.  Ifyaffiurs  stand  thus. 
j  Tft-nonow,  I  shall  know  whether  a  droumstance  of 
I  Bportuce  enough  to  change  maiv  of  my  phus  will 
j  occvor  not  If  it  does  not,  I  am  off  for  Italy  next 
I  Mtk,  sad  Loadon,  m  the  mean  time,  next  week. 
I  kve  got  back  Newstead  and  twenty-fire  thousand 
pooda  (out  of  twen^  -eight  paid  already  ),-4w  a  *  sa- 
oiiee,'tIie  Isle  purchaser  calls  it,  and  he  may  choose 
^ovD  sasK.  I  hare  paid  some  of  my  debts,  and 
Q^ncted  othen ;  but  I  hare  a  few  thounnd  pounds, 
liticb  I  can't  q>ettd  after  my  own  heart  in  this  climate, 
>ad«>,  1  iludl  go  back  to  the  south.  Hobhouse,  I 
iU  sod  hope,  will  go  with  me ;  but  whether  he  will 
««it,Iihall.  I  want  to  see  Venice,  and  the  Alps, 
nd  Parmesan  cheeses,  and  kxik  at  the  coast  of  Greece, 
orniker  Epirus,  fipom  Italy,  as  I  once  did— or  fimded 
lO-tbatof  llafy,  when  off  Corfu.  AH  this,  how- 
<w.  dqieods  upon  an  erent,  which  may,  or  may 
ax,kppen.  Whether  it  will,  I  shall  know  probably 
i»-BonDw,  and,  if  it  <loes,  I  can't  well  go  abroad  at 


''Pkiy  pardon  this  parenthetical  scrawl.     You 
^  bar  firam  me  again  soon;  I  don't  cafl  this  an 


**  Ever  moat  aflEbctionately,  &c.  " 

The'dreomstanoe  of  importance,*^  to  which  he 
>lUa  in  tkii  letter,  was  his  second  proposal  for  Miss 
^Qbsoke,  o( -which  he  was  now  waiting  the  result. 
Utiown  account,  in  his  Memoranda,  of  the  circum- 
•iUMilktled  to  this  step  is,  m  substance,  as  fiur  as 
1  caa  tnnt  my  recollection,  as  follows.  A  person, 
w^lndfor  sane  time  stood  high  in  his  affection  and 
^^octd^Ke,  obienring  how  cheerless  and  unsettled  was 
^  slate  both  of  his  mind  and  prospects,  advised  him 
*'^k3uio(ulf  to  Duurry ;  and,  after  much  discussion,  he 
■^i^uatnL  The  next  point  for  consideration  was — who 
*u  to  be  the  object  of  his  choice;  and  while  his 
^  mentioned  one  lady,  he  himself  named  Miss 
^B^»^  To  this,  howerer,  his  adriser  strongly 
%c(ed,~reDMrking  to  him,  that  Miss  Milbanke  had 
*i  PRWBt  DO  fortune,  and  that  his  embarrassed  aflSiirs 
**>U  sot  allow  him  to  many  without  one ;  that  she 
*«,  ffloreorer,  a  learned  bdy,  which  would  not  at 
tflwitbiBi.  In  consequence  of  these  representations, 
^  agreed  that  his  frieMl  should  write  a  proposal  for 
Clothe odier  lady  named,  which  was  accordingly 
^^-sad  an  answer,  containing  a  refusal,  arrired 
•"^  were,  one  morning,  sitting  together.  "You 
^"  nid  Lord  Byron,  **  that,  after  aU,  Miss  Milbanke 
■  «ohe  the  person ;— I  will  write  to  her."  He  accord- 
^  wrote  00  the  moment,  and,  as  soon  as  he  had 
jjfiiM,  hii  friend,  remoostmting  still  strongly  against 
M  choice,  took  up  the  letter,— but,  on  reading  it 


orer,  obsenred,  *^  Well,  really,  this  is  a  renr  pretty 
letter ; — ^it  is  a  pity  it  ahould  not  go.  1  nerer  read  a 
prettier  on.**  *<Then  it  thaU  go,"  aaid  Lord  Byron, 
and  in  so  saying,  sealed  and  sent  off,  on  the  instant, 
thsB  fiat  of  his  (ate. 

LETTER  GC. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

«Nd.,  September  16tb,  1814. 

**  I  hare  written  to  you  one  letter  to-night,  but 
must  send  you  this  much  more,  as  I  hare  not  franked 
my  number,  to  say  that  I  rcijoioe  in  my  god-daughter, 
and  will  send  her  a  coral  and  bells,  which  I  hope  she 
will  accept,  the  moment  I  get  back  to  London. 

"My  head  is  at  this  moment  in  a  state  of  con- 
fusion, from  rarious  causes,  which  I  can  neither 
desoribe  nor  expfaun— but  let  that  pass.  My  em- 
ployments hare  been  rery  nutd— fisliing ,  shooting, 
baUiing,  and  boating.  Books  I  hare  but  few  here, 
and  thoae  I  hare  read  ten  times  orer,  till  sick  of 
them.  So,  I  hare  taken  to  breaking  soda  water 
bottles  with  my  pistob,  and  jumping  into  the  water, 
and  rowing  orer  it,  and  firing  at  the  fowls  of  the  air. 
But  why  should  I  'monster  my  nothings'  to  you, 
who  are  weH  employed,  and  happily  too,  I  diould 
hope.  For  my  iwrt,  I  am  happy  too,  in  my  way- 
hut,  as  usual,  hare  contrired  to  get  into  three  or 
four  perplexities,  which  I  do  not  see  my  way  through. 
But  a  few  days,  peihhps  a  day,  will  determine  one 
of  them. 

**  You  do  not  say  a  word  to  me  of  your  Poem.  I 
wish  I  could  see  or  hear  it.  I  neither  could,  nor 
would,  do  it  or  its  author  any  harm.  I  beliere  I  told 
you  of  Larry  and  Jacquy.  A  friend  of  mine  was 
reading— at  least  a  friend  of  his  was  readmg— said 
Larry  and  Jacquy  in  a  Brighton  cocu^.  A  pas- 
senger took  up  the  book  and  queried  as  to  the  author. 
The  proprietor  said  '  there  were  /too'— to  which  the 
answer  of  the  unknown  was,  *  Ay ,  ay — a  joint  con- 
cern, I  suppose,  nmmot  like  Stemhold  and  Hop- 
kins.' 

"  Is  not  thb  excellent  ?  I  would  not  hare  missed 
the  *  rile  comparison'  to  hare  scaped  being  one  of 
the  '  Arcades  ambo  et  cantare  pares.'  Good  night. 
Again  yours." 

LETTER  CCL 

TO  MR.  MOORE. 

«Newite«l  Abbey*  Sept.  SOth,  1814. 
■  Here's  to  ber  who  long 

Hath  waked  tbe  poet'i  aigh ! 
The  girl  who  gave  to  song 
What  gold  could  nerer  boy.— My  dear 
Moore,  I  am  going  to  be   married— that  n  '  I  am 
accepted,^    and  one  usually    hopes  the  rest  will 

•  OatbedayortbearriTslorthe  Mj's  answer,  be  wss 
sitting  at  dinner,  when  bia  gardener  came  in  and  presented 
him  with  bis  mother's  wedding  ring,  which  she  bad  lost 
manj  years  before,  and  which  the  gardener  bad  juit  foand 
In  digging  np  tbe  mould  under  ber  window.  Almost  at  tbe 
same  moment,  tbe  letter  from  Mias  Milbanke  arrired,  and 
Lord  Byron  exclaimed,  •  If  It  contains  a  consent,  I  wUl  be 
married  with  this  very  ring.'  It  did  contain  a  very  flatter- 
ing acceptance  oftoia  proposal,  and  a  duplicate  of  the  letter 
bad  been  sent  to  London,  in  case  this  aboold  bare  missed 
hira— J/cMorojtcfa. 
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foDow.  Mj  moCber  of  the  Graochi  (dwt  mrt  tohe) 
yw  think  too  strait-koed  for  me,  fthhoogh  the  panu 
goo  of  ody  oUidreii,  and  ioTetted  with'  golden  opi- 
nions of  dl  sorU  ofmen,' and  foH  of  *nKMC  Meet  con- 
ditions' as  Desdemona  herself.  Miss  Milhanke  is  the 
My,  and  I  hare  her  father's  inritatioo  to  proceed 
there  in  mjr  elect  oapadty,— which,  howerer,  I  can- 
not do  till  I  have  settled  some  business  in  London, 
and  got  a  blue  coat. 

**  She  is  said  to  be  an  heiress,  but  of  that  I  really 
know  nothing  certainly,  and  shall  not  inquire.  But 
I  do  know,  that  she  has  talents  and  excellent  qualities, 
and  you  will  not  deny  her  judgment,  after  having 
refused  six  suitors  and  taken  me. 

^  Now,  if  you  haie  any  thing  to  say  against  diis, 
pny  do;  my  mhuPs  made  up,  positively  ixed,  deter- 
mined, and  therefore  I  will  listen  to  reason,  because 
now  it  can  done  harm.  Things  may  occur  to  break 
it  off,  but  I  will  hope  not.  In  the  mean  time,  I  tell 
you  (a  teer€t,  by  the  by,— at  leiut,  till  I  know  she 
wishes  it  to  be  public)  that  I  have  proposed  and  am 
accepted.  You  need  not  be  In  a  hufiy  to  wish  me 
joy,  for  one  mayn't  be  married  for  months.  I  am 
going  to  town  to-moiTow ;  but  expect  to  be  here,  on 
my  way  there,  within  a  fortaigfat. 

^  If  this  had  not  happened,  I  should  hare  gone  to 
Italy.  In  my  way  down,  perhaps,  you  will  meet  me 
at  Nottingham,  and  come  over  with  me  here.  I  noed 
notsay  that  nothing  wifl  give  me  greater  pleasure.  I 
must,  of  course,  reform  thoroughly ;  and,  seriously,  if 
I  can  contribute  to  her  happiness,  I  shall  secure  n^ 
own.  She  it  so  good  a  perM»,  that— 4hal— in  short, 
I  wish  I  was  a  better. 

"ETcr,fcc»» 

LETTER  ecu. 

TO  THE  OOUNTE88  OP  *      *      * 

«  Albsiiy.  Oct<iber  5Ui.  1814. 

**  Your  recollection  and  inritation  do  me  great 
honour;  but  I  am  going  to  be  *  married,  and  can't 
come.'  My  InCended  is  two  hundred  miles  off,  and 
the  moment  my  business  here  is  arranged,  I  must  set 
out  in  a  great  hurry  to  be  bapi^.  Miss  Milbanke  is 
the  good-natured  perKA  who  has  undertaken  soe, 
and,  of  course,  1  am  very  much  m  tore,  and  as  sil|y 
as  all  single  gentlemen  must  be  in  that  sentimental 
situation.  I  hare  been  accepted  these  three  weeks; 
but  when  the  event  will  take  place,  I  don't  exactly 
know.  It  depends  partly  upon  kiwyers,  who  are 
never  in  a  huny.  One  can  be  sure  of  nothing;  but, 
at  present,  there  appears  no  other  interruption  to  this 
intention,  which  seems  as  mutual  as  possible,'  and 
BOW  no  secret,  though  I  did  not  tell  first,— and  aJl  our 
relatives  are  ooagratnhUiog  away  to  right  and  left  in 
the  roost  fatiguing  manner. 

**  You  perhaps  know  the  hul^.  She  is  nieee  to 
Lady  Melbourne,  and  eousm  to  Lady  Cowper  and 
others  of  your  acquaintance,  and  has  no&ult,  except 
being  a|;reat  deal  too  good  for  me,  and  that  /  must 
pardon,  if  nobody  else  sboukl.  It  might  have  been 
two  years  ago,  and,  if  it  had,  would  hare  saved  me  a 
rforid  of  trouble.  She  has  empbyed  the  interval  in 
refusing  about  half  a  doaen  of  my  particnhur  friends 
(as  she  ^me  once,  by  the  rray),  and  has  taken  me 


at  kst,  for  which  I  am  veiy  much  obliged  to  ber.  I 
wish  ic  was  well  over,  for  I  do  hale  bostle,  snd  tliat 
is  no  marrying  rrithoot  some ;— and  thes,  I  nuit  sot 
marry  in  a  Uack  eoat,  they  tell  me,  and  I  osbH  besr 
a  blue  one. 

**  Pray  forgive  me  for  scribbling  aB  this  aoasesie. 
You  know  I  must  be  serious  all  the  rest  of  1117  Hfe, 
and  this  is  a  parting  piece  of  bulbonery,  whieh  I  write 
with  tears  in  my  eyes,  expecting  to  be  sgitsled. 
Believe  me  most  seriously  and  sincerely  your  obliged 
servant, 

"BYtWf. 

*<P.  S.-^y  best  rems.  to  Lord  *  ^  00  his  reiura." 
LETTER  OCni. 

TO  ME  MOORB. 

•October  7Ui.  ISM. 

**  Notwithstandmg  the  contradictory  paFBgnphiD 
the  Morning  Chronicle,  which  must  hare  been  sent 
by  *  ♦,  or  perhaps— I  know  not  why  I  «booHsu«p«i 
Claughton  of  sudi  a  thing,and  yet  I  partly  dD,beGSDKit 
might  interrupt  his  renewal  of  purchase,  if  so  dispoied; 
in  short,  it  matters  not,  but  we  are  all  in  the  rosd  to 
matrimony — ^lawy  ers  settling,  rebtions  coogntuhtiDg, 
my  intended  as  kind  as  heart  could  wish,  and  erec; 
one,  whose  opinion  I  value,  veiy  glad  of  it.  Afl  htf 
relatives,  and  all  mine  too,  seem  equaOy  plessed. 

**  Perry  was  very  sorry,  and  has  re-contradicted,  ai 
you  will  perceive  by  this  day's  paper.  It  wo,  to  be 
sure,  a  devil  of  an  insertion,  since  the  first  psngnpk 
came  from  Sir  Ralph's  own  County  Jounsl,  and  this 
in  the  teeth  of  it  would  appear  to  him  and  bit  ai  vy 
denial.  But  I  have  written  to  do  away  that,  enclos- 
ing Perry's  letter,  which  wasrery  polite  and  fciad. 

^Nobody  hates  bustle  so  much  as  I  do;  bat  there 
seems  a  fiatafity  over  eveiy  scene  of  my  drama,  alwa)  > 
a  row  of  some  sort  or  other.  No  matter— Fortune  ii 
my  best  friend,  and  as  I  acknowledge  my  oUigstitNff 
to  her,  I  hope  she  rriR  treat  me  better  tbsa  sbt 
treated  the  Athenian,  who  took  some  merit  to  kimtelj 
on  some  occasion,  but  (after  that)  took  no  more  towns. 
In  fact,  she,  that  exquisite  goddess,  has  hitherto 
carried  me  through  eveiy  thing,  and  w3l,  I  hope, 
now;  since  I  own  it  wHl  be  all  her  doing. 

•*  Wen,  now  for  thee.  Your  article  on  *  *  ii  P^ 
fection  itself.  You  must  not  leave  off  reviewiog. 
Bj  Jove,  I  believe  you  can  do  any  thing.  Hw^ 
is  ^it,  and  taste,  and  learning,  and  good-hiuBoar 
(though  not  a  whit  less  severe  for  that]  in  ereiy  ^ 

of  dmt  critique. 

*  «  «  «  • 

''Next  to  your  being  an  E.  Retiewer,  119  bang 
of  the  same  kidney,  and  JeflVey's  being  such  a  tnead 
to  both,  are  amongst  the  events  which  I  conceive 
were  not  calcufaUed  upon  m  Bfr— what's  his  dsbk?  ^ 
— '  Essay  on  Probabilities.' 

*<  But,  Tbm,  I  say— Ootts !  ScoU  tnenaces  the  lioH 

of  the  Isles.'  Do  you  mean  to  compete?  or  by  by,  ti' 
this  rrave  has  broke  upon  the  »keife$  (of  bookseOrfi 
not  rocks — a  broken  metaphor,  by  the  way).  Vo« 
ought  to  be  afraid  of  nobody ;  but  your  modesty  ii 
really  as  provokrog  and  unnecessary  asa**'^  Its 
very  merry,  and  have  just  been  writing  some  elegise 
stanzas  on  the  death  of  Sir  P.  Parker.  He  was  nj 
first  cousin,  but  never  met  since  bqybood.    Our  r^ 
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Um  Mied  Be.  aad  I  have  Mribbkd  and  fhrcB  it 
»Ftf9,  wlMwfflchraueleit  to-BMnrow.  lunai 
msbthm  m  om  coukl  be  finr  ooelmtnetrnw 
■neinMaduld;  but  should  not  bave  wept  mal^ 
Mr,  exc^ 'at  the  request  oT frieodi.' 

"I  kipe  lo  get  out  of  town  and  be  married,  but  I 
Mtakt  Newstaad  in  pjr  way,  and  you  must  meet 
le  St  Nottiughatn  and  acoompany  me  to  mine  Ab- 
kf.  IwiBteayoathsday  wfaenlknowit. 

'<E?«r,«cc. 

"P.S.-Bj  the  way,  my  wife  elect  is  perfection, 
adlbflsr  of  nothiag  but  her  merits  and  her  wonders, 
adikt  ihe  is  'very  preUy.'  Her  expeetatiens,  1 
IB  lold,  are  great;  but  tsAal.l  have  nol  asked.  I 
km  sot  seen  her  these  lea  months." 

LETTER   CCIV. 


«  October  15tti,  1814. 

"is  dure  were  any  thing  in  marriage  that  wouU 
sike  a  diSerence  between  my  friends  and  me,  parti- 
eoMy  is  your  case,  I  would  *  none  on't.'  My  H^ot 
Ktsflff  br  Durham  next  week,  and  I  shall  follow  him, 
nkfl^  Newitead  and  you  in  my  way.  I  certainly 
U  lot  tddiesi  Bliss  Milbanke  with  these  views,  but 
iliilikdyahe  may  prove  a  considerable  par /i.  All 
Wr  btiier  esn  gire,  or  leave  her,  he  will ;  and  from 
>r  diiUkn  uocle.  Lord  Wentworth,  whose  barony, 
{ k  ■  nppoied,  wiU  devdve  on  Ly.  Milbanke  (bis 
lirtcr},  ibe  has  expectations.  But  these  will  depend 
9n  kii  own  disposition,  which  seems  veiy  partial 
wvinb  ker.  She  is  an  only  child,  and  Sir  R.'s 
atata,  though  dipped  .by  electioneering,  are  consi- 
4nhk.  ?ut  of  them  are  settled  on  her;  but 
ihetha  iiUi  will  be  dovoered  now,  I  do  not  know,— 
(bsKh,  fnMn  what  has  been  intimated  to  me,  it  pro* 
^  viU.  The  lawyers  are  to  settle  this  among 
Ikn,  and  I  am  getting  my  property  into  matrimonial 
unj,  and  nysdf  ready  for  the  journey  to  Seaham, 
vkidiiBmrt  make  in  a  week  or  ten  days. 

**i  certainly  did  not  dream  that  she  was  attached 
to  me,  nUck  it  seems  she  has  been  for  some  time. 
I  abo  duMigHt  her  of  a  very  cold  disiKwition^  in  which 
I  WIS  ako  Buitaken — it  is  a  long  story,  and  I  won't 
innble  joo  with  it.  As  to  her  virtues,  &c.  &c.,  you 
v3  bear  eoongh  of  them  (for  she  is  a  kind  of  pattern 
in  the  north),  without  my  running  into  a  display  on 
ibeaibjeet  It  is  well  that  one  of  us  tB  of  such  fiame, 
(iaeethereisa  sad  deficit  in  the  tnoraU  of  that  article 
opoo  ay  part,— aD  owing  to  my  *  bitch  of  a  star,'  as 
^MuaTtaachsiBOBt  says  of  his  planet. 

"Dos't  think  you  have  not  said  enough  of  me  in 
jasr  article  on T*  * ;  what  more  could  or  need  be 
aid; 

♦       *♦*♦* 

'*VoQr  loog^klayed  and  expected  work— I  sup- 
POttyon  win  take  fright  at  '  The  Lord  of  the  Isles' 
**d  Seott  BOW.  You  must  do  as  you  like,— I  have 
•id  ay  ny.  You  ought  to  fear  comparison  with 
^^^i  asd  any  one  would  stare,  who  heard  you  were 
I M  tremlous,— though,  after  aJl,  I  believe  it  is  the 
I  "BM  1^  of  talent.  Good  morning.  I  hope  we 
'^■cetaooB,  bat  I  will  write  again,  and  perhaps 
Jon  w9l  meet  ne  at  Nottmgham.    Pray  say  so. 


"P.8.— Ifthbi 
the  first  fruits." 


\  is  piodootiTe,  yoa  shaU 


LETTER  CCV 

TO  ICR  HENBT  DBlTRT. 

'  Octoter  IStb,  1814. 
"  MY  DBAS  DKURT, 

^  Many  thanks  for  your  hitherto  unacknowledged 
*  Anecdotea.'  Now  for  one  of  mine— 1  am  going  to 
be  married,  and  have  been  engaged  this  month.  It 
is  a  k»g  story,  and  therefore,  1  won't  tell  it,— an  old 
and  (though  1  did  not  know  U  tiU  lalebr)  »  Mniiia/ 
attachment  The  very  sad  life  I  have  led  siaoe  I 
was  your  pupQ  must  partly  aocount  for  the  offii  and 
ofw  in  this  DOW  to  be  airaaged  business.  We  ace 
only  waiting  for  the  kwyers  aod  settlements,  he, 
and  next  week,  or  the  week  after,  I  shaU  go  down  to 
Seaham  in  the  new  eharacler  of  a  regular  suitor  for 
a  wife  of  mine  own. 

<<Ihope  Hodgsonis  in  a foir  wayon  the  same 
voyage— I  saw  him  and  his  idol  at  Hastings.  I  wish 
he  would  be  married  at  the  same  time.  I  should 
like  to  make  aparty,— like  people  electrified  in  a  row^ 
by  (or  rather  through)  the  same  chain,  holding  one 
another's  hands,  and  all  feeling  the  shock  at  once. 
I  hare  not  yet  apprised  him  of  this.  Hemakessudi 
a  serious  matter  of  all  these  things,  and  is  so '  me^ 
kadioly  and  gantlaaanlike,'  that  it  is  quite  overcom- 
ing to  us  choice  spirits. 

^  They  say  one  shouldn't  be  married  in  a  black 
coat.  1  won't  have  a  blue  one,— that's  flat.  1 
hate  it. 

**  Yours,  &c." 

LETTER  CCVL 

TO  KB  OOWBLL. 

'*  October  32d«I8I4. 
"my  DBAB  OOWBLL, 

«M^Miy  and  sincere  thanks  for  your  kind  letter — 
the  bet,  or  rather  forfeit,  was  one  hucdred  to  Hawke, 
and  fifty  to  Hay  (nothing  to  KeUy),  for  a  guiniea  re- 
eeived  from  each  of  the  two  former.  *  I  shall  feel 
much  obliged  1^  your  setting  me  right  if  I  am  incor- 
rect in  this  statement  in  any  wsj,  and  have  reasons 
for  wishing  you  to  recollect  as  muck  as  possible  of 
what  passed,  and  stele  it  to  Hodgson.  B^  reason  is 
this :  some  time  ago  Mr  *  *  *  required  a  bet  of  me 
which  I  never  made,  and  of  course  refused  to  pay, 
and  have  heard  no  more  of  it;  to  prevent  simihur 
mistakes  is  my  object  in  wishing  you  to  remember 
well  what  passed,  and  to  put  Hodgson  in  posssssion 
of  your  memory  on  the  sufaiect. 

"  1  hope  to  see  you  soon  in  my  way  through  C3a»- 
bridge.  Remember  me  to  H.,  and  believe  me  eicr 
and  truly,  &c.*' 

Soon  after  the  date  of  this  letter,  Lojd  Byron  bad 
to  pay  a  visit  to  Cambridge  for  the  purpose  of  voting 
for  Mr  Clarke,  who  had  been  started  hj  Trinity  Col- 
lege as  one  of  the  candidates  for  Sir  Busick  Harwood's 


«  He  had  agreed  to  forfeit  tbese  a 
tloned,  should  be  ever  marry. 


•  to  the  peraons  men- 
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ProfeaM>nhip.  On  tbif  occanon,  a  drcumstance 
occurred  which  could  not  but  be  gratifying  to  him. 
As  be  was  ddiTering  in  his  voce  to  the  Vice^Chan- 
oellor,  m  the  Senate  House,  the  under-graduates  in 
the  gallery  ventured  to  testify  their  admiration  of  him 
by  a  general  murmur  of  applause  and  stamping  of 
the  feet.  For  thb  breach  of  order,  the  gallery  was 
immediately  cleared  by  order  of  the  Vice-Chancellor. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  month  of  December,  being 
called  up  to  town  by  business,  I  had  opportunities, 
from  being  a  good  deal  in  my  noble  friend's  society, 
of  observing  the  state  of  his  mind  and  fedings,  under 
the  prospect  of  the  important  change  he  was  now 
about  to  undergo ;  and  it  was  with  pain  I  found  that 
those  sanguine  hopes  *  with  which  I  had  sometimes 
looked  forward  to  the  happy  influence  of  marriage,  in 
winning  him  over  to  the  brighter  and  better  side  of 
life,  were,  by  a  view  of  all  the  cireumstances  of  his 
present  destiny,  oonsideraUy  diminished ;  while,  at 
the  same  time,  not  a  few  doubts  and  misgivings, 
which  had  never  before  so  strongly  occurred  to  me, 
with  regard  to  his  own  fitness,  under  any  circum- 
stances, for  the  matrimonial  tie,  filled  me  altogether 
with  a  degree  of  foreboding  anxiety  as  to  his  finte, 
which  the  unfortunate  events  that  followed  bat  too 
fuDy  justified. 

The  truth  i^  I  fear,  thai  rarely,  if  ever,  have  men  of 
the  higher  order  of  genius  shown  themselves  fitted 
for  the  calm  affections  and  comforts  that  form  the 
cement  of  domestic  life.  **One  misfortune  (says 
Pope)  of  extraordinary  geniuses  is,  that  their  very 
frioids  are  mqre  apt  to  admire  than  love  them."  To 
this  remark  there  have,  no  doubt,  been  exceptions, 
— «nd  I  should  pronounce  Lord  Qyron,  from  my  own 
experience,  to  be  one  of  them, — but  it  would  not  be 
difficult,  perhaps,  to  show,  from  the  veiy  nature  and 
pursuits  of  genius,  that  such  must  generally  be  the 
k>t  of  aD  pre-eminently  gifted  with  it;  and  that  the 
same  qualities  which  enable  them  to  command  admi- 
ration are  also  those  that  too  often  incapadtate.them 
from  conciliating  love. 

The  very  habits,  mdeed,  of  abstraction  and  self- 
study  to  which  the  occupations  of  men  of  genius  lead, 
are,  in  themselves,  necessarily,  of  an  unsocial  and  de- 
tachnig  tendency,  and  require  a  large  portion  of  al- 
lowance and  tolerance  not  to  be  set  down  as  una- 
miable.  One  of  the  chief  sources,  too,  of  sympathy 
and  society  between  ordinary  mortals  being  their  de- 
pendanoe  on  eadi  other's  intellectual  resources,  the 
operation  of  this  social  principle  must  naturally  be 
weakest  in  those,  whose  own  mental  stores  are  most 
abundant  and  self-sufficing,  and  who,  rich  in  such  ma- 
terials for  thinking  within  themselres,  are  rendered  so 
far  independent  of  the  external  world.  It  was  this 
solitary  hixury  (which  Plato  called  **■  banqueting  his 
own  thoughts  ")  that  led  Pope,  as  well  as  Lord  Byron, 
to  prefer  the  silence  and  seclusion  of  his  library  to 
the  most  agreeable  conversation. — ^And  not  only,  too, 

*  I  bad  rireqaently,  both  in  esmett  snd  in  jest,  expresKd 
fliese  hopes  to  him ;  snd,  in  one  of  my  letten.  After  tooch- 
Ing  upon  some  matters  relative  to  my  own  little  domestic 
circle.  1  added.  •  Thb  will  aU  be  wdntelliKiblo  *e  yoa;- 
tboof  h  I  sometiaies  cannot  help  thinking  it  withtai  the  range 
of  pMslbility,  that  even  pom,  volcano  as  you  are,  may,  one 
day,  cool  down  Into  soroethinr  of  the  same  habitablt  state. 
Indeed,  when  one  thinks  of  lava  having  been  converted 
Into  buttons  for  Isaac  Hawkins  Browne,  there  Is  no  saying 
what  snch  fiery  things  may  be  brought  to  at  last.* 


is  the  necessity  of  commerce  with  other  minds  Ism  fdt 
by  such  persons,  but,  from  that  faaddioaBneBB  wliidi 
the  opulence  of  their  own  resources  generates,  the  so- 
ciety of  those  less  gifted  with  iateOeotual  meana  tfaao 
themselves,  becomes  often  a  restrsint  and  banfen,  to 
which  not  aH  the  charms  of  friendship,  or  even  love, 
can  reconcile  them.  **  Nothing  is  so  tiresome  (says 
the  poet  of  Vaucluse,  in  assigning  a  reason  for  not 
living  with  some  of  his  dearest  friends)  as  to  convsne 
with  persona  who  have  not  the  same  infarwation  as 


But  it  is  the  cuhivatkn  and  exereise  of  (be 
nativefacnlty  that,  more  than  any  thing,  tends  I 
the  man  of  genius,fh»m  actual  life,  and,  by  sobsti- 
tuting  the  sensibilities  of  the  imaginarinn  for  those  of 
the  heart,  to  render,  at  last,  the  medium  through 
which  he  fieels  no  less  unreal  than  that  through  whidi 
he  thinks.  Those  images  of  ideal  good  aad  beauty 
that  surround  him  in  his  musings  soon  aceustoai  hin 
to  consider  aU  that  is  beneath  this  high  staadard 
unworthy  of  his  care;  till,  at  length,  the  heart  be- 
commg  chilled  as  the  fancy  warms,  it  too  often 
happens  that,  in  proportion  as  he  has  refined  and  ele- 
vated his  theory  of  all  the  soda!  affections,  he  has 
unfitted  himself  for  the  practice  of  them.^  Hcooe  so 
frequently  it  arises  that,  m  persons  of  this  teaspeim- 
ment,  we  see  some  br^t  but  artificial  idol  of  the 
brain  usurp  the  place  of  aU  real  and  natural  objects  of 
tenderness.  The  poet  Dante,  a  wanderer  away  from 
wife  and  children,  passed  the  whole  of  a  restkaa  and 
detached  life  m  nuning  his  immortal  dream  of  Bea- 
trice; while  Petraroh,  who  would  not  vaSkr  his  only 
daughter  to  reside  breath  lus  roof|  expended  thirty- 
two  years  of  poetiy  and  passion  on  an  idesliaed 
love. 

It  is,  indeed,  in  the  very  nature  and  cssfucm  of 
genius  to  be  for  ever  occupied*  intensely  with  Self, 
as  the  great  centre  and  source  of  its  strength.  Like 
the  sister  Rachel,  in  Dante,  sitting  all  day  before  her 
mirror. 


Dds 


mai  non  si  amaga 
»  snuniraglio,  e  siede  tstto  gkimo. 


To  tlus  power  of  self-concentration,  by  whidi  alone 
all  the  other  powers  of  genius  are  made  avail&bW, 
there  is,  of  course,  no  such  disturbing  and  fatal 
enemy  as  those  sympathies  and  affiKtions  that  draw 
the  mind  out  actirely  towards  others ;  f  and,  accord- 
ingly, it  win  be  found  that,  among  those  who  have 
felt  within  themselves  a  call  to  immortality,  the 
greater  number  have,  by  a  sort  of  instinct,  kept  aloof 
from  such  ties,  and,  instead  of  the  softer  duties  ajid 

*  Of  (he  lamentable  contrast  between  sentiswenls  aad 
conduct,  which  this  transfer  of  the  seat  of  senaibUity  frvm 
the  heart  to  the  &ncy  produces,  the  annals  of  literary  wuen 
afford  anlocklly  too  many  examples.  Alfieri,  tho«Kh  W> 
coold  write  a  sonnet  Anil  of  (endemess  to  his  mother,  aerer 
saw  her  ( says  Mr  W.  Rose)  hot  once  after  their  early  sepa- 
ration, though  he  frequently  passed  within  a  few  miles  «/ 
her  residence.  The  poet  Young,  with  all  hia  parade  od* 
domestic  sorrows,  was,  it  appears,  a  neglecCAil  hutlmad 
and  harsh  father :  and  Sterne  (to  use  the  words  already 
employed  by  Lord  B\  ron )  preferred  *  whining  over  a  dead 
aas  to  relieTing  a  living  mother.  * 

t  It  is  the  opinion  of  Diderot,  in  his  Treatise  oa  Actiac. 
that  not  only- in  the  art  of  which  he  treats,  bat  fai  all  tboae 
which  are  called  Imitative,  the  possession  of  real  aensa^ 
lity  is  a  bar  to  eminence:-4ensniility  being,  aeeordti«  to  Ma 
view, « le  caractire  de  la  bont«  de  I'asM  et  do  la  aMkacrita 
da  g6nie.* 
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mnrdi  of  being  amiable,  reseired  theniKlTei  for 
Ae  la^,  hazardous  cbances  of  being  great.  In 
)tA3B%  back  through  the  Uret  of  the  mofit  iUiistrious 
peeii,— the  oh«  of  intellect  in  wfaioh  the  character- 
iriie  feftturet  of  gcnins  are,  periiaps,  most  strongly 
Hiked,— we  shall  find  that,  with  scarcely  one  excep- 
IJM,  from  Honfer  down  to  Lord  Byron,  they  have 
keo,  IB  their  sereral  degrees,  restless  and  solitary 
^irits,  with  minds  wrapped  up,  like  sitk-worms,  in 
tbeir  own  tasks,  either  strangers,  or  rebels,  to  do- 
■ectie  ties,  and  bearing  about  with  them  a  dc-posite 
fcrporterity  in  their  sods,  to  the  jealous  watching 
ttd  enricbing  of  which  almost  all  other  thoughts  and 
eoMikntioos  hare  been  sacrificed. 

"T6  foUow  poetry  as  one  ought  (says  the  autho- 
liiy*  I  bsTe  already  quoted),  one  must  forget  lather 
nd  Bother,  and  cleave  to  it  alone."  In  these 
lev  words  k  pointed  out  the  sole  path  that  leads 
gain  to  greatness.  On  such  terms  alone  are  the 
^  phces  of  fiime  to  be  won ; — nothing  less  than 
(be  sacrifice  cf  the  entire  man  can  achieve  them. 
Howerer  delightful,  therefore,  may  be  the  spectacle 
tf  a  nan  of  genius  tamed  and  domesticated  in  so- 
detj,  taking  docilely  upon  him  the  yoke  of  the  social 
ties,  and  enligbtening  without  disturbing  the  sphere 
a  vhicb  be  moves,  we  must  nevertheless,  in  the 
■i^  sf  oar  admiration,  bear  in  mmd  that  it  is  not 
i^Mioothlj  or  amiably  immortality  has  been  ever 
■CoSKfed  for,  or  won.  The  poet  thus  circumstanced 
Mfbepopuhr,  may  be  loved;  for  the  happiness 
of  Unadf  and  those  linked  with  him  he  is  in  the  right 
"•ii-bttt  not  for  greatness.  The  marks  by  which 
Fane  bu  alw^s  separated  her  great  martyrs  from 
1^  rest  of  mankind  are  not  upon  him,  and  the  crown 
c^  be  his.  He  may  dazzle,  may  captivate  the 
vde,  and  even  the  times  in  which  ho  Uvea,  but  he 
•aot  for  hereafter. 

To  the  general  description  here  given  of  that  high 
^  of  boBian  intelligences  to  which  he  belonged,  the 
^^^icter  of  Lord  Byron  was,  in  many  respects,  a 
^  exception.    Bom  with  strong  aflTections  and 

'  n(  passions,  the  world  had,  from  first  to  had, 
1^  brm  a  bold  on  his  sympathies  to  let  imagination 
^^^  wup  the  place  of  reality,  either  in  his 
^'^oria  the  objectsof  them.  Hislife,  indeed, 
*■  ose  CQBlinQed  struggle  between  that  instmct  of 
9^°^  which  was  for  ever  drawing  him  back  into 
viooelj  laboratory  of  Self,  and  those  impulses  of 
]>|nni,  ambition,  and  vanity,  which  again  hurried 
MB  off  ioto  the  crowd,  and  entangled  him  in  its  inte- 
1^;  aad  though  it  may  be  granted  that  he  would 
■je  heen  more  purely  «>d  abstractedly  the  poet, 
m  be  been  less  thoroughly,  in  all  his  pursuits  and 
••y^wies,  the  nuM,  yet  from  this  very  mixture 
*■«  «lqy  bas  it  arisen  that  his  pages  bear  so  deeply 
ue  itamp  of  real  life,  and  that  in  the  works  of  no  poet, 
*•"  ike  exception  of  Sliakspeare,  can  every  various 
JJjdflf  the  mind—whether  solemn  or  gay,  whether 
"*jri  to  the  ludicrous  or  the  sublime,  whethet 
■*«>g  to  divert  itself  with  the  follies  of  society  or 
P"*"?  after  the  grandeur  of  solitary  nature— find 
•readily  a  ftnin  of  sentiment  in  accordance  with 
werciypMBngtone. 

n  while  the  natorsDy  warm  cast  of  his  affections 

*  Pope. 


and  temperament  gave  thus  a  substance  and  truth 
to  his  social  feelings,  which  those  of  too  many  of  his 
fellow  votaries  of  Genius  have  wanted,  it  was  not 
to  be  expected  thatan  imagination  of  such  range  aad 
power  riiould  have  been  so  early  developed,  and 
unrestrainedly  mdulged^  vrithout  producing,  at  bst, 
some  of  those  effects  upon  the  heart  which  have  in- 
variably been  found  attendant  on  such  a  predo- 
minance of  this  fiumlty .  It  must  have  been  observed, 
indeed,  that  the  period  when  his  natural  affections 
flourished  most  healthily  was  before  he  had  yet  ar- 
rived at  the  full  consciousness  of  his  genius,— -before 
Imagination  had  yet  accustomed  him  to  those  glowing 
pictures,  after  gazing  upon  which  all  else  appeared 
cold  and  colourless.  Prom  the  moment  of  this  mi- 
tiation  into  the  wonders  of  his  own  mind,  a  distaste 
for  the  realities  of  life  began  to  grow  upon  him.  Not 
even  that  intense  craving  after  affection,  which  nature 
had  impfamted  in  him,  could  keep  his  ardour  still 
alive  in  a  pursuit  whose  results  fell  so  short  of  his 
^imaginings;"  and  though,  from  time  to  time,  the 
combined  warmtli  of  his  fiancy  and  temperament  was 
able  to  caU  up  a  feeling  which  to  his  eyes  wore  the 
sembkuce  of  love,  it  may  be  questioned  whether  his 
heart  had  ever  much  share  in  such  passions,  or 
whether,  after  his  first  launch  into  the  boundless  sea 
of  imagination,  he  could  ever  have  been  brought 
back  and  fixed  by  any  testing  attachment.  Actual 
objects  there  were,  in  but  too  great  number,  who, 
as  long  as  the  illusion  continued,  kindled  up  his 
thoughts  and  were  the  themes  of  his  song.  But  they 
were,  after  all,  little  more  than  mere  dreams  of  the 
hour;— the  qualities  vrith  which' he  invested  them 
were  ahnost  all  ideal,  nor  could  have  stood  the  test 
of  a  month's,  or  even  week's,  cohabitation.  It  was 
but  the  reflection  of  his  own  bright  conceptions  that 
he  saw  in  each  new  object ;  and  while  persuading 
Iiimself  that  they  furnished  the  models  of  his  heroines, 
he  was,  on  the  contrary,  but  fimcying  that  he  beheld 
his  heromes  in  them. 

There  needs  no  stronger  proof  of  the  predominance 
of  imagmation  in  these  attachments  than  his  own 
serious  avowal,  in  the  Journal  ahready  given,  that 
often,  when  in  the  company  of  the  woman  he  most 
loved,  he  found  himself  secretly  wishmg  for  the  soli- 
tude of  his  own  study.  It  was  there,  indeed,— in  the 
silence  and  abstraction  of  that  study, — that  the  chief 
scene  of  his  mistress's  empire  and  glory  hy.  It  was 
there  that,  unchecked  by  reality,  and  without  any 
fear  of  the  dinenchantments  of  truth,  he  could  view 
her  through  the  medium  of  his  own  fervid  fimcy,  en- 
amour himself  of  an  idol  of  his  own  creating,  and  out 
of  a  brief  delirium  of  a  few  days  or  weeks  send  forth 
a  dream  of  beauty  and  passion  through  all  ages. 

While  such  appears  to  have  been  the  imaginative 
character  of  his  loves  (of  all,  except  the  one  that  Uved 
unqucnched  through  all),  his  friendships,  though,  of 
course,  far  less  subject  to  the  influence  of  fiuicy, 
could  not  fail  to  exhibit  also  some  features  cha- 
racteristic of  the  peculiar  mind  in  which  they  sprung. 
It  was  a  usual  saying  f  his  own,  and  will  be  found 
repeated  in  some  of  his  letters,  that  he  had  **  no 
genius  for  friendship,'*  and  that  whatever  capacity  he 
might  once  have  possessed  for  that  sentiment  had 
vanished  with  his  youth.  If  in  saying  thus  he  shaped 
his  notions  of  friendship  according  to  the  romantic 
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standard  of  hit  boyhood,  the  &ctmttst  be  admitted; 
but  as  fiur  at  the  aaseitioa  was  meant  to  imply  that 
he  had  become  incapable  of  a  wann,  manly,  and 
lasting  friendship,  sach  a  charge  against  hianelf  was 
luqust,  and  1  am  not  the  only  living  testimony  of  its 
iiyustioe. 

To  a  certain  degree,  howe? er,  even  in  his  friend- 
ships, the  effects  of  a  too  mid  imagination,  in  dis- 
qualifying the  mind  for  the  cold  contact  of  reality, 
were  f isiUe.  We  are  told  that  Petrarch  (who,  in 
this  respect,  as  in  most  others,  may  be  regard^  as  a 
genuine  representatiTC  of  the  poetic  character)  ab- 
staioad  purposely  from  a  too  frequent  intercourse 
with  his  nearest  friends,  lest,  from  the  sensitiveness 
he  was  so  aware  of  in  himself,  there  should  occur  any 
thing  that  might  chill  his  regard  for  them ;  *  and 
though  Lord  Byron  was  of  a  nature  too  full  of  .social 
and  kindly  impulses  ever  to  think  of  such  a  pre- 
caution, it  is  a  fact  coairmatoiy,  at  least,  of  the 
principle  on  which  his  brother  poet,  Petrarch,  acted, 
that  the  friends,  whether  of  his  youth  or  manhood,  of 
whom  he  had  seen  least,  through  life,  were  those  of 
whom  he  always  thought  and  spoke  with  the  most 
warmth  and  fondness.  Being  brought  less  ofren  to 
the  touchstone  of  familiar  intercourse,  they  stood 
naturally  a  better  chance  of  being  adopted  as  the 
favourites  of  his  imagination,  and  of  sharing,  in  con- 
sequence, a  portion  of  that  bright  colouring  reserved 
for  all  that  gave  it  interest  and  pleasure.  Next  to 
the  dead,  therefore,  whose  hold  upon  his  fancy  had 
been  placed  beyond  all  risk  of  severance,  those  friends 
whom  be  but  saw  occasionally,  and  by  suoh  favour- 
able glimpses  as  ouly  renewed  the  firstkiodly  improesion 
they  had  made,  were  the  surest  to  live  unchangingly, 
and  without  shadow,  in  his  memory. 

To  the  same  cause,  there  is  little  doubt,  his  love 
for  his  sister  owed  much  of  its  devotecbess  and 
fervour.  In  a  mind  sensitive  and  versatile  as  his, 
long  liabits  of  family  intercourse  might  have  estranged, 
or  at  least  dulled,  his  natural  affection  for  her; — but 
their  separation,  during  youth,  left  this  feeling  fresh 
and  untried.!  His  veiy  inexperience  in  such  ties 
made  the  smile  of  a  sister  no  less  a  novelty  than  a 
charm  to  him,  and  before  the  first  gloss  of  this  newly 
awakened  sentiment  had  time  to  wear  off,  they  were 
again  separated,  and  for  ever. 

If  the  portrait  which  1  have  here  attempted  of  the 
general  character  of  those  gifted  with  high  genius  be 
aUowed  to  bear,  in  any  of  its  fieatures,  a  resemblance 
to  the  originals,  it  can  no  kmger,  I  think,  be  matter  of 
question  whether  a  class  so  set  apart  from  the  track 
of  ordinaiy  life,  so  removed,  by  their  very  elevation, 
out  of  the  influences  of  our  common  atmosphere,  are 
at  all  likely  to  furnish  tractable  subjects  for  that  most 
trying  of  all  social  experiments,  matrimony.  In 
reviewing  the  great  names  of  philosophy  and  sdenoe, 
we  shall  find  that  all  who  have  most  distinguished 
themselves  m  those  walks  have,  at  least,  virtually 

*  See  Foscol</s  Essay  on  Petnurck.  0«  the  mmt  prin- 
ciple. Orrery  Mys,  in  speaking  of  Swift,  « I  sm  penuaded 
tkst  bis  distance  from  lib  English  friends  prored  a  stronf 
laeHement  to  tlielr  mutual  affection.* 

t  That  he  was  himself  Ailly  aware  of  this  appears  flro«  a 
passage  in  one  ofUs  letters  already  given  :— ■  My  sister  is 
la  town,  which  is  a  great  comfort ;  for,  never  haTiog  been 
much  logether,  we  are  naturally  more  attached  to  each 
other.* 


admitted  their  own  unfitnea  for  the  marriage  tic  by 
remaining  in  celibacy ; — ^Bacon,  *  Newton,  GasMndi, 
Galileo,  Descartes,  Bayle,  Locke,  Leibidts,  Boyle^ 
Hume,  and  a  k>ng  list  of  other  iQustrious  sages,  baring 
all  led  single  lives. 

The  poetic  race,  it  is  true,  from  the  gnzater  sus- 
ceptibility of  their  imaginations,  have  moffefireqaeDtlj 
fitUen  into  the  ever  ready  snare.  But  the  fate  of  tbe 
poets  in  matrimony  has  but  justified  the  cantios  of 
the  phflosopliers.  Whik;  the  latter  have  given  vrsre- 
ing  to  genius  t^  keeping  free  of  the  yoke,  the  othen 
have  sUn  more  effectually  done  so  by  their  misci; 
under  it ; — the  annals  of  this  sensitive  race  hariog,  at 
all  times,  abounded  with  proofi^  that  genios  noks 
but  tow  among  the  elements  of  social  happinen,— 
that,  in  genend,  the  brighter  the  gift,  the  more  dis- 
turbing its  influence,  and  that  in  the  married  fife 
particularly,  its  effects  have  been  too  often  like  that 
of  the  ''Wormwood  Star,**  whose  light  filled  the 
waters  on  which  it  fell  with  bitterness. 

Besides  the  causes  already  enumerated  as  letdii^ 
naturally  to  such  a  result,  from  the  peculiarities  I9 
which,  in  most  instances,  these  great  hibourers  in  tbe 
field  of  thought  are  characterized^  there  is  also  much, 
no  doubt,  to  be  attributed  to  an  uuluckiness  in  tbf 
choice  of  helpmates,— dictated,  as  that  cboioe  he- 
quently  must  be,  by  an  imagination  accustomed  to 
deceive  itself.  Bitt  from  whatever  causes  it  suy 
have  arisen,  the  coincidence  is  no  less  striking  than 
saddening  that,  on  the  list  of  married  poets  who  bare 
been  unhappy  in  their  homes,  there  should  already  be 
found  four  such  illustrious  names  as  Dante,  Miltoo,  j 
Shakspeare,  \  and  Dry  den;  and  that  we  should  now 
have  to  add,  as  a  partner  in  their  destiny,  a  name 
worthy  of  being  placed  beside  the  greatest  of  then,- 
Lord  Byron. 

I  have  ahready  mentioned  my  having  been  called 
up  to  town  in  the  December  of  this  year.    The  op- 

*  This  great  phOooophor  threw  not  only  his  exaaiple  bst 
his  procepU  into  the  scale  of  celibacy.  Wife  and  cbiMres, 
he  telis  us  in  one  of  hb  Kssays,  are  *  impediments  to  great 
enterprises;*  and  adds,  « Certainly,  the  best  verb,  ui 
of  greatast  msrit  for  the  pnbUe,  lutvs  proceeded  ttm  ite 
unmarried  or  childless  men.'  See,  with  reference  10  tku 
sulvect.  chapter  xviii  of  Mr  D'lsraeU's  woitoa  'Ihe  Li- 
terary Character.* 

t  llUton*s  thrst  wife,  H  b  well  known,  ran  away  Aw 
him,  within  a  month  after  their  ssavriace.  disgaslsd  np 
Philippe. «  with  his  spars  diet  and  bard  study  :*•»' i^  I* 
difficult  to  conceire  a  more  melaacholy  picture  of  doaertic 
life  than  U  disclosed  in  his  Noncnpaiive  Will,  one  of  tke 
witnesses  to  which  deposes  to  having  heard  the  great  PMt 
himself  coaaplain,  that  his  ehU4ren«were  carslessofkA 
being  blind,  and  made  nothing  of  deserting  hiss.* 

t  By  wbaterer  austerity  of  temper  or  bsbiUtbe  po^ 
Dante  and  Milton  may  have  drawn  upon  themselres  ma 
a  ftite.  it  might  be  expected  that,  at  least,  the  'festK 
Shakspeare*  would  have  stood  exempt  from  the  tim«« 
calamity  of  his  brethren.  But.  among  tbe  very  fevfecuai 
his  life  that  have  been  transmitted  to  ns,  there  is  siae 
more  clearly  proved  than  the  onhappiness  of  his  aarj 
riage.  Tbe  dates  of  tbe  birth  of  hU  cbUdrea.  e^ptf^ 
with  that  of  Ms  removal  fhn  8tr«tlbrd,-the  total  •e^' 
sion  of  his  wife's  name  in  tbe  first  draft  of  his  will.  a« 
the  bitter  sarcasm  of  tbe  bequest  by  which  he  niaenwn 
her  afterwards,— aU  prove  beyond  a  doubt  both  kis  W*' 
ration  feom  the  lady  early  in  Hfc,  and  his  unCrloa«J  »«*» 
towards  her  at  the  dose  of  it.  „ 

In  endeavouring  to  argue  against  the  conclusion  »«»*? 
to  be  deduced  from  this  wUI.  Boswell.  with  a  stnage^v- 
rance  of  human  nature,  remarks  .-■  If  be  had  takes  <>•»»■ 
at  any  part  of  bis  wife's  conduct,  I  cannot  beliefs  t»si  * 
would  have  taken  thU  petty  node  of  expresstog  it' 
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jNrtoitiet  I  bad  of  seeiBg  Lord  BjToa  dviagmy  stay 
foe  frwineat;  aad,  among  them,  not  the  least me- 
■nUe  or  agreeable  were  thoee  eyeoiiiga  we  paned 
iBgeiher  at  the  houoe  of  his  banker,  Mr  Dougks  Kui- 
mM,  where  music,— fottowed  by  its  aocmitoned 
KfKl  of  supper,  brandy  and  water,  and  not  a  little 
ia^htfr,— kepC  us  together,  usuaQy,  till  rather  a  late 
im.  Bceides  those  songs  of  mine  which  he  has  him- 
df  jonewfaere  recorded  as  his  fitTOurites,  there  was 
dnoae,  toa  Portugaeae  air,  ** Hie  soogof  war  shall 
Mb  through  oar  moualains,''  which  seemed  espe- 
ealff  toplnae  limi;— 4he  naliaBal  charocter  of  the 
taky  and  the  recurrence  of  the  words  ^  sunny 
Bomliiitt,"  bringing  back  freshliy  to  his  memory  the 
■pRSBons  of  an  he  had  seen  in  Portugal.  I  have, 
adeed,  known  few  persons  more  alive  to  the  charms 
^m^  mac;  and  not  uofrequently  have  seen  the 
iniB  Ui  eyes  while  listening  to  the  Irish  Melodies, 
^■■gtbssethat  thus  aftotedhim  was  one,  begin- 
Biig**Wlien  first  I  met  thee  warm  and  young,'*  the 
*«di  of  which,  besides  the  obvious  feeling  which 
Afj  cxpms,  were  intended  ftbo  to  admit  of  a  poli- 
ticdappKoatien.  He,  however,  discarded  the  latter 
■MevheOy from  Ihs  mind,  and  gave  himself  up  to 
tbnere  nstond  sentiment  of  the  song  vrith  evident 

Oo  ose  or  two  of  these  evenings,  his  fiavoorito 
Kte,  Mr  Keaa,  vras  of  the  party ;  and  on  another 
Miiioe,  we  had  at  dinner  his  early  instructor  in 
pVRSiii,  Mr  Jackson,  in  conversing  with  whom,  all 
^  biyiih  tastes  seemed  to  revive;— and  it  was  not 
*  filtie  ssMuiag  to  observe  how  perfiect^y  fiunfliar 
vidi  tbe  annak  of  **  the  Ring,"^  and  with  all  the  most 
KOBdite  phnseology  of  ^the  Fancy,'*  was  the 
«Uk  poet  of  (Mde  Harold. 

Tie  fbOowing  note  is  the  only  one,  of  those  I 
ncciftd  (ma  him  at  this  time,  worth  transcribing. 

•December  14,  IBM. 


M  wiD  Hnd  the  pattern  to-morrow,  and  since  yon 
^'i  go  to  onr  friend  (*  of  the  keeping  part  of  the 
to*B^  dm  evenbg,  I  shall  e'en  sulk  at  home  over  a 
*>^itV7  potation.  My  sdf-opinioo  rises  much  by  your 
odogj  of  Bi  social  qualities.  As  my  friend  S<^pe 
iipleued  tomy,  I  believe  I  am  very  well  for  a  *  hdi- 
^  driaker.'  Where  the  devil  are  you?  vrith  Wool- 
^^  1 1  ooDJecture— for  which  you  deserve  another 
I^KCM.  Hoping  that  the  American  war  wiH  hst 
7  Buy  yean,  and  that  all  the  prizes  may  be  n- 
P*«d  at  Bermoothes,  believe  me,  &c. 

"  P.8.— I  have  just  been  composing  an  epistle  to  the 
^'^'^Mop  fiur  an  especial  licence.  Oons  1  it  kwks 
'"^  Murray  is  impatient  to  see  you,  and  woulu 
*•.  if  jott  will  give  him  audience.  Your  new  coat  1 
~l  vooder  you  like  Uie  cokmr,  and  don't  go  about, 
■eDiret,  in  purple." 

'  I*  I  asifl  boek  wUflk  I  teve  in  my  pomeisloa,  contain- 
2*  "^  qfchreaokmkal  BMwj  of  the  Riag.  I  find  the 
r"f.*'I«<l  BfroB,  Boro  thaa  ones,  reooried  aoong 


.  tf<^  WMlrlGhe.  an  oU  and  vohied  friend  •i  saine. 
Jf^MK^ai,  oBi^  soeasioa  kore  aUoded  to,  1  was  in- 


LETTER  CCVn. 

TO  ME  MUBEAY. 

*  Dec  31tt,  1814. 

**A  thousand  thanks  for  Gibbon :  all  the  additions 
are  very  great  improvements. 

''At  hist,  I  must  be  moH  peremptoiy  with  you 
about  the  print  from  Phillips's  picture :  it  is  pro- 
nounced on  an  hands  the  most  stupid  and  disagree- 
able possible;  so  do,  pray,  have  a  new  engraving, 
and  let  me  see  it  first ;  there  really  must  be  no  more 
from  the  same  plato.  I  dont  much  care,  myself; 
but  eveiy  one  I  honour  torments  me  to  death  about 
it,  and  abuses  it  to  a  degree  beyond  repeating.  Now, 
don't  answer  vrith  excuses ;  but,  for  n^y  sake,  have 
it  destroyed :  I  never  shall  have  peace  till  it  is.  I 
write  in  the  greatest  haste. 

**  P.S.-^I  have  written  this  most  illegibly ;  but  it 
is  to  beg  you  to  destroy  the  print,  and  have  another 
*  by  particular  desire.'  It  must  be  d— d  bad,  to  be 
sure,  since  every  body  says  so  but  the  originai;  aad 
he  don't  know  what  to  say.  But  do  do  it :  that  is, 
bum  the  plate,  and  employ  a  new  efe^  from  the 
other  picture.    This  is  stupid  a«d  sulky." 

On  his  arrival  in  town,  he  had,  upon  inquiring 
mto  the  state  of  his  affairs,  found  them  in  so  utteriy 
embarrassed  a  condition  as  to  fill  him  with  some 
alarm,  and  even  to  suggest  to  his  mind  the  prudence 

'  of  deferring  his  marriage.    The  die  vras,  however, 

'  cast,  and  he  had  now  no  alternative  but  to  proceed. 

{  Accordingly,  at  the  end  of  December,  accompanied 
by  his  friend,  Mr  Hobhouse,  he  set  out  for  Seaham, 

,  the  seat  of  Sir  Ralph  Milbanke,  the  kidy's  father,  in 

!  the  county  of  Durham,  and  on  the  3d  of  January, 
1815,  was  married. 

I 

'.  I  mm  bin  etand 

Before  an  altar  wHb  a  gentle  bride  ; 
Her  Ace  was  Ikir.  bat  was  not  tbat  wbicb  made 
Tbe  Starligbt  of  bis  Boybood ;— as  be  stood 
Even  at  tbe  altar,  o'er  bis  brow  tbere  came 
Tbe  self  same  aspect,  and  tbe  quireriog  sbock 
Tbat  in  tbe  antique  Oratory  sbook 
His  bosom  in  its  soUtade ;  and  tben— 
As  in  tbat  bonr— a  moment  o'er  bis  face 
Tbe  tablet  of  nnatterable  tbougfats 
Was  traced.-and  tben  it  fbded  as  it  came, 
And  be  stood  calm  and  quiet,  and  be  q>oke 
Tbe  flttinf  rows,  bat  beard  not  bis  own  words. 
And  all  tbings  reel'd  aroand  bim ;  he  coald  see 
Not  tbat  wbicb  was,  nor  tbat  wbicb  iboold  bave  been— 
Bat  tbe  old  mansion,  and  tbe  accustom'd  ball. 
And  tbe  remember'd  cbambers.  and  tbe  place, 
Tbe  day,  tbe  boar,  tbe  sansbine,  and  tbe  sbade. 
An  tbtngs  pertaining  to  tbat  place  and  boar, 
And  ber,  wbo  was  bis  destiny,  came  back, 
And  tbnut  tbemselres  between  bim  and  tbe  light :» 
What  business  bad  tbey  tbere  at  such  a  time  ?  * 

This  touching  picture  agrees  so  closely,  m  many  of 
its  dreumstances,  vrith  his  own  prose  account  of  the 
wedding  m  his  Memoranda,  that  I  feel  justified  m 
introducing  it,  historically,  here.  In  that  Memoir,  he 
described  hinnelf  as  waking,  on  the  morning  of  his 
marriage,  with  the  most  melancholy  reflections,  on 
seeing  his  wedding-suit  spread  out  before  him.  In 
the  same  mood,  he  wandered  about  the  grounds 
akme,  till  he  was  summoned  for  the  ceremony,  and 
joined,  for  the  first  time  on  that  day,  bis  bride  and 

«  Tbe  Dream. 
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her  famiiy.  He  knelt  down,— 4ie  repeated  the  words 
after  the  clergyman;  bat  a  nuat  was  before  his  eyes, 
—his  thoughu  were  elsewhere;  and  he  was  but 
awakened  by  the  congratulations  of  the  bystanders, 
to  find  that  he  was— married. 

The  same  morning  the  wedded  pair  left  Seaham 
for  Halnaby,  another  seat  of  Sir  Ralph  Milbanke,  in 
the  same  county.  When  about  to  depart.  Lord 
Byron  said  to  the  bride,  **  Bliss  Milbanke,  are  you 
ready?" — a  mistake  which  the  lady's  confidential 
attendant  pronounced  to  be  a  **  bad  omen." 

It  IB  right  to  add,  that  I  quote  these  slight  detafls 
from  memory,  and  am  abne  answerable  for  any  inac- 
curacy there  may  be  found  in  them. 

LETTER  CCVIII, 

TO  MR  BnTBBAT. 

«  Kirkby,  Jannsiy  6U1. 1815. 

**  Tk€  marriage  took  place  on  the  3d  instant;  so 
prey  make  haste  and  congratulate  away. 

**  Hianks  for  the  EUlinburgh  Review  and  the  abo- 
lition of  the  print.  Let  the  next  be  from  the  other 
of  Phillipa— I  mean  {not  the  Albanian,  but)  the 
original  one  in  the  exhibition ;  the  last  was  from  the 
copy.  I  should  wish  my  sister  and  Lady  Byron  to 
decide  upon  the  next,  as  they  foimd  faiUt  with  the 
hist.    /  have  no  opinion  of  my  own  upon  the  subject. 

^  Mr  Kinnaurd  will,  I  dare  say,  have  the  goodness 
to  furnish  copies  of  the  Mek>dies,*  if  you  state  my 
wish  upon  the  subject.  You  may  have  them,  if  you 
think  them  worth  inserting.  The  volumes  in  their 
collected  state  must  be  inscribed  to  Mr  Hobhouse, 
but  I  have  not  yet  mustered  the  expressions  of  my 
inscription ;  but  will  supply  them  in  time. 

**  With  many  thanks  for  your  good  wishes,  which 
have  an  been  realized,  I  remain  very  tni^y, 
"Yours, 

"Btroti." 

LETTER  CCIX. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

•Halnsby.  Darlington.  /aBoaiy  10th,  1816. 

"  I  was  married  this  day  week.  The  parson  has 
pronounced  it — Perry  has  announced  it — and  the 
Morning  Post,  also,  under  the  head  of*  Lord  Byron's 
Marriage'— as  if  it  were  a  bbrication,  or  the  puff-di- 
rect of  a  new  stay-maker. 

**  Now  for  thine  afiairs.  I  have  redde  thee  upon 
the  Fathers,  and  it  is  excellent  well.  Positively,  you 
must  not  leave  off  reviewing.  You  shine  in  it— you 
kill  in  it ;  and  this  article  has  been  taken  for  Sydney 
Sraitli's  (as  I  heard  in  town),  which  proves  not  only 
your  proficienqr  in  parsonology,  but  that  you  have  all 
the  airs  of  a  veteran  critic  at  your  first  onset.  So, 
prithoe,  go  on  and  prosper. 

**  Scott's  '  Lord  of  the  Isles*  is  out—*  the  mail- 
coach  copy'  I  have,  by  special  licence  of  Murray. 
♦       ♦♦♦«♦ 

**  Now  is  your  time  ;-^you  vrill  come  upon  them 
newly  and  frMhly.  It  is  impossible  to  read  what  you 
have  lately  done  (verse  or  prose)  without  seeing  that 

*  The  Hebrew  Melodies  which  he  hud  employed  htanielf 
la  writiog,  dvrioff  his  rocoat  stay  in  London. 


you  have  trained  on  tenfold.  **  s  has  floundered; 
s  s  has  foundered.  /  have  tired  the  rascals  (i.  e.  Uie 
public)  with  my  Hanys  and  Lanys,  Pilgrins  and 
Pirates.  Nobody  but  8  ♦  ♦  *•  *y  has  done  any  thing 
worth  a  slice  of  bookseller's  pudding ;  and  A«  has  not 
luck  enough  to  be  found  out  in  domg  a  good  thinf . 
Now,  Tom,  is  thy  tune— *0h  joyful  day,— I  would 
not  take  a  knighthood  for  thy  fortune. '  Let  me  hear 
from  you  soon,  and  believe  me  ever,  &c. 

^  P.S.— Lady  Qyron  is  vastly  weU.  How  aie 
Mrs  Moore  and  Joe  Atkinson's  'Graces?'  We  mat 
present  our  women  to  one  another." 

LETTER  CCX 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

•Jwmxi  IMh.  1815. 
"  Egad  1  1  don't  thmk  he  ia  «down;'  and  my  pro- 
phecy—like  most  aqguries,  sacred  and  profiuie-ii 

not  annulled,  but  inverted.      *       *  *        * 

♦  ♦  •  ♦  ♦ 

**  To  your  question  about  the  *  dog  '•— Umphl- 
my  *  mother,'  I  won't  say  any  thing  against— that  ii, 
about  her;  but  how  kmg  a  'mistress'  or  friend  nay 
recollect  paramours  or  competitorB  (lust  and  tbint 
being  the  two  great  and  only  bonds  between  the 
amatory  or  the  amicable),  I  can't  say,— or,  rather, 
you  know  as  well  as  I  could  tell  you.  But  as  for 
canine  recollections,  as  fior  as  I  could  judge  by  a  cur 
of  mine  own  (always  bating  Boatswain,  the  deareit 
and,  ahis  1  the  maddest  of  dogs),  1  had  one  (half  a 
%Dolf  by  the  she  side)  that  doted  on  me  at  ten  years 
old,  and  very  ncariy  ate  me  at  twenty.  When  1 
Uumght  he  was  gomg  to  enact  Argus,  he  bit  away 
the  bickside  of  my  breeches,  and  never  wouM  conKDt 
to  any  kind  of  recognition,  despite  of  aO  kinds  of 
bones  which  I  offered  him.  So,  let  Southey  bhnb 
and  Homer  too,  as  far  as  I  can  decide  upon  qoadm- 
ped  monories. 

**I  humbly  take  it,  the  mother  knows  the  son  Ihst 
pays  her  jointure— a  mistress  her  mate,  till  he  *  *  sixi 
refuses  salary— «  friend  his  feBow,  tifl  he  kses  cash 
and  character,  and  a  dog  his  master,  till  he  cbange> 
him. 

"So,  you  want  to  know  about  milady  and  me? Bat 
let  me  not,  as  Roderick  Random  says,  *  profiuie  the 
chaste  mysteries  of  Hymen' |—danm  the  word,  I  had 
nearly  spelt  it  vritha  small  h.  I  like  Bell  as  weQ  as 
you  do  (or  did,  you  villain !)  Bessy— and  that  is  (or 
was)  saying  a  great  deal. 

^'Address  your  next  to  Seaham,  StocktoiHm-Teea 
where  we  are  going  on  Saturday  (a  bore,  by  the 
way)  to  see  fiuher-in-kiw.  Sir  Jacob,  and  my  My  ^ 
lady-mother.  Write— and  write  more  at  kmgth' 
both  to  tlie  public  and 

"  Yours  ever  most  afiectionately, 

*  I  had  jort  been  reading  Mr  Soathey's  toe  P«"  «| 
•EUNlerick,*  and  with  reference  to  aa  inddeat  hiH,jr 
pat  the  following  qaettion  to  Lord  Byron-*' 1  *•«**; 
to  Imowflrom  yoK.  who  are  one  of  the  Philocynicaect,^ 
thcr  it  is  at  all  probable,  that  any  dog  (oat  of  a  "eWl^ 
coaid  recocniao  a  master,  whom  neither  his  own  »»^" 
mistreawaaabletoflndoat.   I  don't  care  abontO^^ 


dof ,  flw.— all  I  want  i«  to  know  from  yo«  (who  are  iv^ 
as  •  friend  of  the  dof .  companion  of  the  bear,*)  whether  v» 
a  thing  is  probable.* 
I     t  The  letter  H.  b  blotted  in  the  MS. 
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LETTER  CCXL 


TO  MB  MOOBX. 


I  'flMlin,  SCocktOB-onTeflt.  Febntaxy  9d,  1815. 

I  *I  hawe  beard  from  Loadoa  that  you  hare  left 
I  Ottoworth  aadali  the  women  full  of  *  entusymuvy'  * 
'  •boot  jou,  penooallj  and  poetically  ;  and,  in  parti- 
eohr,  dnt  'When  first  I  met  thee'  has  been  quite 
mmMnag  in  its  e£fect.  I  told  you  it  was  one  of 
Ac  bnt  Uungsyou  ercr  wrote,  though  that  dog  Power 
wuted  you  to  omit  part  of  it.  They  are  all  regret - 
tag  TOOT  absence  at  Chatswortii,  aooordbg  to  my 
■famut— 'all  the  ladies  quite,  &c.  &c.  &c.'  Slap  my 
nttb! 

**  WeO,  now  yoa  hare  got  home  again— which  I 

^  «qr  is  aa  agreeable  as  a  *  draught  of  cool  small 

,  iiecr  to  the  scorched  palateof  a  waking  sot'— now  you 

Wfc  fot  home  again,  I  say,  probably  I  shall  hear 

j  fm  7<HL    Since  I  wrote  last,  I  have  been  trans- 

jfendloiiy  (isUher-in-law*s,  with  my  lady  and  my 

Mr'iaaid,  &c.  &c.  &c.,and  the  treacle-moon  is  orer, 

Md  1  SB  awake,  and  find  myself  married.    My 

9«K  and  I  agree  to— «nd  in— admiration.    Swift 

I  i^f  *BS  wu  man  e?er  married ;'  but,  for  a  fool,  I 

j  U  it  the  most  ambrosial  of  all  possible  future 

,  <<>ici   I  itin  think  one  ought  to  many  upon  lease ; 

I  bot  OR  veiy  sure  I  should  renew  mine  at  the  ex- 

!  piotioa,  though  next  term  were  for  ninety  and  nine 

|l«tn. 

**!  widi you  would  respond,  for  I  am  here  'obli- 
!  t>*qse  Beorum  oblirisoendus  et  illis.'  Pray  tell  me 
I  vbit  it  going  on  in  the  way  of  intriguery,  and  how 
I  ibe  V — s  and  rogues  of  the  upper  Bear's  Opera 
pos-Hir  lather  go  off— m  or  after  marriage ;  or  who 
i  SR  goii^  lo  break  any  particular  commandment. 
,  I'poo  ibii  dreaiy  coast,  we  have  nothmg  but  county 
.  "KtiBgi  and  shipwrecks ;  and  I  hare  this  day  dined 
I  npos  fab,  which  probably  dined  upon  the  crews  of 
I  KTenlcoUierB  kwt  in  the  kte  gales.  But  I  saw  the 
j  'n  oaee  mote  in  all  the  glories  of  surf  and  foam, — 
j  aboit  equal  to  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  and  the  mterostiog 
j  *^  aqislli  and  short  seas  of  Archipelago  memory. 
!  *"  My  papa.  Sir  Ralpho,  hath  recently  made  a 
Jpeed  St  a  Durham  tax-meeting  ;  and  not  only  at 
j^*i^^  but  here,  several  times  since,  after  dinner. 
f^'Mw,  I  belieTe,  speaking  it  to  himself  (I  left  him 
*  the  saddle)  orer  Tarious  decanters,  which  can 
^^  iatermpt  him  nor  fall  asleep,— as  might  pos- 
*Mr  bafeheea  the  case  with  some  of  his  audience. 
**  Ever  thine, 

"B. 
I  Boit  go  to  tea^-damn  tea.     I  wish  it  was 
'■  bnmdy,  and  with  you  to  lecture  me  about 


LETTER  CCXII. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

^    *8eakaa,  8tocktoo-upoD-Tees.  February  Sd,  I8I&. 

YoQ  win  oblige  me  Tciy  much  by  making  an  oc- 
""■•1  iaqoiiy  at  Albany,  at  my  chambers,  whether 

^^jas  Qm  Ost.  accordinff  to  Us  seconnt^  ■  certnin 
lUML^cd  tiMger  and  actor  uwd  flreqncntly  lo  pronoance 


my  books,  &c.,  are  kept  in  tolerable  order,  and  how 
far  my  old  woman*  continues  in  health  and  industry 
as  keeper  of  my  old  den.  Your  parcels  have  been 
duly  receired  and  perused ;  but  I  had  hoped  to  receive 
*  Guy  Mannering'  before  this  time.  I  won't  intrude 
further  for  the  present  on  your  avocations  profesabnal 
or  pleasurable,  but  am,  as  usual, 

**  Very  truly  Sec." 

LETTER  CCXm. 

TO   MR   MOORE. 

«Febraanr4th.l81fi. 

^  I  enck)se  you  half  a  letter  from  *  *  which  will 
expkin  itself-^t  least  the  hitter  part— the  former 
refers  to  private  business  of  mine  own.  If  Jeffrey  will 
take  such  an  article,  and  you  will  undertake  the  re- 
vision, or,  indeed,  any  portion  of  the  article  itself  (for 
unless  yoM  do,  by  Phoebus,  I  vrill  have  nothing  to  do 
vrith  it),  we  can  cook  up,  between  us  three,  as  pretty 
a  dish  of  sour-crout  as  ever  tipped  over  the  tongue  of  a 
bookmaker.     ♦    ♦    *    4 

**  You  can,  at  any  rate«  tiy  Jeffrey's  inclination. 
Your  late  proposal  from  him  made  me  hint  this  to  *  *, 
who  is  a  much  better  proser  and  scholar  than  I  am, 
and  a  very  superior  man  indeed.  Excuse  haste— an  • 
BWerthis. 

**  Ever  yours  most, 

"B. 

**  P.  S.— An  isweDat  home.  I  wrote  to  you  yester- 
d»y.» 

LETTER  CCXIV. 

TO   MR  MOORR. 

'Febrosry  10th.  1815. 
**  MY  DBAR  IHOM, 

^  Jeif^y  has  been  so  veiy  kind  about  me  and  my 
damnable  works,  that  I  would  not  be  indirect  or 
equivocal  with  him,  even  for  a  friend.  So,  it  may 
be  as  well  to  tell  him  that  it  is  not  mine;  but  that,  if  I 
did  not  firmly  and  trujy  believe  it  to  be  much  better 
than  I  could  offer,  I  would  never  have  troubled  him 
or  you  about  it.  You  can  judge  between  you  how 
far  it  is  admissible,  and  reject  it,  if  not  of  die  right 
sort.  For  my  own  part,  I  have  no  interest  in  the  article 
one  way  or  the  other,  further  than  to  oblige  *  *,  and 
should  the  composition  be  a  good  one,  it  can  hurt 
neither  party, — nor  indeed,  any  one,  saving  and  ex- 
cepting Mr  •  ♦  •  •. 

«     '  «         «        «        «         « 

**  Curse  catch  me  If  I  know  what  H  *  *  means  or 
meaned  about  the  demonstrative  pronoun,  f  but  1 
admire  your  fear  of  being  inoculated  with  the  same. 
Have  you  never  found  out  that  you  have  a  particular 
style  of  your  ovm,  which  u  as  distinct  from  all  other 
people,  as  Hafiz  of  Shiraz  from  Hafiz  of  the  Morning 
Post? 

^  So  you  allowed  B  ^  *  and  such  like  to  hum  and 
haw  you,  or,  rather.  Lady  J  *  *  out  of  her  compli- 
ment, and  me  out  of  mine  ^ •  Sunburn  me  but  this  was 

«  Mrs  Mule. 

t  Some  remark  which  he  told  me  bad  been  made  with 
respect  to  the  frequent  nie  of  the  demonstratiTe  pronoun 
both  by  hinuelf  and  bj  Sir  W.  Scott. 

t  VerMS  to  Ladj  J  *  *  (containing  an  ailuiion  to  Lord 
Byron)  which  I  had  written,  while  at  Chataworth.  but  con- 
ligucd  aAerwarda  to  the  flamci. 
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pitiful-hearted.  However,  I  will  tell  her  all  about  it 
when  I  see  her. 

**  Bell  desires  me  to  say  all  kinds  of  Gmlitiett  and 
assure  you  of  her  recogoitioa  and  high  coosidcratioo. 

I  will  tell  you  of  our  movemeiits  south,  which  may 
be  in  about  three  weeks  from  this  present  writing. 
By  the  way,  don't  engage  yoorseif  in  any  travelling 
expedition,  as  I  bare  a  plan  of  travel  into  Italy,  which 
we  will  discuss.  And  then,  think  of  tlie  poesy  where- 
withal we  should  overflow,  from  Venice  to  Vesuvius, 
to  say  nothing  of  Greece,  through  all  which — God 
willing — ^wc  might  perambulate  in  one  twelve-months. 
If  I  take  my  wife,  you  can  take  yours ;  and  if  I  leave 
mine,  you  may  do  the  same.  *  Mind  you  stand  by 
me,  m  either  case.  Brother  Bruin,' 

**  And  believe  me  invetcrately  yours, 
'*B.'» 

LETTER  CCXV. 

TO  MB  MOORE. 

•Febmary  33d,  1815. 

**  Yesterday  I  sent  off  the  packet  and  letter  to 
Edinburgh.  It  consisted  of  forty-one  pages,  so  that 
I  have  not  added  a  line ;  but  in  my  letter,  I  men- 
tioned what  passed  between  you  and  me  in  autumn, 
as  my  inducement  for  presuming  to  trouble  him 
either  with  my  own  or  ^  ^  's  lucubrations.  I  am  any- 
thing but  sure  that  it  will  do ;  but  I  have  told  J.  that 
if  there  is  any  decent  raw  material  in  it,  he  may  cut 
it  into  what  shape  he  pleases,  and  warp  it  to  his 
liking. 

^  So  you  loan'/  go  abroad,  then,  with  me, — but 
alone.  I  fully  purpose  starting  much  about  the  time 
you  mention,  and  abne,  too. 

♦         #♦♦*♦ 

**  I  hope  J.  won't  think  me  very  impudent  in 
sending  *  *  only ;  there  was  not  room  for  a  syllable. 
I  have  avowed  *  ^  as  the  author,  and  said  that  you 
thought  or  said,  when  I  met  you  last,  that  he  (J.) 
would  not  be  angiy  at  the  coalition  (though,  alas ! 
we  have  not  coalesced),  and  so,  if  I  have  got  into  a 
scrape,  I  must  get  out  of  it — Heaven  knows  how. 

**  Your  Anacreon  *  is  come,  and  with  it  I  sealed 
(its  first  iny>res8ion)  the  packet  and  epistle  to  our 
patron. 

**  Curse  the  Melodies  and  the  Tribes,  to  boot,  f 
Braham  is  to  assist — or  hath  assisted — but  will  do 
no  more  good  than  a  second  physician/  I  merely  in- 
terfered to  oblige  a  whim  of  K.*s,  and  all  I  have  got 
by  it  was  *  a  speech'  and  a  receipt  for  stewed  oysters. 

^  *  Not  meet' — pray  don't  say  so.  We  must  meet 
somewhere  or  somahow.  Ncwstead  is  out  of  the 
question,  bemg  nearly  sold  again,  or,  if  not,  it  is 
uninhabitable  for  my  spouse.  Pray  write  again.  I 
will  soon. 

^'P.S. — ^Prey  when  do  you  come  out?  ever,  or 
never?  I  hope  I  have  made  no  blunder ;  but  I  cer- 
tainly think  you  said  to  me  (after  W*  Uh,  whom  I  first 
pondered  upon,  was  given  up)  that  *  *  and  I  might 
attempt  *  *  *  *.    His  length  alone  prevented  me  from 

*  A  seal,  with  the  bead  of  Anacreon.  which  I  had  fivaa 
him. 

I I  bad  taken  the  liberty  erhmffhiBg  a  Httle  at  the  aiaaner 
in  which  some  of  his  Hebrew  Melodies  had  been  set  to 


trying  my  part,  though  I  shouU  hare  been  feas 
severe  upon  the  Review^. 

^  Yoiu*  seal  is  the  best  and  prettiest  of  my  set, 
and  I  thank  you  veiy  much  therefor.  I  have  just 
been— or,  rather,  ought  to  be-^eiy  nock  shocked 
by  the  death  of  the  Duke  of  DorBet.  We  were  at 
school  together,  and  there  I  vras  passjooate^y  at- 
tached to  him.  Since,  we  have  never  met — but  once, 
I  think,  since  1806— «nd  it  ^ould  be  a  paltry  aifec- 
tation  to  pretend  that  I  had  any  feeling  for  him  worth 
the  name.  But  there  was  a  time  in  my  life  when 
this  event  would  have  broken  my  heart ;  and  aU  I 
can  say  for  it  now  is  that— 4t  is  not  worth  breakup 
**  Adieu — it  is  all  a  feroe." 

LETTER  OCXVI. 

TO  HR  MOORB. 

«  March  ad.lSlA. 
**  MY  DB4R  1H0M, 

**  Jeffrey  has  sent  me  the  most  friendly  of  aU  pea- 
sibfe  letters,  and  has  accepted  *  *'s  article.  He  aays 
he  has  fong  liked  not  only,  &c.  Sec,  but  mj  '  cha- 
racter.' This  must  be  yoar  doing,  you  deg— u^'t 
you  ashamed  of  yourself,  knovring  me  so  welf  This 
is  what  one  gets  for  having  you  for  a  fether  confeasor. 

**  I  feel  merry  enough  to  send  you  a  sad  song.* 
You  once  asked  me  for  some  words  which  you  vrouM 
set.  Now  you  may  set  or  not,  as  you  like, — but 
there  they  are,  in  a  legible  hand,  f  and  not  in  miite, 
but  of  my  ovm  scribbling;  so  you  may  say  of  them 
what  you  pleaae.  Why  don't  you  write  to  ne?  I 
shall  make  you  '  a  speech'  |  tf  you  don^  lespood 
quickly. 

**  I  am  in  such  a  state  of  sameness  and  stagnation, 
and  so  potaBj  occupied  m  consuming  the  fhtita— «ad 
sauntering--Hand  playing  dull  games  at  cards— 4uid 
yawning— and  trying  to  read  old  Anmnl  Regitlas 
and  the  daily  papers— and  gathering  shells  oa  the 
shore— and  watching  the  grovrth  of  stunted  gooivbeny 
bushes  in  the  garden— that  I  have  neither  tine  oor 
sense  to  say  more  than 

**  Yours  erer, 

^P.S.— I  open  my  letter  again  to  put  a  qoealson 

to  you.    What  would  Lady  C k,  or  any  other 

fashionable  Pidcock,  give  to  collect  you  and  Jeftey 
and  me  to  cme  party?  I  have  been  anawerag  his 
letter,  which  suggested  this  dainty  query.  leaa'tbeH) 
btughing  at  the  thoughts  of  yoiv  face  and  miae ;  and 
our  anxiety  to  keep  the  Aristarch  in  good  huoMmr 
during  the  early  part  of  a  compotation,  tiD  we  got 
drunk  enough  to  make  him  *a  speech.'  I  ihiok  the 
critic  would  have  much  the  best  of  as— of  oae,  at 
least— for  I  don't  think  diffidence  (I  mean  social)  b  a 
disease  of  yours.** 


*  The  vertes  indooed  were  those  melaochoiy  t 
printed  in  his  woriu,  ■  There's  not  a  joy  the  worid  eaa  give 
like  thMC  it  takes  aw«y.» 

t  The  MS.  was  in  the  handwritiaf  of  Lady  Byron. 

t  These  alliuions  to  "a  speech*  are  connected  with  a 
little  incident,  not  worth  awnUonii^,  which  had  Maaaad 
as  both  when  I  was  in  town.  He  was  rather  AskI  (sad  hMd 
been  always  so,  as  may  be  seen  in  his  oarly  letters)  of  thsw 
harping  on  some  conventional  phrase  or  joke. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


L  D.  1815. 


LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


90^ 


LETTER  CCXVIL 

TD  ME  MOORB. 

«MutbMh,1815. 
"Ab  event— the  deatb  of  poor  Dorset— «nd  the 
MoDectioo  of  what  I  ooce  felt,  and  ought  tu  have  felt 
Dov,  bat  could  not — set  me  pondering,  and  finally 
ioto  the  (nin  of  thought  which  you  have  in  your 
;  biik  I  am  veiy  glad  you  like  them,  for  I  flaUer 
.oftdithef  will  pan  as  an  imitation  of  your  style. 
I  ff  I  eould  iuiilate  it  weD,  I  should  have  no  great 
jaobiiioa  of  originality. — I  wish  I  could  make  you 
I  odain  with  Domis, '  That's  my  thunder,  by  G— d !' 
:  1  wrote  them  with  a  view  to  your  setting  them,  and 
i  uapfesent  to  Power,  if  he  would  accept  the  words, 
!  ud  fw  did  not  think  yourself  degraded,  for  once  in 
I  >  waj,  bj  marrying  them  to  music, 
i  "Sonbura  N  *  •  !— why  do  you  always  twit  me 
:  witli  bis  rile  Ebrew  nasalities  ?  Have  I  not  told  you 
I  itvasaU  K.  s  doing,  and  my  own  exquisite  fiicUity 
of losper?  Dut  thou  wrilt  be  a  wag,  Thomas;  and 
K*  wiiai  you  get  for  it  Now  for  my  reyenge. 
I  "  Depend— and  perpend — upon  it  that  your  opinion 
I  of  *  **i  Poem  will  traTcl  through  one  or  other  of  the 
I  Staple  correspoudents,  till  it  reaches  the  ear  and 
^  Kver  of  the  author.  *  Your  adventure,  however, 
I  >  trolj  laughable — but  how  could  you  be  such  a 
potatoe  ?  You, '  a  brother '  (of  the  quill)  too,  *  near 
'  1^  tbnme,'  to  confide  to  a  man's  own  publisher  (who 
I  ^  'bought,'  or  rather  told,  *  golden  opinions'  about 
I  ^1  nch  a  damnatory  parenthesis !  *  Between  you 
{ ttd  Btt,'  quotha — it  reminds  me  of  a  passage  in  the 
lUrat  Law— *Tdte-ik-t^te  with  Lady  Duberly,  I 
Mppw— 'No— t^te-^-tdte  with  Jive  hundred  peo- 
I  ^;'  sad  your  confidential  communication  will  doubt- 
k*  be  in  circulation  to  that  amount,  in  a  short  time, 
I  riib  Kveral  additions,  and  in  seyeral  letters,  aU 
^  L 11.  R.  O.  B.,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

'^We  leave  this  place  to-morrow,  and  shall  stop 
oi  oar  waj  to  town  (in  the  interval  of  taking  a  house 
^  »t  CoL  Leigh's,  near  Newmarket,  where  any 
*P"*^  «Cyoufi  will  find  its  weloomc  way. 

**1  baie  been  yery  comfortable  here, — listening  to 
^  d-d  Boodogue,  which  ekierly  gentlemen  call 
ciiBvcnuJoo,  and  in  which  my  pious  &ther-in-hiw 
'  '•P«t»  binself  every  evening — save  one,  when  he 
phjed  opon  the  fiddle.  However,  they  have  been 
1 12^  kind  and  hospitable,  and  I  like  them  and  the 
I  ^  va«ly,  and  I  hope  they  will  live  many  happy 
■J*«-  Bell  ilia  health,  and  imvaried  good-humour 
j  ^  |>ehariour.  But  we  are  all  in  the  agonies  of 
P*ckag  aad  parting;  and  I  suppose  by  this  time  to- 
!  **"»»  I  sbaO  be  stuck  in  the  chariot  with  my  chin 
■P*  a  band  box.    I  haye  prepared,  however,  an- 

I  J^^^fv  aOades  to  a  circoniatance  which  I  had  coamo- 
T^JJJ^^bta  ia  a  precediag  letter.  In  writing  to  one  of 
jyMMetOM  partnen  of  a  well-luiown  publishing  esU- 

I  J™"»i'>s  (with  whkh  1  have  sinca  been  locky  enonah  to 
^5"^  iatimate  connexion).  I  had  said  confidentially 
^V^J*^),  ia  reference  to  a  Poem  that  bad  jott  ap- 

i  ^!ir^  Between  yoa  aad  me,  I  do  not  much  admire 

^    •/"«-•   The  letter  being  chiefly  upon  buiineM, 

"■•werBd  throagh  the  regular  biuineM  channel,  and,  to 

"^  «»if .  coachMled  with  the  foUowing  words :-«  Wt  are 

,  ^ J^  that  yon  do  not  approye  of  Mr  •  ♦•■  new  Poem, 
*>  •«  roar  obedleBl,  aw.  Ac.  L.  H.  R.  O..  file.  &c.* 


other  oarriage  for  the  abigail,  and  aD  the  trumpery 
which  our  wiyes  drag  along  vnth  them. 

**  Ever  thine,  moat  afieetionately. 


LEiyrER  ccxvm. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 


'•B." 


.  1815. 


**  I  meaned  to  write  to  you  before  on  the  subject 
of  your  k>ss ;  *  but  the  recollection  of  the  uselessuess 
and  wortblessness  of  any  observati(ms  on  such  events 
prevented  me.  I  shall  only  now  add,  that  I  rejoice 
to  see  you  bear  it  so  wel,  and  that  I  trust  time  will 
enable  Mrs  M.  to  sustain  it  better.  Every  thing 
should  be  done  to  divert  and  occupy  her  vritfa  other 
thoughts  and  cares,  and  I  am  sure  all  that  can  be 
done  will. 

**  Now  to  your  letter.  Napoleoi^— but  the  papers 
win  have  told  you  all.  I  quite  think  vrith  you  upon 
tlie  subject,  and  for  my  real  thoughts  this  time  httt 
year,  I  would  refer  you  to  the  kst  pages  of  the 
Journal  I  gaye  you.  I  can  forgive  the  rogue  for 
utterly  falsiifying  every  line  of  mine  Ode^which  I 
take  to  be  the  last  and  uttermost  stretch  of  human 
magnannnity.  Do  you  remember  the  story  of  a 
certain  abb6,  who  wrote  a  Treatise  on  the  Swedish 
Constitution,  and  proved  it  indissoluble  and  eternal ! 
Just  as  he  had  corrected  the  last  sheet,  news  cauie 
tliat  Gustayus  HI  had  destroyed  this  immortal 
goyemment.  *  Sir,'  quoth  the  abb6,  '  the  King  of 
Sweden  may  oyerthrow  the  coiu(tfit/um,  but  not  my 
book! I'    Ithiako/theabb«,  butnottctVAhun. 

**  Making  eyeiy  allowance  for  talent  and  most  con- 
summate daring,  there  is,  after  all,  a  good  deal  in 
luck  or  destiny.  He  might  have  been  stopped  by 
our  frigates  or  wreck^  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons, 
which  is  particularly  tempestuous— or— a  thousand 
things.    But  he  is  certainly  Fortune's  &vourite,  and 

Once  fldrly  set  opt  on  hit  i»arty  of  pleurore. 
Taking  towns  at  his  likioK  and  crowns  at  his  Msnre, 
Prom  Elba  to  Lyons  and  Paris  be  goei, 
HaUng  baUtfor  the  ladies,  and  bows  to  his  foes. 

You  must  haye  seen  the  account  of  his  driving  into 
the  middle  of  the  royal  army,  and  the  immediate 
efibct  of  his  pretty  speeches.  And  now,  if  he  don't 
drub  the  allies,  there  is  '  no  purchase  in  money.'  If 
he  can  take  Pnuicc  hj  himself,  the  devil  's  in  't  if 
he  don't  repulse  the  inyaders,  when  backed  by  those 
celebrated  sworders — those  boys  of  the  blade,  the 
Imperial  Guard,  and  the  old  and  new  army.  It  is 
impossible  not  to  be  dazzled  and  overwhehned  by 
his  character  and  career.  Nothii^  ever  so  disap- 
pointed me  as  his  abdication,  and  nothing  could  hayc 
reconciled  me  to  him  but  some  such  revival  as  his 
recent  exploit;  though  no  one  could  anticipate  such 
a  complete  and  brilliant  renovation. 

^  To  your  question,  1  .can  on]y  answer  that  there 
have  been  some  symptoms  which  look  a  little  ges- 
tatory.  It  is  a  subject  upon  which  I  am  not  parti- 
oulariy  anxious,  except  that  I  think  it  would  please 
her  uncle,  Lord  Wentworth,  and  her  father  and 

*  The  death  of  his  in&nt  god-danghter,  OUvia  Byron 
Moore. 
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mother.  The  former  (Lord  W.)  m  now  in  town,  and 
in  Tery  indifferent  health.  You  perhaps  know  that 
his  property*  amounting  to  seven  or  eight  thousand  a 
year,  will  eventually  devolve  upon  Bell.  But  the 
old  gentleman  has  been  so  very  kind  to  her  and  me, 
that  I  hardly  know  how  to  wish  him  in  heaven,  if 
he  can  be  comfortable  on  earth.  Her  bthcr  is  still 
in  the  country. 

^  We  mean  to  metropolize  to-morrow,  and  you 
win  address  your  next  to  PiccadiOy.  We  have  got 
the  Duchess  of  Devon's  house  there,  she  being  in 
France. 

"  I  don't  care  what  Power  says  to  secure  the  pro- 
perty of  the  Song,  so  that  it  is  not  complimentary  to 
me,  nor  any  thing  about  '  condescending'  or  *  nobU 
author* — ^both  *  vile  phrases,'  as  Polonius  says. 

**  Pray,  let  me  hear  from  you,  and  when  you  mean 
to  be  in  town.  Your  continental  scheme  is  imprac- 
ticable for  the  present.  I  have  to  thank  you  for  a 
longer  letter  than  usual,  which  I  hope  will  induce 
you  to  tax  my  gratitude  still  further  in  the  same 
vray. 

^  Vou  never  told  me  about  '  Longman'  and  *  next 
winter,'  and  I  am  no<  a  *  mile-stone.'  "^ 

LETTER  CCXIX. 

TO  MB  COLERIDGB. 

«  PlccadUIy,  March  31i««  181S. 
^  DEAR  SIR, 

'*  It  wiU  give  me  great  pleasure  to  comply  with 
your  request,  though  I  hope  there  is  still  taste  enough 
left  amongst  us  to  render  it  almost  unnecessary,  sordid 
and  interested  as,  it  must  be  admitted,  many  of*  the 
trade*  ai%  where  curcumstances  give  them  an  advan- 
tage. I  trust  you  do  not  permit  yourself  to  be  depress- 
ed by  the  temporary  partiality  of  what  is  called  'the 
pubUc'  for  the  favourites  of  the  moment ;  all  expe- 
rience is  against  the  permanency  of  such  impressions. 
You  must  have  lived  to  wefi  many  of  these  pass  away, 
and  win  survive  many  more — t  mean  personally, 
for  poetically ,  I  would  not  insult  you  by  a  compa- 
rison. 

*'  If  I  may  be  permitted,  I  would  suggest  that 
there  never  was  such  an  opening  for  tragedy.  In 
Kean,  there  is  an  actor  worthy  of  expressing  the 
thoughts  of  the  characters  which  you  have  every 
power  of  imbodying ;  and  I  cannot  but  regret  that 
the  part  of  Ordonio  was  disposed  of  before  his  ap- 
pearance at  Dniry-huie.  We  have  had  nothing  to 
be  mentioned  in  the  same  breath  with  *  RemorM*  for 
very  many  yean ;  and  I  should  think  that  the  recep- 
tion of  that  play  was  sufficient  to  encourage  the 
highest  hopes  of  author  and  audience.  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  you  are  proceeding  in  a  career  which 
could  not  but  be  successful.  With  my  best  respects  to 
Mr  Bowles,  I  have  the  honour  to  be 

**  Your  obUged 
**  and  vfery  obedient  servant, 
"Byron. 

*  IhsdaccvaedhlmofhaTtef  entirely  forfot  that,  in  ■ 
preceding  letter,  I  had  Informed  him  of  my  intention  to 
pobliih  with  the  Me««rs  Lonfman  in  the  eniuiog  winter. 
and  added  that.  In  giving  him  thia  information,  I  fonnd  I 
had  beon^o  uae  an  elegant  Iriah  metaphor,— «  vrhiatling 
jiga  to  A  mile-stone.* 


"  P.S. — ^You  mention  my  *  Satire/  huonpooo,  or 
whatever  yon  or  others  please  to  cafl  it.  1  can  only 
say,  that  it  was  written  when  I  was  very  young  and 
very  angry,  and  has  been  a  thorn  in  mj  side  ever 
since ;  more  particulariy  as  almost  aU  the  penom 
animadverted  upon  became  subsequentbr  my  acqotint- 
ances,  and  some  of  them  my  friends,  whkh  is 
*  heaping  fire  upon  an  enemy's  head,'  and  forgiving 
me  too  readily  to  permit  me  to  forgive  mys^.  The 
part  applied  to  you  is  pert,  and  petulant,  and  shallow 
enough ;  but,  cJthough  I  have  long  done  eveiy  thing 
in  my  power  to  suppress  the  circulation  of  the  whole 
thing,  I  shan  always  regret  the  wantonness  or  gear 
rality  of  many  of  its  attempted  attacks.** 

it  was  in  the  course  of  this  spring  that  Lord  Bjroo 
and  Sir  Walter  Scott  became,  for  the  first  tine, 
personally  acquainted  with  each  other.  MrMamy, 
having  been  previously  on  a  visit  to  the  latter  gen- 
tleman, had  been  intrusted  by  him  with  a  saperb 
Turkish  dagger,  as  a  present  to  Lord  Qyron ;  and 
the  noble  poet,  on  their  meeting  this  year,  in  Loodoo, 
— the  only  time  when  these  two  great  men  had  erer 
an  opportunity  of  enjoying  each  other's  soctetj,— 
preseiited  to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  in  return,  a  vase 
contaioing  some  human  bones  that  had  been  dug  op 
from  under  a  part  of  the  old  waUs  of  Athens.  The 
reader,  however,  wiU  be  much  better  pleased  to 
have  these  particulars  in  the  words  of  Sir  Walter 
Scott  himself,  who,  with  that  good-natnre  which 
renders  him  no  less  amiable  than  he  is  adsurable,  has 
found  time,  in  the  midst  of  all  his  marveOons  laboun 
for  the  world,  to  favour  me  with  the  foQoiriBi  inte- 
resting communication.* 

♦  ♦  «  if         if        * 

**  My  fint  acquaintance  with  Byron  began  n  a 
manner  rather  doubtful.  I  was  so  far  from  baring 
any  thing  to  do  with  the  offensive  critidun  in  the 
Ekiinburgfa,  that  I  remember  remonstrating  against 
it  with  our  friend,  the  editor,  because  I  thought  the 

«  A  few  passages  at  theheginning  of  these  ncdkeikm 
have  been  omitted,  as  containing  partkmlari  («l*^f^ 
Lord  Byron's  mother,  which  have  already  been  ■eatJcaw 
in  the  early  part  of  this  worli.  Among  these,  however, 
there  is  one  anecdote,  the  repetition  of  which  will  beetsilr 
pardoned,  on  account  of  the  infinitely  greater  interest  u' 
anthonticity  imparted  to  its  details  by  coming  from  sock 
an  eyo-witneas  as  Sir  Walter  Scott :— *  I  remeoiber,'  be 
says,  "having  seen  Lord  Byron's  mother  before  sbew 
married,  and  a  certain  coincidence  rendered  the  cinamr 
stance  rather  remarkable  It  was  during  Mrs  Siddonsi  Int 
or  second  visit  to  Edinborgh.  when  the  music  of  tbat  vm- 
derail  actress's  voice,  looks,  BMnner,  and  persoa,  prodace^ 
the  strongest  effect  which  could  possibly  be  exerted  kf  > 
human  being  upon  her  fc!low-creaturea.  NotUnf  of  ^ 
kind  that  f  ever  witnessed  approached  it  by  a  hundred  de- 
grees. The  high  state  of  excitation  was  aided  by  the  difl' 
culties  of  obtaining  entrance,  and  the  exhausting  ks^ 
of  time  that  the  audience  were  contented  to  wail  ostil  lie 
piece  commenced.  When  the  curtain  fell,  a  large  r*** 
portion  of  the  ladies  were  generally  In  hysterics. 

« I  remember  Miss  Gordon  of  Ohight,  in  particslar^ktf^ 
rowing  the  house  by  the  desperate  and  wild  way  is  w^ 
she  shrieked  out  Mrs  Siddons's  exclamation,  in  the  cftt- 
racter  of  Isabella,  *0h  my  Byron!  Oh  my  Byr«!'  * 
well  known  medical  gentleman,  the  benevideat  DrAlestf- 
der  Wood,  tendered  his  assistance :  but  the  thick  pnuH 
audience  could  not  for  a  long  time  make  way  for  the  dojwr 
to  approach  his  patient,  or  the  patl*>nt  the  phy«W»-  'JJ 
remarkable  circumstance  was,  that  the  lady  hadnwtay 
seen  Captain  Byron,  who,  like  Sir  Toby,  mads  her  essclmi 
with  'Oh !'  as  she  had  begun  with  it* 
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UPE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


'Hmr  of  Idknew'  trcated  with  andiM  aeveritjr. 
Thtf  were  wfiUea,  like  all.juTeiule  poetry,  nOber 
ins  the  ROoUectioa  of  what  had  pleased  the  author 
imkn  thtn  what  had  been  raggeeted  by  his  own 
■ipnilinn ;  but,  oerertheleM,  1  thought  they  oon- 
feUMd  tone  paMiget  of  noble  promise.  1  was  so 
■sell  iapresaed  with  this,  that  1  had  thoughts  of 
wniiBi  to  the  author;  but  sooae  exaggerated  reports 
•Qsemiag  his  peculiarities,  and  a  natural  unwil- 
iifBOi  to  iatrude  an  opinion  which  was  uncalled  for, 
■dsced  me  to  relinquish  the  idea. 

**  WbcB  Bftoa  wrote  his  famous  Satire^  I  had  my 
ihift  of  flsgeOatioa  among  my  betters.  My  crime 
WM  bTiag  written  a  poem  (BAarmion,  I  think)  for  a 
ikoMud  pounds;  which  was  no  otherwise  true 
lbs  ikt  I  sold  the  copyright  for  that  sum.  Now, 
Ht  Id  Bention  that  an  author  can  hardly  be  censured 
faraeeeptiDg  such  a  sum  as  the  booksellers  are  will- 
■1  to  pre  him,  especially  as  the  gentlemen  of  the 
tndt  asde  no  compbunts  of  their  bargain,  I  thought 
(^  isteilerenoe  with  my  private  affiurs  was  rather 
WjMd  Ike  limits  of  literary  satire.  On  the  other 
^ui,  Lord  Byron  paid  me,  in  seyeral  passages,  so 
■■di  man  praise  than  1  deierred,  that  I  must  have 
^  Bore  irritable  than  I  have  ever  felt  upon  such 
■bivii,  not  to  sit  down  contented,  and  think  no 
■OR  tbottt  the  matter. 

"  I  WIS  very  much  struck,  with  all  the  rest  of  the 
*>U>  at  the  vigour  and  force  of  iroaginttion  dis- 
Phid  is  the  first  Cantos  of  Childe  Harold,  and  the 
vWrtpleadid  productions  which  Lord  Byron  flung 
^  bn  to  the  public  with  a  promptitude  that 
Avotred  of  profusion.  My  own  popuhurity,  as  a 
PMt  wu  thai  on  the  wane,  and  I  was  unaflfectedly 
P^Med  lo  see  an  author  of  so  much  power  and 
CKf0  itking  the  field.  Mr  John  Blurray  happened 
io  be  is  Scotland  that  season,  and  as  I  mentioned 
b  him  Ike  pleasure  I  should  have  in  making  Lord 
Bfn'i  teqoainlanoe,  he  had  the  kindness  to  mention 
■T  wiA  to  hk  kirdship,  which  led  to  some  oorres- 


"k  was m  the  spring  of  1815  that,  ehaneing  to  be 
ii  iMdoB,  I  had  the  advantage  of  a  personal  intro- 
^■'ctM  to  Lord  Byron.  Report  had  prepared  me 
to  nect  a  aaa  of  peculiar  habits  and  a  quick  temper, 
"^ '  ksd  aome  doubu  whether  we  were  likely  to  suit 
*>^h  cthta  m  society.  1  was  most  agreeably  dlsap* 
NBte4  ia  ihia  respect.  I  found  Lord  Byron  in  the 
^"^^  degree  courteous,  and  even  kind.  We  met, 
^  ts  boor  or  two  almost  daily,  in  Mr  Murray's 
^**n|-nNiB,  and  found  a  great  deal  to  say  to  each 
^'  We  abo  met  frequently  in  parties  and  evening 
"(*(rt  n  that  for  about  two  months  I  had  the  ad- 
''^*H>  of  ooosideiable  intima<gr  with  this  distin- 
l*M  individual  Our  sentiments  agreed  a  good 
M  exeept  opon  the  subjects  of  religion  and  poli- 
^  vpoB  aeither  of  which  I  was  inclined  to  believe 
■W  l«d  Bynm  cBlertained  very  fixed  opinions.  I 
!f"^ber  saying  to  him,  that  I  reaOy  thought,  that 
'■tfived  a  few  yean  he  would  alter  his  sentiments. 
« laswtred,  rather  sharply,  *  I  suppose  you  are 
^  of  tkooe  who  prophesy  I  will  turn  Methodist.'  I 
^Mi  *No— I  donU  expect  your  cooverMon  to  be 
^^Mck  aa  onUoary  kind.  I  would  rather  look  to  see 
^  Rtieat  upon  the  Catholic  fiaith,  and  distinguish 
J*""*^  by  the  austerity  of  your  penances.     The 


species  of  religion  to  which  you  must,  or  may,  one 
day  attach  yourself,  must  exercise  a  strong  power  on 
the  imagination.'  He  smiled  gravely,  and  seemed  to 
aUow  I  might  be  right. 

**  On  pohtios,  he  used  sometimes  to  express  a  high 
strain  of  what  is  now  called  Liberalism ;  but  it  ap- 
peared to  me  that  the  pleasure  it  afforded  him  as  a 
vehicle  of  displaying  his  wit  and  satire  against  indi- 
vidualt  in  office  was  at  the  bottom  of  this  habit  of 
thinking,  rather  than  aay  real  conviction  of  the 
political  principles  on  which  he  talked.  He  was 
certainly  proud  of  his  rank  and  ancient  family,  and, 
in  that  respect,  as  much  an  aristocFat  as  was  con- 
sistent with  good  sense  and  good  breeding.  Some 
disgusts,  how  adopted  1  know  not,  seemed  to  roe  to 
have  given  this  peculiar  and,  as  it  appeared  to  me, 
contradictory  oast  of  mind ;  but,  at  heart,  I  would 
have  termed  Qyron  a  patrician  on  principle. 

**  Lord  Byron's  reading  did  not  seem  to  me  to  have 
been  very  extensive  either  in  poetiy  or  history.  Having 
the  advantage  of  him  in  that  respect,  and  possess- 
ing a  good  competent  share  of  such  reading  as  is 
little  read,  I  was  sometimes  able  to  put  under  his  eye 
objects  which  had  for  him  the  mterest  of  novelty.  I 
remember  particulariy  repeating  to  him  the  fine  poem 
of  Hardyknute,  an  imitation  of  the  old  Scottish 
Balkd,  vHth  which  he  was  so  much  affected,  that 
some  one  who  was  in  the  same  apartment  asked  me 
what  I  couM  possibly  have  been  telling  Byron  by 
which  he  was  so  much  agitated. 

**  I  saw  Byron,  for  the  hst  time,  in  1815,  after  I 
returned  from  Prance.  He  dined,  or  lunched,  with 
me  ai  Long's,  in  Bond-street.  I  never  saw  him  so 
full  of  gaiety  and  good- humour,  to  which  the  pre- 
sence of  Mr  Matthews,  the  comedian,  added  not  a 
little.  Poor  Terry  was  also  present.  After  one  of 
the  gayest  parties  I  ever  was  present  at,  my  fellow- 
traveller,  Mr  ScoU  of  Gak,  and  I,  set  off  for  Soot, 
hmd,  and  I  never  saw  Lord  Byron  again.  Several 
letters  passed  between  us— one  perhiqM  every  half 
year.  Like  the  old  heroes  in  Homer,  we  exchanged 
gifu ;— 1  gave  Byron  a  beautiful  dagger  mounted  with 
gold,  which  had  been  the  property  of  the  redoubted 
Elfi  Bey.  But  I  was  to  pbiy  the  part  of  Diomed,  in 
the  Iliad,  for  Byron  sent  me,  some  time  aflter,  a  large 
sepulchral  vase  of  silver.  It  was  full  of  dead  men's 
bones,  and  liad  inscriptions  on  two  sides  of  the  base. 
One  ran  thus—*  The  bones  contained  in  this  urn  were 
found  in  certain  ancient  sepuhshres  within  the  hind 
walls  of  Athens,  in  the  month  of  Pebruaiy^  1811.' 
The  other  face  bears  the  lines  of  Juvenal : 

« Bxpende-<niot  librss  In  dnce  ramno  Inrenleo. 
~  Mora  sota  flitetor  qosatola  homlalam  corpowiila.* 

Av*x. 

**  To  these  I  have  added  a  third  mscription,  in  these 
words— *The  gift  of  Lord  Byron  to  Walter  ScoU.'* 

•  Mr  Morrsj  ksd.  st  the  time  of  ffvtaf  fbe  vase,  nui 
fested  to  Lord  Byroo.  tlwt  H  woald  incrsMO  the  vahie  of 'he 
fiA  tondd  aome  aoch  loscrfpCion ;  bat  the  feelicf  of  the 
noMe  poet  on  this  •ahfect  will  be  onderatood  from  the  fol- 
lowinf  answer  whkh  he  returned. 

«Aprtl9(h.l815. 
•ThraksfiDr  thebooki.   I  hare  great  objection  to  yonr 
proposition  aboat  inarriMnf  the  vase*— which  ••.  thut  H 
would  appear  o»tentatit>H*  on  my  part ;  and  of  coarae  f 
moat  send  It  aa  it  is,  without  aay  aUoration. 

«Yoar8.aM.* 
27 
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Tliere  was  a  letter  wilh  this  yme  nore  Taluable  to 
me  than  the  gi£t  ittetf,  CnNn  the  kindnew  wilb  whioii 
(he  donor  expresaod  hioHelf  towards  me.  I  left  k 
naturally  in  the  urn  with  the  booeB,— bnt  it  is  now 
BUMiag.  As  the  theft  was  noi  of  a  nature  to  be  prac- 
tised bj  a  mere  domestic,  I  am  compelled  to  sospeot 
the  inhospilalitj  of  some  individual  of  higher  stetioa, 
most  gratuitously  exercised  certainly,  since,  after 
what  I  have  here  said,  no  one  wiO  probably  choose 
to  boast  of  possessing  this  literary  curiosity. 

^  Wehad  a  good  deal  of  laughing,  I  remember,  on 
what  the  public  might  be  supposed  to  think,  or  say, 
concerning  the  gloomy  and  ominous  nature  of  our 
mutual  gU^. 

^  I  think  I  can  add  little  more  to  my  recollections 
of  Byron.  He  was  often  melancholy,— ahnostgkiomy* 
When  I  observed  him  in  this  humour,  I  used  either 
to  vrait  till  it  went  off  of  its  own  aeeord,  or  till  some 
natural  and  easy  mode  occarred  of  leading  him  mto 
conversation,  when  the  shadows  almost  always  left 
his  oountenanoe,  like  the.  mist  rising  from  a  kndscape. 
In  oonvermtion,  he  was  very  animated. 

**  I  met  with  him  very  frequently  in  sodety;  our 
mutual  acquaintances  doing  me  the  honour  to  think 
that  he  liked  to  meet  with  me.  Some  veiy  agreeiible 
partiesi  can  recQilec(|,~partiottUriy  one  at  Sir  George 
Beaumont's,  vrhere  the  amiable  kadord  had  as- 
sembled some  persons  distinguished  for  talent.  Of 
these  I  need  only  mention  the  late  Sir  Humphry 
Davy,  whose  talents  for  literature  were  as  remarkabiu 
as  his  empire  over  science.  Mr  Richard  Shaipe 
and  Mr  Rogers  were  also  present 

**  I  think  I  also  remarked  in  Byron's  tempet  starts 
of  suspicion,  when  he  seemed  to  pause  and  oonsider 
whethier  there  had  not  been  a  secret,  and  perhaps  of- 
fensive, meaning  in  something  casimlly  said  to  him. 
In  this  case,  I  idso  judged  it  best  to  let  his  mind,  like 
a  troubled  spriiijg,  work  its^  dear,  which  ii  did  in  a 
minute  or  two.  I  was  considerably  older,, you  will 
recollect,  than  my  noble  friend,  and  had  no  reason  to 
fear  his  misooBstruingmy  sentimente  towards  him,  nor 
had  I  ever  the  slightest  reason  to  doubt  that  they 
wera  kindly  returned  on  his  part  If  I  had  oecasioQ 
to  be  nmrtified  by  thedispby  ef  genius  vrfaich  threw 
into  the  shade  such  pretensions  as  I  vras  then  sup- 
posed to  possess,  I  might  console  myself  that,  in  my 
own  oaae,  the  materials  of  sMntal  hi^ipiBeM  had  been 
minfird  in  a  gieatir  proportion. 

''I  nsmmage  my  braiBa  in  vain  for  what  oAsn 
rushas  into  my  head  uabidden,  ^little  traito  and 
sayings  which  reeall  his  kioks,  manner,  tone,  and 
gestures ;  and  I  have  always  continued  to  think  thata 
crisis  of  life  was  arrived  in  which  a  new  career  of 
feme  was  opened  to  him,  and  that  had  he  been  per- 
mitted to  start  upon  it,  he  would  have  obliterated  the 
memory  of  such  parte  of  hii  life  as  flriends  would  wish 
to  forget** 

LETTER  CCXX. 

TO   Ma  MOOU. 

April  IM,l8tf. 
"Lord  Wentworth  died  hst  wec^.  The  bulk  of  his 
property  (from  seven  to  eight  thousand  per  ami.)  is 
entailed  on  Lady  Mflbanke  and  Lady  Byron.    "The 


first  is  gone  to  take  possession  m  Lcieestenhire,  sad 
attend  the  funeral,  &c,  this  day. 

*  *  ♦  *  ♦ 

**I  have  mentioned  the  bete  of  the  ssttlisimh  sf 
Lord  W.'s  property,  because  the  uempKfmj  wA 
their  usual  aceumey,  have  been  making aH  kkidhof 
UundeiB  in  their  stetement.  His  wiB  is  jnsl  s»  ex- 
pected—the  principal  part  settled  on  Lady  Mabsoke 
(now  Noel)  and  BeU,  and  a  separate  estate  left  for 
sale  to  pay  debto  {which  are  not  great)4md  legacies 
to  his^natural  son  and  daughter. 

"*  Mrs^  «'s  tragedy  was  last  night  dsmned.  Tbey 
may  bring  it  on  again,  and  probably  wiD ;  bat  dsased 
itwas,— not  a  vrord  of  the  last  act  audible.  1  west 
[maigri  that  I  ought  to  have  staid  at  hone  in  nek- 
ctoth  for  unc . ,  but  I  could  not  resist  the  Jktt  m^  ef 
any  thing)  to  a  private  and  quiet  nook  of  ny  priTste 
houL,  and  witnessed  the  whole  procem.  Tlw  firrt 
three  acte,  with  transient  gushes  of  applause,  oosed 
patiently  but  heavily  on.  I  mustsay  it  was  biifiy 
acted,  particularly  by  ^*,  vffao  was  groaned  npoo  ia 
the  third  act,— something  about  *  horror— Mcb  a 
horror'  was  the  cause.  Weil,  the  fourth  act  beessie  as 
muddy  and  turbid  as  need  be;  but  the  fHUi— wliat 
Garrick  used  to  call  (Kkea  fool)  the  oMcw^wsof  a 
pkiy— the  fifth  act  stuck  fest  at  the  King't  prayer. 
You  know  he  says  *  he  never  went  to  bed  wilhoot 
saying  them,  aad  did  not  like  to  omk  then  now.' 
But  he  was  no  sooner  upon  his  knees,  than  the  ao- 
dienoe  got  upon  their  legs— the  damnabls  pit— ami 
roared,  and  groaned,  and  hissed,  and  whiaded.  WeD. 
that  was  choked  a  little ;  but  the  ruffian-aeem-tbe 
peniteat  peasantry— and  killing  the  Bishop  ssd  the 
Princess— oh,  it  was  all  over.  Iliecurlain  fcll  open 
unheard  actora,  and  the  aanounoement  attesiptedby 
Kean  for  Monday  was  equally  inefiivtual.  Bin  Bart- 
ley  was  so  frightened,  tlmt,  though  the  t^eople  were 
tolerably  quiet,  theEpibgue  was  quite  inandiUe  to 
half  the  house.  In  short,— you  know  aD.  I  dapped 
till  my  hands  were  skinlem,  and  so  did  Sir  Jamei 
Mackintesh,  who  was  with  me  in  the  box.  AH  the 
world  were  in  the  house,  from<  the  Jerseys,  Greys, 
&c.  he.,  downwards.  But  it  wouM  not  do.  It  is. 
after  aU,  not  an  mot&ig  play }  good  bmguage,  tat  bo 
power.  *  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

Women  (saving  Joanna  BaHlie)  cannot  write  tre- 
gedy ;  they  have  not  seen  enough  nor  felt  enough  of 
lifeforit  I  think  Serairamis  or  Catherine  II  snfht 
have  vrritten  (ooukl  they  have  been  uaqoeeaed)  a 
rarepby. 

«  «  «  «  « 

**  It  Is,  however,  a  good  wamiog  not  to  riA  or 
write  tragedies.  InevfT  had  much  bent  thstwsj; 
but,  if  I  had,  this  would  have  cured  me. 

"  Ever,  carisaime  Thm., 
•«  thine,  R" 

LETTER  CCXXI. 

TO  MB  MUBBAT. 

•May  Jilt  »»• 
**  You  must  have  thought  it  very  odd,  not  to  «7 
ungratefid,  that  I  made  no  mention  of  the  drawingt 

•  Mr  Murray  had  preaeated  Lsdy  Bynm  witk  tveln 
drawinfff,  by  Stotlisrd,  from  Lord  Byrsa*a  Poeaa. 
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I  kt,  iikn  1  hU  Um  pleuure  of  MeiBf  y«u  tkk  BMm- 

Uf.  lWfrctii,tbiUtilltkitnMneBlIh«dBOlaMa 
jieBiMrhMnl  of  their  vriral :  Umj  wera outimI 
lipialBtbtlibrafy,  where  1  Uto  not  be«B  till  jiut 

M«,aii4MiBliMlioBgiren  to  ae  of  thdr  oonmg. 

TWpraMot  is  80  vofy  nagnifteent,  tfaftl^-in  obort, 
\l)mnlMif  Bfna  to  tknk  yoaibrit  hefwl^aMl 
I  wa^mai  tUi  to  apologise  for  a  pioce  of  apparent 
I M  ■■iMtiQnal  aegleoc  ob  nj  own  part. 
I  ••Yourf,«Mj.'» 

I  LETTER  CCXXU. 

TO  MR  MOORB.* 

« 13.  Piccadilly  TerrMc,  Joao  nth,  181ft. 

I   Mbfeaothiiflooibriabehalfofmyhitenlenoe, 

I  fxctyt  Ike  BMWt  hiTet«?rate  and  meffiibfe  hiiBesi;  but 

I«l»iopawtoinTenta  lie,  or  1  c«r/ctiiV  ihoukl, 

Nl  Mhaaied  of  the  truth.    K  *  %  I  hope,  haa 

m^  ywr   ■agnawMnoe  imiigBatioB   at   hk 

l>hi^    1  wished  and  wish  you  were  in  the  Com- 

■iiiit,with  aE  my  heartf    It  eeenw  eo  hopeless  a 

Whm,  that  the  company  of  a  friend  would  be  quite 

"■ii^ir-hut  Bore  of  this  when  we  meet.  In  the 

:  sNi  tiae,  yoa  are  entreatifd  to  prsrail  upon  Mrs 

E*m  Is  engage  herself.    I  believe  the  has  been 

■nttn  to,  but  yonr  influenee,  in  penon,  or  proiy, 

vNUprabah^  go  fiuther  than  our  proposals.   What 

tW  He,  I  know  not;  all  sty  new  funetaon  eoansts 

■  falnii«  le  the  de^air  of  Garendish  Bradshaw, 

tW  Upci  sf  Kinaaird^  the  wishes  of  Lof4  Essex, 

(bensphnals  of  Whitbread,  and  the  calcuhuions  of 

iHivllQers,-Hjl  of  which,  and  whom,  seen  totally 

'^fvhsn.    a  ftradahaw  wants  to  hght  the  theatre 

I  ^  9^,  which  may,  perhape  (if  the  vulgar  be  be- 

^,  poiMa  half  the  audience,  and  all  the /^-oMalu 

I  ^tntiut.  Emeu  has  endeavoured  to  persuade  K  *  * 

|«  IS  gst  ^uah,  the  consequence  of  which  MS  that 

:  *fcsssswr  been  sober  since.    Kinnaird,  with  equal 

">«■»  wtald  have  convinced  Rayssond  that  he, 

I  t^aid  Bsyasad,  had  too  much  sakry.  Whithread 

^  ^'^mtotssess  tho  pit  another  sixpence,— a  d— d 

I  •""*>•  propnsitioB,-^which  wiD  end  in  an  O.  P. 

I  *^^wda.  To  crown  all,  R  *  *,  the  auctioneer,  has 

^,  ■Podaoe  to  be  Aspleased,  because  he  has  no 

I  "I^M  The  villain  is  a  proprietor  of  shares,  and  a 

""S  hsged  omior  in  the  meetings.    I  hear  he  has 

I  I'J'P^tted  our  incapacily, — *  a  foregone  conclusion,' 

I  *«>«f  I  hope  to  give  him  signal  proofs  before  we 

''  Wa  you  give  us  an  Opera?  no.  111  be  sworn, 

•*»'»!*  yoa  would.  •  •  * 

*         »  ^  •  ♦ 

"To go  00  with  the  poetical  world,  Walter  Scott 
^  gose  back  to  Scothmd.  Murray,  the  bookseller, 
Ml  beta  erueDy  cudgelled  of  misbegotten  knaves, 

/J^iWtke  MlewiBf  letter  were  addrewed  to  ne  in 
g^^wMtherllMMlgoneabont  tbe  middle  of  the  pre- 


tBtkt«lile|ykaceBM«ne  of  the  BMnben  of  the  8iA- 


J ..  —^  t>wBMHpt   wcmmvm    mHumuut    Of  the    peFMUM 

?^2*MiiB  this  letter),  who  hMl  t^en  upon  thenuelres 
;  |*^MsaBeia of  Drary-Iane  Theatre:  and  it  had  been 
;  ?*«. « the Inc  eoBftractSoa  or  the  CmmnHtee.  that  I 
l^^««orUacoltowee.  Te  sent  mistake  in  the 
"JKcoBverlBff  this  proposal  to  bm.  hsalhidet  in  the 


"^in  Kendal  (ireeB,'at  Newington  Butts,  m  hk  way 
home  from  a  puriieu  diuneiwaad  robbed,— wouki 
you  believe  it  ?— of  three  or  four  bonds  of  forty  pound 
a-piece,  and  a  seal-ring  of  his  grandfather's,  worth  a 
million  1  This  is  his  version,— -but  othen  opine  that 
lyisraeli,  with  whom  he  dined,  knocked  him  down 
with  his  hst  publication,  *  the  Quarrels  of  Authon,' 
in  a  dispute  about  copyright.  Be  that  as  it  may,  the 
newqwpen  have  teeaMd  with  his'hi|uriafcmue,' 
and  he  haa  been  embreoatad  and  invisiUe  lo  al  b«t 
the  apethacaiy  efer  since. 

^  La4y  B.  ia  better  than  three  nemho  advawjed  m 
her  progress  towards  maternity,  and,  we  hope,  likc^ 
to  go  wen  through  with  it.  We  Imve  been  veiy 
little  out  this  season,  as  I  wish  lo  keep  her  quiet  m 
her  preeenC  situation.  Her  fother  and  mother  have 
changed  their  names  to  Nod,  m  complianoe  with 
Lord  Wentworth's  wfll,  and  in  eomphusanoe  to  the 
property  bequeathed  by  him. 

^  I  hear  that  you  have  been  gloriously  received  by 
the  Irish.— and  so  you  ought  But  doni  let  them 
kin  you  with  claret  sod  kindness  at  the  national  dinner 
in  your  honour,  which,  I  hear  and  hope,  is  m  con- 
tempbuion.  If  you  will  ten  me  tbe  day,  11!  get  drunk 
nqrsclf  on  this  side  of  the  water^  and  waft  yon  an 
appkuding  hiccup  over  the  Channel. 

**  Of  polities,  we  have  nothing  but  the  yell  for  war ; 
and  C**  h  is  preparing  his  head  for  the  pike,  on 
which  we  shall  aee  it  carried  before  he  has  done. 
The  foan  has  made  eveiy  body  sulky.  I  hear  often 
from  Paris,  but  hi  direct  contiadiction  to  the  home 
statements  of  our  hirelings.  Of  domestic  doings, 
there  has  been  nothing  since  La4y  D**.  Not  a 
divorce  stirring, — ^but  a  good  many  in  embryo,  m  tho 
shape  of  marriages. 

**  I  enclose  you  an  epistle  received  tfiis  momiiig 
fWmi  I  know  not  whom ;  but  I  think  it  wiD  amuse 
you.    The  writer  must  be  a  rare  feUow  *. 

**?.$. — A  gentleman  named  D'Alten  (not  your 
Dalton)  has  sent  me  a  National  Poem  ealled  *  Dcrmid.' 
The  same  cause  which  prevented  my  writing  to  you 
operated  against  my  wish  to  write  to  him  an  epistle 
of  thanks.  If  you  see  him,  wiU  you  make  aH  kinds 
of  fme  speeches  for  me,  and  teU  him  that  I  am  the 
hudest  and  most  ungrateful  of  mortals  ? 

**  A  word  more ;— don't  let  Sir  John  Stevenson  (as 
an  evidence  on  trhds  for  copyright,  he.)  talk  about 
the  price  of  your  next  Poem,  or  they  win  come  upon 
you  for  the  Properiy  Ttue  Ibr  it.  I  am  aerious,  and 
have  just  heard  a  kmg  stoiy  of  the  rascaUy  tax-men 

*  file  IbUowtaiff  if  the  enclosare  here  referred  (o. 

•Dariinfton.  June  3, 1819. 
'Mwlord, 

•I  have  Istely  pnwhsind  a  set  of  your  works,  and  am 
faite  vexed  that  yea  have  net  cancelled  the  Ode  te  Baeaa> 
parte.  It  eertaialy  was  prematurely  written,  without 
thoagfat  or  reflection.  Providence  hu  aow  brooffht  hha  to 
reign  over  miWons  sgaia«  iHdIe  the  same  ProrideDce  keeps 
•s  it  were  hi  a  gurisoo  aaether  potentate,  who,  ia  the 
hmgaive  of  Mr  Bwke,  *  he  horied  from  his  threoe.'  See 
if  yoa  cannot  make  aMMOds  for  yonr  folly,  and  consider 
that,  la  almost  every  respect,  human  nature  is  the  tame.  In 
every  clime  and  la  erery  period,  and  don*t  act  the  part  of 
a/<M/<ffA  ftey.  Let  not  Kniclishmea  talk  oflbe  stretch  of 
tyrants,  while  the  terreals  of  blood  shed  in  the  East  ladies 
cry  aloud  to  Heaven  for  retaliation.  Lrarn.  good  sir.  not 
to  cast  the  irst  stone.   I  remain  your  lordship's  servant. 
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Biftkiag  Soott  pay  for  his.    So,  take  care.    Three 
hundred  it  a  deril  of  a  deduotioo  oat  of  three  thou- 


LETTER  CCXXIII. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

«Jidynh,]815. 

** '  Grata  ■uperrenief/  &c.  &c.  I  had  written  to 
yoa  again,  but  burnt  the  letter,  beoauie  1  began  to 
think  you  leriously  hurt  at  my  indolenoe,  and  did 
not  know  how  the  bufiboneiy  it  contained  might  be 
taken.  In  the  mean  time,  I  have  yours,  and  all  is  well. 

**  I  had  giren  over  all  hopes  of  yours.  By  the  by, 
my  /grata  superreniet'  should  be  in  the  present 
tense;  for  I  perceire  it  looks  now  as  if  it  applied  to 
this  present  scrawl  reaching  you,  whereas  it  is  to  the 
receipt  of  thy  Kilkenny  epistle  that  I  haye  tacked 
that  venerable  sentiment. 

"  Poor  Whitbread  died  yesterday  morning, — a 
sudden  and  severe  loss.  His  health  had  been  wavei^ 
ing,  but  so  fatal  an  attack  was  not  apprehended. 
He  dropped  down  and,  I  believe,  never  spoke  after- 
wards. 1  perceive  Perry  attributes  his  death  to  Dru- 
ly-lane, — a  oonsolatoiy  encouragement  to  the  new 
Committee.  I  have  no  doubt  that  *  *,  who  is 
of  a  plethoric  habit,  will  be  bled  immediately  ;  and 
as  I  have,  since  my  marriage,  k>st  much  of  my  pale- 
ness, and, — '  horresco  referens*  (for  I  hate  even  modt- 
rate  fiit) — that  happy  slendemess,  to  which,  when  I 
first  knew  you,  I  had  attained,  I  by  no  means  sit  easy 
under  this  dispensation  of  the  Morning  Chronicle. 
Every  one  must  regret  the  toss  of  Whitbread ;  he  was 
surely  a  great  and  very  good  man. 

**  Paris  is  taken  for  the  second  time.  I  presume 
it,  for  the  future,  will  have  an  anniversary  capture. 
In  the  hue  battles,  like  all  the  world,  I  have  lost  a 
connexion, — poor  Frederick  Howard,  the  best  of  his 
race.  I  had  little  intercourse,  of  late  years,  with  his 
fiimily,  but  I  never  saw  or  heard  but  good  of  him. 
Hobhouse's  brother  is  killed.  In  short,  the  havoc 
has  not  left  a  ftunily  out  of  its  tender  mercies. 

**  Every  hope  of  a  republic  is  over,  and  we  must 
go  on  under  the  old  system.  But  I  am  sick  at  heart 
of  politics  and  slaughters ;  and  the  luck  which  Provi- 
dence is  pleased  to  lavish  on  Lord  *  *  is  only  a  proof 
of  the  little  value  the  gods  set  upon  prosperity,  when 
they  permit  such  *  *  ^  ^  as  he  and  that  drunken  cor- 
poral, old  Blucher,  to  bully  their  betters.  From  this, 
however,  Wellington  should  be  excepted.  He  tt  a 
man, — and  the  Scipio  of  our  HannilMd.  However, 
he  may  thank  the  Russian  frosts,  which  destroyed 
the  real  elite  of  the  French  army,  for  the  successes  of 
WaterkM. 

^La!  Moore— how  you  Uasphemes  about  'Par- 
nassus'and*  Moses!'  lamashamedforyou.  Won't 
you  do  any  thing  for  the  drama  ?  We  beseech  an 
Opera.  Kinnaird's  blunder  was  partly  mine.  I 
wanted  you  of  all  things  in  the  Committee,  and  so 
did  he.  But  we  are  now  glad  yon  were  wiser ;  for  it 
is,  I  doubt,  a  bitter  business. 

**  When  shall  we  see  you  m  Enghmd?  Sir  Ralph 
Noel  [late  Milbanke— be  don't  promke  to  he  late 
Noel  in  a  hurry)  finding  that  one  man  can*t  inhabit 
two  houses,  has  given  his  place  m  the  north  to  me 
for  a  habitation;  and  there  LAdy  B.  threatens  to  bo 


brought  to  bed  in  November.  Sir  R.  and  ny  Lsdj 
Mother  are  to  quarter  at  Kirby— Lord  Wentworth*! 
that  was.  Perhaps  you  and  Mrs  Moore  wil  psy  at 
a  visit  at  Seaham  in  the  course  of  the  autunn.  If 
so,  you  and  I  {mUkoul  our  meet)  wiO  take  a  M  to 
Edinburgh  and  embrace  Jeffrey.  It  is  not  Bueh 
above  one  hundred  miles  from  us.  But  all  this,  asd 
other  high  matters,  we  will  discuss  at  neeting, 
which  I  hope  will  be  on  your  return.  We  don't  letre 
town  tin  August. 

«Ever,8tc*» 

LETTER  CCXXIV. 

TO  MR  80THEBY. 

«  September  15, 1815.   PiocaiUly  Temee. 
"drar  sir, 

^  *  Ivan'  is  accepted,  and  vriO  be  put  in  progRfl 
on  Kean's  arrival 

''The  theatrical  gentlemen  have  a  oonfideit  hope 
of  its  success.  I  know  not  that  any  alteratkiiis  ftr 
the  stage  will  be  necessary;  if  any,  they  will  be 
trifling,  and  you  shall  be  duly  apprbed.  I  woold 
suggest  that  you  should  not  attend  any  except  the 
latter  rehearsals— the  managers  have  requested  me 
to  state  this  to  you.  You  can  see  them,  ris., 
Dibdin  and  Rae,  whenever  you  please,  and  I  wiO  do 
any  thing  you  wish  to  be  done  on  your  soggestioo,  is 
the  mean  time. 

^Mrs  Mardyn  is  not  yet  out,  and  nothing csa  be 
determined  till  she  has  made  her  appearasce-I 
mean  as  to  her  capacity  for  the  part  you  nentioo, 
which  I  take  it  for  granted  is  not  m  lfan-«s  Ithiok 
Ivan  may  be  performed  very  well  without  her.  Bat 
of  that  hereafter. 

**  Ever  youn,  very  truly, 
**Btroh. 

*<  PS.— Yoo  win  be  glad  to  hear  that  the  seafoabsi 
begun  uncommonly  well — great  and  constant  bootei 
— the  performers  in  much  harmony  with  the  Cos* 
mittee  and  one  another,  and  as  much  good-bosioar 
as  can  be  preserved  in  such  complicated  and  exico- 
sive  interests  as  the  Druiy-huie  proprietary" 

TO  MR  801HRRT. 

«  September  SSth.WI. 
^'DBAR  SIR, 

"  I  thmk  it  would  be  advisable  for  you  to  lee  A* 
acting-managers  when  convenient,  as  these  noit  be 
points  on  which  you  wfll  want  to  confer;  the  o^ee- 
tion  I  stated  was  merely  on  the  part  of  the  per- 
formers, and  is  general  and  not  particular  to  tb» 
instance.  I  thought  it  as  weU  to  mention  it  at  oace 
—and  some  of  the  rehearsals  you  wiU  doubtless  see- 
notwithstanding.  ^ 

**Rae,  I  rather  think,  has  his  eye  on  Naritrio  w 
himself.  He  is  a  more  popular  performer  tbtf 
Bartley ,  and  certainly  the  cast  wffl  be  stronger  wWj 
him  in  it;  besides,  he  is  one  of  the  managers,  sad 
will  feel  doubly  mterested  if  he  can  act  in  both  capt- 
cities.  Mrs  Bartley  win  be  Petrowna;— as  to  the 
Empress,  I  know  not  what  to  soy  or  thrak.  Tbe 
truth  is,  we  are  not  amply  furnished  with  tr^ic 
women;  but  make  the  best  of  those  we  have;  JM 
can  take  your  choice  of  them.    We  have  all  great 
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{ bpa  of  the  sooeew— on  wbieh,  lettiiig  aside  other 
cBMidemtiaiw,  weare  purUeahrly  anxiouty  at  being 
tk  fnt  tiagedy  lo  be  brought  oat  liiioe  the  old 


*B!f  the  way— I  have  a  charge  againat  yoa.  Aa 
&e  great  Nr  Dennia  roared  out  on  a  tiinilar  occaeioii 
-'%  G-d,  ikai  m  mp  thunder!*  ao  do  I  exdaim 
'Tkkk  wtif  lightiiiiig !'  I  alhide  to  a  ipeech  of 
ha's,  ia  the  Mene  with  Petrowm  and  the  Empre«, 
vkere  the  thought  and  ahnoat  expremon  are  similar 
toCoBiad's  in  the  Sd  Canto  of  the  *  Corsair.'  I,  how- 
mr,  do  not  ny  this  to  aocnse  yon,  bat  to  exempt 
■TtdTlnm  suspicion  *  as  there  is  a  priority  of  six 
noBtb'  pobBaition,  on  my  part,  between  the  ap- 
paiiaee  of  that  eompoaition  and  of  your  tragedies. 

"GsoigeLaBbe  meant  to  hafe  written  to  you.  If 
70idoB*t  like  to  eonferwith  tbe  managers  at  preaent, 
I  vlattead  to  yoor  wishes— ao  state  them. 

"Yours  Teiy  truly, 
«  Bykon.  " 

LETTER  CCXXV. 

TO  ME  TATLOB. 

•  13.  Terrace,  Piccadilly,  September  »th«  lUft. 
"BUI  •», 
*Ism tony  you  shoald  feel  uneasy  at  what  has I7 
M  MSM  troubled  me.f  If  your  Editor,  his  oorres- 
imihsli,aDd  readera,  are  amused,  I  have  no  olqeo- 
iM  IS  he  the  theme  of  aO  the  balkds  he  can  find 
XM&ry— prorided  his  lucubrations  are  confined  to 

MOsiy. 

"Itiialongtiflse  aince  things  of  this  kind  bare 
^■■d  to  'fright  me  from  my  propriety ;'  nor  do  I 
^  say  finijar  attack  which  would  induce  me  to 
^agab,— nnleaa  it  involTed  those  connected  with 
*^  vhsK  qnalitiea,  I  hope,  are  such  as  to  exempt 
Ikn  is  the  eyes  of  those  who  bear  no  good-wiH  to 
*pA  la  soeh  a  case,  supposing  it  to  occur — to 
mem  the  saying  of  Dr  Johnson, — *  what  the  hiw 
'"d' sot  do  for  me,  I  would  do  forn^self,'  be  the 
"""■ipisiLSwhat  they  might. 

**  1  RtsiB  yon,  with  many  thanks,  Cohnan  and  the 
^'^^n*  The  Poema,  I  hope,  you  intended  me  to 
^'r^  least,  I  ahall  do  so,  till  I  hear  the  con- 
iniy. 

"  Very  truly  yours.** 

I  .*  IV«(wlAitsBdlBf  this  precantioB  of  the  poet,  the  coln- 
^'^'»n  is qsestbm  was,  bat  a  few  yean  sfter,  triamphantly 
^is  Mpport  of  tbe  •weeping  cbarfe  of  plaglarisai 
iNQlhtacaiuiblahysoBMacribblen.  The  IbUowiuff  are 
MrS(4hekrlUaes. 

And  !!»?«  IcspC 
I  h  tnmpoft  Ami  ny  Maty  oonch,  in  wekone 

I  TW  Ihmdfr  m  It  bant  apoo  my  roof, 

Aa«kcck<NiMtoite  UflibilBg,  MUSMk'd 

iaiapwktei  oa  ifaMe  feucn. 

JJjrTliylor  hariag  Inoerted  in  the  Saa  aewspeper  (of 
5"^  ^  «a«  then  chief  proprietor)  a  sonnet  to  Lord 
2^'  ^  nutn  for  a  present  whkh  bis  lordtblp  bad  aent 
^<^*baBdaoaiely  bonnd  copy  of  all  bia  works,  there 
■PPiaiuliBtbe  aaaM  jownal,  on  the  foOowlnff  day  (frons 
?*Pn  af  MMM  peraoa  who  had  acqairvd  a  control  orer 
•*  >M«r).  a  parody  apoo  this  sonnet,  containlna  fome 
•■^iwetfal  aOosioii  to  Lady  Byron ;  and  it  is  to  this  dr- 
.y-w.  wbkh  Mr  Taylor  bad  written  to  explain, 
2*«e*we  letter,  so  creditable  to  tbe  feeUags  of  the 
"**K  leAaBd.  lain^ 


TO  MR  MURBAT. 

«8ept.S.]8J6. 
**  Win  yoa  publish  the  Drury-hme  *  MagpyeV  or, 
what  is  more,  will  you  giro  fifty,  or  erea  forty,  pounds 
for  the  copyright  of  the  said?  I  hare  undertaken  to 
ask  you  thk  queatioo  00  behalf  of  the  translator,  and 
wish  you  would.  We  can't  get  so  much  for  him  t^ 
ten  pounds  from  any  body  else,  and  I,  knowing  your 
magnifioenoe,  would  be  glad  of  an  answer. 

"Erer,  lec.»» 

LETTER  CCXXVI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«8eptenriwr9th.l81A. 

**  Tliat's  right,  and  splendid,  and  becoming  a  pub- 
lidierof  high  degree.  Mr  Concaoen  (the  translator) 
win  be  delighted,  and  pay  his  washerwoman ;  and  in 
reward  for  your  bountiful  behayiour  in  this  instance, 
I  won't  ask  you  to  pubKsh  any  more  for  Druiy-lane, 
or  any  lane  whatever  again.  You  will  have  no  tra- 
gedy or  any  thing  else  from  me,  I  assure  you,  and  may 
think  yourself  lucky  in  baring  got  rid  of  me,  for  good 
and  all,  without  more  damage.  But  l*U  tell  you  what 
we  will  do  for  you, — act  Sotheby's  Wan,  which  will 
succeed;  and  then  your  present  ai)d  next  impression 
of  the  dramas  of  that  dramatic  gentleman  will  be  ex- 
pedited to  your  heart's  content ;  and  if  there  is  an^ 
thing  Tery  good,  you  shall  have  the  refusal ;  but  you 
sha'n't  have  any  more  requests. 

**Sotheby  has  got  a  thought,  and  almost  the  words 
from  the  'Third  Canto  of  the  Corsair,  which,  you 
know,  was  published  six  months  before  hb  tragedy. 
It  is  from  the  storm  m  Conrad's  cell.  I  have  written 
to  Mr  Sotheby  to  claim  it ;  and,  as  Dennis  roared 
out  of  the  pit,  *  By  G— d,  Ihai'M  my  thunder!'  so  do 
I,  and  will  I,  exchum,  'By  G— d,  that's  my  Ughlningl' 
that  electrical  fluid  being,  in  foot,  the  subject  of  the 
said  passage. 

**  You  win  have  a  print  of  Fanny  Keny,  in  the 
Maid,  to  prefix,  which  is  honestly  worth  twice  the 
money  you  hare  given  for  the  MS.  Pray  what  did  you 
do  with  the  note  I  gave  you  about  Mungo  Park  ? 
"Ever,&c.*» 

LETTER  CCXXVII. 

TO  MR  MOORR. 
« 13,  Terrace,  Ficcadflly.  October  S8. 1818. 
**  You  are,  it  seems,  in  England  again,  as  I  am  to 
hear  from  every  body  but  yourself;  and  1  suppose  you 
punctilious,  because  I  did  not  answer  your  hat  Irish 
letter.  When  did  you  leave  the  '  swate  country  V 
Never  mind,  I  for^ve  you;— a  strong  proof  of— I 
know  not  what— to  give  the  lie  to — 

'  He  never  pardons  who  bath  done  the  wroBf.* 

**  You  have  written  to  ^  *.  You  have  also  written 
to  Perry,  who  intimates  hope  of  aa  Opera  from  you. 
Coleridge  has  promised  a  Tragedy.  Now,  if  yeu 
keep  Perry's  word,  and  Coleridge  keeps  his  own, 
Drury-lane  wiO  be  set  up ;— and,  sooth  to  say,  it  is  in 
grievous  want  of  such  a  lift.  We  began  at  speed,  and 
are  blown  already.    When  I  say  'we,'  I  mean  Kin- 
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natrd,  who  ii  the  'all  in  all  tuflkieiitf'  and  can  count, 
which  none  of  the  rest  of  the  Committee  can. 

**  It  if  really  lerj  good  fun,  aa  far  as  the  daily  and 
nightly  stir  of  the  stmtters  and  fretten  go ;  and,  if  the 
concern  could  be  brought  to  pay  a  shilling  in  the 
p6und,  wouM  do  much  credit  to  the  management. 

Mr has  an  accepted  tragedy,*  ♦  ♦  ♦  *,  whose  first 

scene  is  in  his  sleep  (I  don't  mean  the  author's).  It 
was  forwarded  to  us  as  a  prodigious  fiiTOurite  of 
Kean's ;  but  the  said  Kean,  upon  inteirogataen,  denies 
his  eulogy,  and  protests  against  his  part.  How  it 
win  end,  I  know  not. 

**!  say  so  much  about  the  theatre,  because  there 
is  nothing  else  alire  in  London  at  this  season.  AH 
the  world  are  out  of  it,  except  us,  who  remain  to  lie 
ia«-— in  Deeember,  or  perhaps  earlier.  Lady  B.  is 
reiy  ponderous  and  prosperous,  apparently,  and  I 
wish  it  weQ  orer. 

**  There  is  a  phiy  before  me  from  a  personage  who 
signs  himself  '  Hibernicus.'  The  hero  is  Bfalachi, 
the  Irishman  and  king;  and  the  YiUain  and  usurper, 
Turgesius,  the  Dane.  The  conclusion  is  fine.  Tur- 
garius  is  chained  by  the  leg  [vide  stage  directien)  to 
a  pillar  on  the  stage;  and  King  Blalachi  makes  him  a 
speech,  not  unlike  Lord  Castlereagfa's  about  the  ba- 
lance of  power  and  the  kwfuhiess  of  legitimacy, 
which  puts  Turgesius  into  a  fren«y— as  Castlereagh's 
would,  if  hit  audience  was  chained  by  the  leg.  He 
draws  a  dagger  and  rushes  at  the  orator ;  but,  finding 
himself  at  the  end  of  his  tether,  he  sticks  it  into  his 
own  carcass,  and  dies,  saying,  he  has  fulfilled  a 
prophecy. 

*'Now,  this  is  ttriaut  downright  matter  offad^ 
and  the  grafest  part  of  a  tragedy  which  is  not  in- 
tended for  burlesque.  I  tell  it  you  fi>r  the  honour  of 
Ireland.  The  writer  hopes  it  will  be  represented  :— 
but  what  is  Hope?  nothing  but  the  paint  on  the  &ce 
of  Existence;  the  least  touch  of  truth  rubs  it  off,  and 
then  we  see  what  a  hoOow-cheeked  hariot  we  have 
got  hold  of.  I  am  not  sure  that  I  ha? e  not  said  this 
kst  superfine  reflection  before.  But  never  mind  ;— 
it  win  do  for  the  tragedy  of  Turgesius,  to  which  I  can 
append  it. 

"*  Wen,  but  how  dost  thou  do?  thou  bard,  not  of  a 
thousand,  but  three  thousand  ?  I  wish  your  friend.  Sir 
John  Piano-forle,  had  kept  that  to  himself,  and  not 
made  it  public  at  the  trial  if  the  song-seller  in  Dublin. 
I  tell  you  why;  it  is  a  Uberal  thing  for  Longman  to 
do,  and  honourable  for  you  to  obtain ;  but  it  will  set 
aU  the  'hungry  and  dinnerless,  lank-jawed  judges' 
upon  the  fortunate  author.  But  they  be  d— d!— 
the  *Jeffiney  and  the  Moore  together  are  confident 
against  the  world  in  mk !'  Qy  the  way,  if  peorC  *  *e 
—who  is  a  man  of  wonderful  talent,  and  in  distress,  * 
and  about  to  publish  two  vob.  of  Poesy  and  Biogra- 
phy, and  who  has  been  wone  used  hy  the  critics 
than  ever  we  were— w3l  you,  if  he  eoaiea  Mt,  pre- 
mise me  to  reriew  him  &vourably  in  the  E.  R.  f 
Praise  him,  I  think  you  must,  but  you  will  also  praise 
him  »tfA;—of  all  things  the  moildificidl.  Itwflbe 
the  making  of  him. 

»IltelmtJ«aUeeboikte«UathsifaTesn4kiia  ttet 
took*  to  MentioB  that  tks  noble  poet,  at  thli  time,  with  a 
delkacy  which  enhanced  the  kindneaa,  advanced  to  the 
eminent  person  here  spoken  of,  on  the  credit  of  aeme 
"       te 


**  This  must  be  a  secret  between  you  and  me*  m 
Jefirey  might  not  like  such  a  project;— nor,  indeed, 
might  C.  himself  like  iL  But  I  do  think  he  odj 
wants  a  pioneer  and  a  sparkle  or  two  to  expkMk 
most  gferiously. 

**  Etot  youn  most  afihotkmate^, 
"B. 
^'P.S.— This  is  a  sad  scribbler's  letter;  bat  Um 
next  Shan  be  *  more  of  this  world."* 

As,  after  this  letter,  there  eocur  but  km  anuaioiii 
to  his  connexion  with  the  Drury-kne  Management, 
IshaU  here  avail  nurself  of  the  opportunity  to  ptt 
some  extracto  firom  his  **  Detached  Thoughts,*'  oon 
taining  reooQections  of  his  short  acquaintance  witt 
the  interior  of  the  theatre. 

**  When  I  bekmged  to  the  Druiy-lane  Committee, 
and  was  one  of  the  Sub-committee  of  Management, 
the  number  otpkyt  upon  the  shehes  wereaboat^lM 
hundred.  Conceiving  that  amongst  these  there  mosl 
be  tome  of  merit,  in  person  and  by  proxy  I  caused 
an  investigation.  I  do  not  think  that  of  tboae  which 
I  saw  there  ifas  oaa  which  eouU  be  conscientioasly 
tolerated.  There  never  were  such  things  as  moat 
of  them  1  Maturin  was  lerj  kindly  recommended  to 
me  by  Waher  Scott,  to  whom  I  had  recourse, 
firatly,  in  the  hope  that  he  would  do  sometliiqg  for  us 
himself,  and  secondly,  in  my  despair,  that  Im  would 
point  out  to  us  any  young  (or  oM)  writer  of  prnmini. 
Maturin  sent  his  Bertram  and  a  letter  wi^mti  hm 
addrem,  so  thatat  first  I  could  give  him  ne  answer. 
When  I  at  hst  hit  upon  his  rnidence,  I  sent  him  a 
favourable  answer  and  something  more  subetnntinL 
His  play  succeeded;  but  I  was  at  that  ^me  abaaat 
from  England. 

**  I  tried  Coleridge  too;  but  he  had  oothing  §em- 
flible  in  hand  at  the  time.  Mr  Sothelqr  oUi^siBgly 
oflered  oA  his  tragedies,  and  I  pledged  myaeff,  smd 
notwithstanding  many  squabbles  with  my  Cnmmitttid 
Brethren,  did  get  *  Ivan'  accepted,  read,  and  the 
parts  distributed.  But,  k>!  m  the  very  heart  of  the 
matter,  upon  some  tepidaem  on  the  part  of  Rmui, 
or  warmth  on  that  of  the  author,  SoCheby  withdraw 
his  pby.  Sir  J.  B.  Burgess  did  also  pwact  §um 
tragedies  and  a  faree,  aad  I  moved  grsen-raam  msd 
Sub<k>mmittee,  but  they  vrould  not 

*'Tben  the  scenes  I  had  to  go  through! — tike 
authors,  and  the  authoresses,  and  the  millinen, 
and  the  wild  Irishmen,— the  people  from  Brighton, 
from  BteckwaU,  firom  Chatham,  firom  ChHtanham, 
fipom  DuUm,  from  Dundee,— who  eame  in  upon  mm  I 
to  aU  of  whom  it  was  proper  to  gire  a  eivii  nimiiu, 
andahearing,andaieadii^|.  Mn  ***  *'s  father,  mi 
Irish  dancing-master  of  sixty  years,  caOed  upoa  me 
to  request  to  phiy  Archer,  dressed  in  silk  stockingn  oai 
a  frosty  morning  to  show  his  legs  (which  were  oertaialy 
good  and  Irish  for  his  age,  and  had  been  stil  batter). 
^MiM  Emma  Somebody  with  a  pky  cotitM  *TW 
Bandit  of  Bohemia,'  or  some  such  titfe  or  prodootaas^ 
—Mr  O'Higgios,  the  resident  at  Richmond,  with  aa 
Irish  tragedy,  in  which  the  unitim  could  not  Gul  to  W 
observed,  for  the  protagonist  was  chained  by  tke  leg 
to  a  piUar  during  the  chief  part  of  the  perfermanoe. 
He  was  a  wild  man,  of  a  salvage  appearance,  aad 
the  difficulty  of  nol  kughing  at  himwaaoa|r  la  be 
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frtofcrhy  Riectnig  iqwB  tiM  probiaiU  ooMMquowet 

rfmkciduiination. 
''Ai  I  IB  leaOy  a  otiI  and  polite  penon,  and  So 

ble  gifiBg  pain  when  it  can  be  aroided,  I  sent  them 

If  10  Doocias  Rinnaird, — who  is  a  roan  of  busioess, 
I  «d  Micisallf  raadjr  wilk  a  negatiTe,— «nd  left  them 
I  UMle  wM  him;  and  as  the  begmnittg  of  nextyear 
'Ivcstsbroad,  I  have  nnce  been  little  aware  of  the 
jmraaoftbetheatrea. 

;  opiiiers  are  said  to  be  an  impiaeticable  people. 
IVfiraso;  hot  I  managed  to  steer  dear  of  any 
iqMici  with  them,  and  excepting  one  debate  *  with 
ikeldv  %rnit  about  Mi«  Smith's  pa«  rfe— (eome- 
ibf-IfeigeC  the  tcehaieak)*— I  do  not  remember 
m  ltf|ttion  of  my  own.  I  used  to  protect  Miss 
Wk,  because  she  was  Kke  Lady  Jane  Harley  in 
AefcK,  sad  lihiwsses  go  a  great  way  with  me. 
Und,  ia  gsnenl,  1  left  snoh  things  to  my  nore 
bmiig  QoBcagoes,  who  need  to  repiore  me  serioo^y 
fcrsMWn^  able  to  take  such  things  in  hand  without 
with  the  Ustrions,  or  throwing  things  into 
hf  treating  light  matters  with  lerity. 

I  •  ♦  ♦  •  ♦ 

I  f^lWlhe  Committee  I^then  the  Sub-committee  1 
-www  hot  few,  but  noTor  agreed.  There  was 
|P»r  Mooie  who  contradicted  Rinnaird,  and  Rin- 
wd  whoooatmdicted  erery  body :  then  our  two  ma- 
|Hfss,RaeandDibdin;and  our  secretary,  Ward  I 
I  aid  jct  we  were  all  very  sealous  and  in  earnest  to  do 
I H  md  w  forth.  ****  furnished  us  with  prologues 
I  niarrevrred  old  EngUah  pUys;  but  was  not  pleased 
wttaefcrcomplimwttinghimas'the  £/pto»'ofour 
iWuR(llrUptoniis  or  was  the  poet  who  writes  the 
Mspfar  Asiley's},  and  afawMt  gave  up  prologuing  in 


h  the  pantomime  of  1815-16,  there  was  a  repro- 
of the  masquerade  of  1814 given  by  'us 
TWk'ofWatier'saub  10 Wellington aadCo.  Dou- 
fhi  Kintird  and  one  or  two  others,  with  myself,  put 
«Miqses,  and  went  on  the  stage  with  the '<  woXXoi, 
to  «etW  elect  of  a  theatre  fipom  the  stage :— it  is  very 
gnai  Dtq^  danced  auMM^  the  flguianti  too,  and 
^  wcnpQsiled  to  fmd  out  who  we  were,  as  being 
"^  1^  their  number.  It  was  odd  enough  that 
I^iIm  Cnaird  and  I  should  have  been  both  at  the 
'^■mqeende*  and  afterwards  in  the  mimic  one  of 
Ik  me,  QB  the  stage  of  Dnuy-lane  theatre." 

*  A  cifwipta^um  ef  one  of  the  aKiathly  WseeOsaies 
1^  fke  feOMTtic  ■CMMint  of  this  hicMent. 

*B«iK  Lord  Byron's  administration,  a  beHet  wsi  in- 
!fi*>d  kf  Ike  elder  Byrne,  ia  which  Misi  Smith  (ilnco 
«n  Our  Byrae)  hed  apoe  mm/.  This  the  lady  widted 
|*^Be*e  to  titter  period  in  the  ballet.  Tlie  ballet  master 
"^  md  the  kdy  swore  ske  weaM  not  daaoe  It  at  aU. 
/■■■iiB  iaeideatal  to  the  dance  beguito  play,  and  the 
Mr  viBted  off  the  stafe.  Both  parties  floonced  into  the 
<'*B^>Maitalay  the  ease  before  Lord  Byron,  who  hap- 
'•MUbs  the  only  person  hn  thai  apartawnt.    The  aoMe 


~'-*«i  ^m.  noni  JsynM,  •  you  woura  d«to  nearu  < 
■*«  decided  on  by  me :  a  question  of  dancinc  !— by  mc, 
!f^ke.leeUBcdown  al  the  lame  Umb.  <  whom  Nature 
7"  ■?  birth  has  pvohibiled  from  taking  a  stafla  step.* 

.nacsMteaaacefeHaAerhehad  uttered  this,  as  if  he  had 
"Missanch:  and  for  a  moment  there  was  an  emharrasslnff 

l*«»mboth  rides.* 


UETTER  CCXXVin. 

TO  MB  MOOBK. 
•  Tevraee.  PIccadUly.  OeteberSI.  1919. 
^'Ihave  not  been  able  to  ascertain  precisely  the 
time  of  duration  of  the  stock  market ;  but  I  believe  it 
is  a  good  time  for  selling  out,  and  I  hope  so.  First, 
beeause  I  shall  see  you ;  and,  next,  because  1  shall 
receive  certain  monies  on  behalf  of  Lady  B.,  the  which 
will  materially  conduce  to  my  comfort, — I  wanting 
(as  the  duns  say) '  to  make  up  a  sum.' 

**  Yesterday,  I  dined  out  with  a  largeish  party, 
where  were  Sheridan  imd  Colman,  Harry  Hanris  of 
C.  G,  and  his  brother,  Sir  Gilbert  Heathcote,  Ds. 
Rinnaird,attd  others,  of  note  and  notoriety.  Like 
other  partiea  of  the  kind,  it  was  first  silent,  then  talky, 
then  argumentative,  then  disputatious,  then  unintel- 
ligible, then  ahogethery,  then  inarticulate,  and  then 
drunk.  When  we  had  reached  the  last  step  of  this 
glorious  ladder,  it  was  difficult  to  get  down  again 
without  stumbling ;— and,  to  crown  all,  Rinnaird  and 
I  had  to  conduct  Sheridan  down  a  d^d  corkscrew 
staircase,  which  had  certainly  been  constructed  be- 
fore the  discovery  of  fermented  liquors,  and  to  which 
no  legs,  however  crooked,  could  possibly  accommodate 
themselves.  We  deposited  him  safe  at  home,  where 
hb  man,  evidently  used  to  the  businem,  waited  to  re- 
ceive him  in  the  hall. 

**  Both  he  and  Cofanan  were,  as  usual,  reiy  good ; 
but  I  carried  away  much  wine,  and  the  wine  had 
previously  earned  away  my  memory ;  so  that  all  was 
hiccup  and  happiness  for  the  last  hour  or  so,  and  I 
am  not  impregnated  with  any  of  the  conversation. 
Perhaps  you  heard  of  a  late  answer  of  Sheridan  to 
the  watchman  who  found  him  bereft  of  that  'divine 
particle  of  air,*  caDed  reason.  «  ♦         • 

*  *  *  He,  the  watchman,  (bund  Sherry 
in  the  street,  fuddled  and  bewildered,  and  almost 
insensible.  *  Who  are  ye«>  sir  ?  '—no answer.  'What's 
your  name?*— a  hiccup.  'What's  your  name?'— 
Answer,  m  a  slow,  deliberate,  and  impassive  tone— 

•  Wflberforce  \\V  Is  not  that  Sherry  all  over  ?— and, 
to  my  mind,  excellent  Poor  fellow,  to  very  dregs 
are  better  than  the  'first  sprightly  runnings'  of 
others. 

**  My  paper  is  full,  and  Ihare  a  grietons  headache. 

••  P.S.— Lady  B.  is  in  fuD  progrem.  Next  month 
win  bring  to  light  (with  the  aid  of '  Juno  Lucina,>r 
opm,'  or  rather  f^pn,  for  the  last  are  most  wanted), 
the  tenth  wonder  of  the  worid— GQ  Bias  bemg  the 
eighth,  and  he  (my  son*s  father)  the  ninth.'* 

LETTER  CCXXIX. 

TO  ME  MOOEB. 

•  November  4th,  »I5. 
^'HadyooBOtbewildaredmyhendvriththe'stocks,' 
your  letter  would  have  been  aMwersd  directly. 
Hadn't  I  to  go  to  the  city  F  and  hadn't  I  to  remember 
what  to  ask  wben  I  got  there?  and  hadn't  1  for- 
gotten it? 

**I  should  be  undoubtedly  deUghled  to  see  you; 
but  1  don't  like  to  urge  against  your  reasons  my  own 
Come  you  most  soon,  for  sUy  you 
•I. 
leavened 


I  know  you  of  old ;— you  have  been  too 
Bd  with  London  to  kMp  hmg  out  of  it. 
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''Lewis  it  going  to  Jamaioa  tomck  his  sugar-canes. 
He  sails  in  two  dajs ;  I  eockise  you  his  farewell  note. 
I  saw  him  last  night  at  D.  L.  T.  for  the  last  time  pre- 
Tious  to  his  voyage.  Poor  fellow !  he  is  rsally  a  good 
man— an  eKcellcnt  man — he  left  me  his  walking-stick 
and  a  pot  of  preserved  ginger.  I  shall  never  eat  the 
hut  without  tears  in  my  eyes,  it  is  so  hot.  We  have 
hada  devil  of  a  row  among  our  ballerinaa:  Miss  Smith 
has  been  wronged  about  a  hornpipe.  The  Com- 
mittee have  interfered ;  but  Byrne,  (he  d— d  ballet- 
master,  won't  budge  a  step.  /  am  furious,  so  is 
George  Lamb.  Kinnaird  is  very  glad,  because— he 
don't  know  why;  and  I  am  very  sorry,  for  the  same 
reason.  To-day  I  dine  with  Kd.— we  are  to  have 
Sheridan  and  Colman  again ;  and  to-morrow,  once 
more^  at  Sir  Gilbert  Heathcote's. 

*  ♦  ¥  ♦  * 

**  Leigh  Hunt  has  written  a  real  good  and  Mry 
orighuU  Poem,  which  I  think  will  be  a  great  hit.  You 
can  have  no  notion  how  veiy  well  it  is  written,  nor 
should  I,  had  I  not  redde  it.  As  to  us,  Tom—eh, 
when  ah  thou  out  ?  If  you  think  the  verses  worth 
it,  1  would  rather  they  were  embalmed  in  the  Irish 
Melodies,  than  scattered  abroad  in  a  separate  song 
— much  rather.  But  when  are  thy  great  things  out  ? 
f  mean  the  Po  of  Pos— thy  Shah  Nameh.  It  is  very 
kind  in  Jeffrey  to  like  the  Hebrew  Melodies.  Some 
of  the  fellows  here  preferred  Steruhold  and  Hopkins, 
and  said  so; — Mhe  fiend  receive  their  souls  there- 
for!* 

**  I  must  go  and  dress  for  dinner.  Poor,  dear  Mu- 
ret,  what  an  end !  You  know,  I  suppose,  that  his 
white  plume  used  to  be  a  rallying  point  in  battle,  like 
Henry  Foivlh's.  He  refused  a  confessor  and  a  ban- 
dage ; — so  would  neither  suiier  his  soul  or  body  to  be 
bandaged.  You  shall  have  more  tonnorrow  or  next 
day. 

"Ever,  icc» 

LETTER  CCXXX. 

TO  ME  MORIAT. 

•November  4th,  Ulft. 

**  When  you  have  been  enabled  to  form  an  opinion 
on  MrColeridge's  MS.*  you  will  obUge  me  by  return- 
ing it,  as,  in  fact,  I  have  no  authority  to  let  it  out  of 
my  hands.  I  think  most  highly  of  it,  and  feel  anxious 
that  you  should  be  the  publudier;  but  if  you  are  not, 
J  do  not  despair  of  finding  those  who  will. 

**  1  have  written  to  Mr  Leigh  Hunt,  stating  your 
willingness  to  treat  with  him,  which,  when  I  saw 
you,  I  understood  you  to  be.  Terms  and  time,  I 
leave  to  hi«  pleasure  and  your  disoemment ;  but  this 
I  will  say,  that  I  think  it  the  tafut  thing  you  ever 
engaged  in.  I  speak  to  you  as  a  man  of  business : 
were  1  to  talk  to  you  as  a  reader  or  a  critic,  1  should 
say,  it  was  a  very  wonderful  and  beautiful  perform- 
ance, with  just  enough  of  fiiult  to  make  its  beauties 
more  remarked  and  remarkable. 

''And  now  to  the  hut— my  ovm,  whidi  I  fed 
ashamed  of  after  the  others : — publish  or  not  as  you 
Ifte,  I  don't  care  one  issm.  If  you  don't,  no  one  else 
shall,  awl  I  never  thought  or  dreamed  of  it,  except 
aa  one  ki  the  collection.    If  it  is  worth  being  in  the 

«  A  Th«i4y  entitM.  I  tUak,  ««yWto. 


fourth  volume,  put  it  there  and  novrfaere  else;  aad 
if  not,  put  it  ia  the  fire. 

"Voon, 


Thoae  embarrMmeiti  whieh,  fimn  a  review  of 
his  affairs  previous  to  the  mairiage,  he  had  deaiijr 
foreseen  would,  before  kmg,  overtake  him,  vrers  noc 
stow  in  realiidng  his  worst  oatens.  The  iaoreaaed 
expenses  induced  by  his  new  mode  of  life,  with  but 
very  little  increase  of  means  to  meet  them^ — the  long 
arream  of  early  pecuniary  obligations,  as  well  as  the 
daims  which  had  been,  gradually,  since  then,  aoco- 
mukting,  all  pressed  upon  him  now  with  collected 
force,  and  reduced  him  to  some  of  the  woist  hanii- 
liations  of  poverty.  He  had  been  even  driven*  by  thti 
neoessity  of  encountering  such  demands,  to  the  tiying 
expedient  of  parting  with  his  books, — ^whioh  dreuBH 
stance  coming  to  Mr  Murray's  ears,  that  fenileflMui 
instantly  forwarded  to  hua  ^UiOO,  with  an  assufanee 
that  another  sum  of  the  same  amount  should  be  at 
his  service  in  a  few  weeks,  and  that  if  such  aasiatanoe 
should  not  be  sufficient,  Mr  Murray  vfas  moot  ready 
to  dispose  of  the  copyiights  of  all  his  past  works  for 
his  use. 

This  very  liberal  offer  Lord  Byron  aoknowledfed 
in  the  following  letter. 

LETTER   CCXXXL 

TO  MR  MURBAY.  j 

•November  14. 1815.      I 
"  I  return  you  your  biOs  not  accepted,  but  certain^  ' 
not  unhonoured.  Your  present  offer  is  a  favour  whieli  | 
I  would  accept  from  you,  if  I  accepted  such  firom  any 
man.    Had  such  been  my  intention,  I  can  assure  ytm 
I  would  have  asked  you  feirly,  and  as  fredy  as  you 
would  give ;  and  I  cannot  say  more  of  my  confidence 
or  your  conduct. 

"  The  cireumstanoes  which  induce  me  to  part  with 
ray  books,  though  sufficiently,  are  not  immetlimiefy, 
pressing.  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  them,  and 
there^aa  end. 

"  Had  1  been  disposed  to  trespa^  on  your  kiad-  | 
ness  in  this  way.  it  would  have  been  before  now ;  bat 
I  am  not  sony  to  have  an  opportunity  of  dediiring  it, 
as  it  sets  my  opinion  of  you,  and  indeed  of  human 
nature,  m  a  different  light  from  that  in  whidi  1  hare 
been  accustomed  to  consider  it. 

"  Befieve  me  very  truly.  Sec.'* 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•  I>ecemberSB(h,  181ft.     | 
"  I  scad  some  Inies,  written  some  time  ago,  aad  , 
intended  as  ao  opening  to  the  *■  Siege  of  Coriatli.*     I 
had  forgotten  them,  and  am  not  sure  that  tliey  had 
not  better  be  left  out  now  :— on  that,  you  and  your 
Synod  can  determine. 

•«  Yours,  fiBC* 

ThefoDovnng  are  the  Imes  affnded  to  in  this  aote.  ' 
They  nre  vrritten  m  the  loosest  form  of  that  raniUiii^ 
style  of  metre  which  his  admiration  of  Mr  Cderiilge^a 
"  Christabel  ^  led  him,  at  this  time,  to  adopt ;  asMi  i 
he  judged  rightly,  perhaps,  in  omitting  them  as  the  ; 
opening  of  his  Pdcffli.    They  are«  however^  too  foB  ol  '. 
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spirit  lod  character  to  be  lost.  Though  breathing  the 
dick  ainofphere  of  PiccAdiny  when  he  wrote  thom,  it 
■  pkm  that  his  hacj  was  far  away,  among  the 
tmj  hiflt  and  Tales  of  Greece ;  and  their  contrast 
fidi  the  tame  life  he  was  leading  at  the  moment  but 
pretohb  leroUectioas  afresher  spring  and  force. 

U  tke  year  dace  Jesot  died  for  men, 

Ei^toMi  knadred  years  and  ten, 

We  were  a  gallant  coaipany. 

Bidtag  o'er  land,  and  sailinf  o'er  sea. 

Oh !  bof  we  went  merrily ! 

We  fanled  tke  river,  and  clomb  (he  hiKh  hlH, 

Never  oar  eteede  ft>r  a  day  stood  itill : 

Wketberwe  lay  in  tlie  cave  ortlieslied. 

Oar  thsep  fell  soft  on  the  hardest  bed ; 

Whether  we  coach'd  in  our  rough  capote. 

Oa  the  rougher  ptaak  of  oar  gliding  boat. 

Or  ftreteh'd  on  the  beach,  or  our  saddles  spread 

kn  •  pillow  beneath  the  resting  head, 

Tmh  we  woke  upon  tlie  morrow : 

An  our  thouglits  aad  words  had  scope, 

We  hsd  health,  and  we  had  hope. 
Tea  and  trarel,  but  no  sorrow. 
We  were  of  all  tongues  and  creeds  ;— 
Soais  were  (hose  who  counted  beads, 
Soaie  of  mosque,  and  some  of  church, 

Aadsene,  or  I  mis-say.  of  neither; 
Tet  thnmgh  the  wide  world  mij^t  ye  search 

Narflnd  a  motlier  crew  nor  blither. 

bit  sane  are  dead,  aad  some  are  gone, 
Aai  some  are  scatterM  and  alone. 
Aad  some  are  rebels  on  the  hills  * 

Tkst  look  alonff  Bpims*  ralleys. 

Where  Freedom  still  at  moments  rallies, 
Aad  pays  in  Mood  Oppremion's  His; 

Aad  soase  are  fn  a  Ihr  coantree, 
Aad  seme  all  restlessly  at  home^ 

Bat  never  more,  cix  I  never,  we 
Shill  meet  to  rerel  and  to  roam. 

Bat  those  hardy  days  flew  cheerily, 

Aad  whea  they  now  fkll  drearily, 

Ify  thoughts,  like  swallows,  skim  the  main, 

And  bear  my  spirit  backasain 

Over  the  earth,  aad  through  the  air, 

A  wild  bird,  and  a  wanderer. 

lathis  that  ever  wakes  my  strain, 

Aad  oft,  too  oft.  implores  again 

The  few  who  may  endure  my  lay, 

Ts  fellow  me  so  Ihr  away. 

Itnager— wilt  then  follow  now, 

Aad  dt  with  me  on  Aero  Corinth's  brow?* 

LETTER  CCXXXn. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

"January 5th,  IBM. 
."  I  bope  Mrs  M.  is  quite  re-established.  The  little 
Pri  WM  bora  on  the  10th  of  December  last :  her 
■uic  is  Augusta  Ada  (the  second  a  lerj  antique 
^^  aame,— 1  beHere  not  used  since  the  reign  of 
2*1  John).  She  was,  aad  is,  rerj  flourishing  aad 
***  Md  reckoned  Tery  large  for  her  days — squalls 
^ndks  incessantly.  Are  you  answered?  Her 
■Wser  ii  doing  very  weD,  and  up  again. 

'fc*fe  now  been  married  a  year  on  the  second 
|^nMh-.beigh.ho!  I  have  seen  nobody  lately 
■J*  worth  noting,  except  8  *  ♦  and  another  gene- 
■v  « the  Qanb,  once  or  twice  at  dinners  out  of  doors 

*  *  Tke  tost  tidings  recently  heard  of  Dervish  (one  of 
rf"|^  who  followed  me)  state  him  to  be  in  revolt 
^  <■>  amntains,  at  the  head  of  some  of  the 
*•■*  *a  that  country  in  times  of  trouble.* 


S  *  *  is  a  fine,  foreign,  villanous  -  looking,  intelligent, 
and  very  agreeable  man ;  his  compatriot  is  more  of 
the  petit-wudlref  and  younger,  but  I  should  think  not 
at  all  of  the  same  intellectual  calibre  with  the  Corsioan 
— which  S  *  ♦,  you  know,  is,  and  a  cousin  of  Napo- 
leon's. 

**  Are  you  nerer  to  be  expected  in  town  again  ? 
To  be  sure,  there  is  no  one  here  of  the  1500  fillers 
of  hot  rooms,  called  the  fashionable  world.  Mj 
approaching  papa-ship  detained  us  for  advice,  &c.  &c. 
— though  I  would  as  soon  be  here  as  any  where  else 
on  this  side  of  the  straits  of  Gibraltar. 

**  I  would  gladly — or,  rather,  sorrowfully — comply 
with  your  request  of  a  dirge  foi  the  poor  girl  you 
mention.*  Dut  how  can  I  write  on  one  I  have  never 
seen  or  known  ?  Besides,  you  will  do  it  much  better 
yourwlf  ?  I  could  not  vrritc  upon  any  thing,  without 
some  personal  experience  and  foundation;  far  less 
on  a  theme  so  peculiar.  Now,  you  have  both  m 
this  case ;  and,  if  you  had  neither,  you  have  more 
imagination,  and  would  nefer  fail. 

**  This  is  but  a  dull  scrawl,  and  I  am  but  a  dull 
fellow.  Just  at  present,  I  am  absorbed  in  500  con- 
tradietory  contemplations,  though  with  but  one  object 
in  view — which  will  probably  end  in  nothing,  as  most 
things  we  wish  do.  But  never  mind — as  somebody 
says,  'for  the  blue  sky  bends  over  all.'  I  only 
could  be  glad,  if  it  bent  over  me  where  it  is  a  little 
bluer ;  like  the  *  skyish  top  of  blue  Olympus,'  which, 
by  the  way,  k)oked  very  white  when  I  hwt  saw  it. 
Efer,  fee." 

On  reading  orer  the  foregoing  letter,  I  was  much 
struck  by  the  tone  of  melancholy  that  pervaded  it ; 
and  well  knowing  it  to  be  the  habit  of  the  writer's 
mind  to  seek  relief,  when  under  the  pressure  of  any 
disquiet  or  disgust,  in  that  sense  of  freedom  which 
told  him  that  there  were  homes  for  him  elsewhere,  I 
could  perceive,  I  thought,  in  bis  recollections  of  the 
^  blue  Olympus,"  some  return  of  this  restless  and 
roving  q>irit,  which  imhappiness  or  impatience  always 
called  up  in  his  mind.  I  had,  indeed,  at  the  time 
when  he  sent  me  those  mebuicholy  verses,  **  There's 
not  a  joy  this  world  can  give,"  &c.,  felt  some  vague 
apprehensions  as  to  the  mood  into  which  his  spirits 
were  then  sinking,  and,  in  acknowledging  the  receipt 
of  the  Terses,  thus  tried  to  banter  him  out  of  it ; — 
**  But  why  thus  on  your  stool  of  melancholy  again. 
Master  Stephen?— This  will  never  do— it  plays  the 
deuoe  with  all  the  matter-of-fact  duties  of  life,  and 
you  must  bid  adieu  to  it.  Youth  is  the  only  time 
when  one  can  be  molancholy  with  impunity.  As 
Ufe  itself  grows  sad  and  serious,  we  have  nothing  for 
it  but— to  be,  as  much  as  possible,  the  contrary." 

My  absence  from  London  during  the  whole  of  this 
year  had  deprived  me  of  all  opportunities  of  judging 
for  myself  how  far  the  appearances  of  his  domestic 
state  gave  promise  of  happiness ;  nor  had  any  ru- 
mours reached  me  which  at  all  inclined  me  to  think 
that  the  course  of  his  married  life  hitherto  exhibited 
less  smoothness  than  such  unions,— on  the  surface,  at 

*  I  had  mentioned  to  him,  as  a  subiect  worthy  of  his  bast 
powers  of  pathos.a  melancholy  event  which  bad  Just  occur- 
red  in  my  neighboarhood,  and  to  which  I  have  myself 
BHule  aUnsion  in  one  of  ths  Sacred  Melodies-"  Weep  not 
Ibr  her.* 
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least,— i^nemlly  wear.  Hm  atroof  And  afieotioiiate 
lenns  in  whidi,  moo  after  tlw  narriage,  he  bad, 
in  aome  of  the  letten  I  hate  givea,  dedared  hie  own 
happinew  a  dedaratioo  which  hia  known  firudowai 
left  me  no  room  to  qoertioo  -had,  in  no  naaU  dagraat 
tended  to  iCill  thoee  apprehenaioot  which  my  firat 
▼iew  of  the  lot  he  had  ohooen  for  himaelf  awakened. 
I  could  not,  however,  hut  ohacrre  that  theae  indica- 
tiona  of  a  contented  heart  aoonceaaed.  Hiamentionof 
the  partner  of  hia  home  became  more  rare  and  fonaal, 
and  there  waa  obaerrable,  I  thought,  through  aome  of 
hia  lettera  a  feding  of  unquiet  and  wearineaa  that 
brought  back  all  tboae  gloomy  aaticipationa  with 
inbidk  I  had,  from  the  ftnt,  regarded  hk  fate.  Thia 
hut  letter  of  hia,  in  particiUar,  atruok  me  aa  fiill  of 
sad  omen,  and,  in  the  courae  c^  my  anawer,  I  thua 
noticed  to  him  the  impreaaion  it  had  made  on  me : — 
**  And  ao,  you  are  a  whole  year  married  1~ 

It  WM  iMt  TMT  I  TOW'd  to  thce 

Ttet  liBBd  iapoMlbUUy. 
Do  you  know,  my  dear  B.,  there  waa  a  aomething 
in  your  hut  letter-a  aortof  unquiet  myateiy,  aa  weU 
aa  a  want  of  your  uaual  daatidty  of  apnita— which 
has  hung  upon  my  mind  unpleaaantly  erer  aince.  I 
kmg  to  be  near  you,  that  I  might  know  how  you 
leaUy  look  and  M;  for  theae  lettera  teD  nothing,  and 
one  word,  a  qmUtr'oeeki,  k  worth  whole  reama  of 
oorreapondenoe.  Bat  on^  db  tell  me  you  are  hap- 
pier than  that  letter  haa  led  me  to  fear,  and  I  ahaO  be 
aatiafied.** 

It  waa  in  a  few  weeka  after  thia  latter  oomnuni- 
cation  between  ua  that  Lady  Byron  adopted  the  re- 
aolution  of  parting  from  him.  She  had  left  London 
at  the  ktter  end  of  January  on  a  Tiait  to  her 
father'a  houae,  in  Leiceaterahire,  and  Lord  Byron 
waa,  in  a  abort  time  after,  to  foUow  her.  They  had 
parted  in  the  utmost  kindneaa,—- ahe  wrote  him  a 
letter,  full  of  playfubeaa  and  alRnstioa,  on  the  road, 
and,  immediately  on  her  arrival  at  Rirkby  Malloiy, 
her  father  wrote  to  acquaint  Lord  Byron  that  ahe 
would  return  to  him  no  more.  At  the  time  when 
he  had  to  ataad  thia  unexpected  ahock,  hia  pecuniaiy 
embarraaamenta,  which  had  been  faat  gathering 
around  him  during  the  whole  of  the  laat  year  (there 
having  been  no  leaa  than  eight  or  nine  executions  in 
hia  houae  within  that  period),  had  arrived  at  their 
utmoat;  and  at  a  moment  when,  to  uae  hia  own 
atrong  expresaiona,  he  was  *'atanding  alone  on  hia 
hearth,  with  hia  household  gods  ahivered  around 
him,**  he  vrasabo  doomed  to  receive  the  startling  in- 
tdligenoe  that  the  vrife  who  had  just  parted  with  him 
in  kindness  had  parted  vrith  him--fDr  ever. 

About  this  time  the  foDowing  note  was  written. 

TO  m  Booni. 

«  reb.  8,  ISM. 

'^  Do  not  mistake  me— I  really  returned  your  book 
for  the  reason  assigned,  and  no  other.  Itistoogood 
for  so  careless  a  feOow.  I  have  parted  with  all  my 
own  books,  and  positively  won't  deprive  you  of  so 
vahmble  *  a  drop  of  that  immortal  man.' 

*'Isballbeverygladtoseeyou,  tf  you  liketocall, 
though  I  am  at  present  contending  with '  the  slings 
and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune,'  some  of  which 
have  struck  at  me  from  a  quarter  whence  I  did  not 


indeed  expect  them.— But,  no  matter,  '  there  in  a 
world  dsewhere,'  and  I  wiB  out  my  way  through  tlua 
asl  can. 

**  If  you  write  to  Moore,  wiD  you  teB  him  thml  I 
shaD  answer  his  letter  the  moment  I  can  mualcr  liaae 
and  spirits? 

''Ever  yours, 

"Bii." 

The  rumoun  of  the  separation  did  not  reach  ow 
tin  more  than  a  week  afterwards,  when  I  imme<fiaMr 
wrote  to  him  thus ; — ^^  I  am  most  anxious  to  hear  finm 
you,  though  I  doubt  whether  I  ought  to  mentioii  Che 
subject  on  which  I  am  so  anxious.  If,  however*  what 
I  heard  hat  night,  in  a  letter  firom  town,  be  true«  you 
vriD  know  immediately  what  I  aOude  te,  and  just 
conminnicatc  as  much  or  as  little  upon  the  aiib§ecC  aa 
you  think  pro|>er;— on^  tomeihmg  I  should  like  to 
know,  as  soon  as  possible,  from  yourself,  in  order  to 
set  my  mindat  rest  with  req>ect  to  the  truth  or  fnisr  . 
hood  of  the  report.  **    Tlie  foDowing  is  his  i 


LETTER  CCKXXnL 

TO  MS.  MOOftB 

•Feb.9ftk.1tlt. 

**!  have  not  anewered  your  letter  for  a  time ;  aud. 
at  present,  the  reply  to  part  of  it  might  extend  to  sodb 
a  lei^h,  that  I  shall  dday  it  tiD  it  can  be  nrnde  'm 
person,  and  then  I  wiD  shorten  it  as  much  aa  I  can. 

''In  the  mean  time,  I  am  at  vrar  *  vrith  all  the 
world  and  his  wife;'  or  rather,  'aO  thewoifci  and  sny 
wife '  are  at  war  with  me,  and  have  not  yet  cmahcd 
me,— whatever  they  nuqf  do.  I  don't  know  that  in 
the  course  of  a  hair-brsadth  existence  I  vms  ever,  at 
home  or  abroad,  m  a  situation  so  completely  uproot- 
ing of  present  pleasure,  or  rational  hope  for  the  foCnre, 
as  this  same.  I  say  this,  becauae  I  think  ao,  and  fed 
it  But  I  shall  not  sink  under  it  the  more  for  that 
mode  of  considering  the  question. — I  have  naada  np 
my  mind. 

*'By  the  vray,  however,  you  must  not  beGeve  al 
you  hear  on  the  subject;  and  don't  attempt  to  defend 
me.  If  you  succeeded  in  that,  it  would  be  a  BMrtal, 
or  an  inunortal,  oflenoe— who  can  bear  refatatiaB  F  I 
have  buta  very  sbortaaswer  for  those  whom  it  eon- 
eerns ;  and  an  the  acdvity  of  myself  and  some  T^poroos 
friends  have  not  yet  fixed  on  any  tangible  ground  or 
personage,  on  which  or  with  whom  I  can  discnss 
matters,  in  a  summary  vray,  with  a  feir  pretext;— 
though  I  neariy  had  nmkd  erne  yesterdaj,  hnt  he 
evaded  by— what  was  judged  fay  others— a  antisiii 
toiy  eiplaaataon.    I  speak  of 


whom  I  have  no  enmity,  though  I  mutt  nets 
to  the  eoBunon  code  of  usage,  when  I  hit  iq 
of  the  serious  order. 

*<Now  tut  other  matters— Poeqr*  ibr 
Leigh  Hunt's  |ioem  b  a  devilish  good  i 
here  and  there,  but  with  the  substratum  of  origUBty^ 
and  with  poetry  about  it,  that  will  stand  the  test  I 
do  not  say  this  because  he  has  iasoribed  It  tOBOw 
which  I  am  sorry  fiMr,  as  I  shouU  otherwioe  have 
begged  you  to  review  it  in  the  Edmburgh.  *    It  ia 

*  My  re^  to  this  part  of  hia  leHer  was,  I  ini.  m 
foOowt ; «  With  respect  to  Hnnt*s  Poem.  ihm«h  It  te,  I 
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idfrdetcrrinf  of  madi  pmite,  and  a  farovniblecil- 
oqieiii  the  E.  R.  woidd  but  do  it  justice,  aod  iet  it 
9  bdbre  die  poUic  eye  where  it  ought  to  be. 

"Howiie  jouf  and  where?  I  hare  uot  the  moit 
Atari  idea  what  I  am  going  to  do  myielf,  or  with 
■jMV-orwher»-orwhat.  I  had,  a  few  weeks  ago, 
fom  iUngt  tonj,  that  would  hare  made  jou  laugh ; 
boithey  Idl  me  now  that  I  mutt  not  laugh,  and  so  I 
bmbecn  my  sorioiia— and  am. 

**  1  htTS  not  been  Yeiy  weB— with  a  Hver  oomplaint 
-kotaii  nradi  better  within  the  last  fortnight,  though 
doder  latrieal  adrioe.  I  hare  bttcrly  seen  a 
bdetf      •         *  *  •  * 

"lamtgo  and  dress  lo  dine.  Mjr  little  girl  is  in 
Ae  eooBtiy,  and,  ttiej  tdl  me,  is  a  rery  fine  child, 
ndsDwncaiiy  three  months  old.  Lady  Noel  (my 
■olkr4B-]aw,  or,  rather,  at  law)  is  at  present  over- 
JMkivit.  Htf  daughter  (Miss  Milbanke  that  was) 
mbdiere,  inLpndonwithher  fiitber.  ABIrsC. 
(mv  t  kind  of  housekeeper  and  spy  of  Lady  N.'s) 
who,  in  her  better  days,  was  a  washerwoman^  is  sup- 
powl  to  be— by  the  learned— Tefy  much  the  oocuh 
«useof<rarlate  domestic  discrepancies. 

"la  al  thii  business,  I  am  the  sorriest  for  ffir 
KiipL  He  and  I  are  equally  punished,  though 
■•K*f««tffiMMiMsiti(CtinourailUotion.  Yet  it  is 
|vdfer  both  to  suffer  for  the  foult  of  one,  and  so  it 
M  U  be  separated  from  my  wife;  he  win  retain 

••ETer,«(c»» 

h  17  reply  to  this  letter,  written  a  %w  days  after, 
wtiia  pasmge  which  (though  containing  an  opi- 
noB  k  Slight  hare  been  more  prudent,  perhaps,  to 
^"■^  I  fed  myself  called  upon  to  extract,  on  a&- 
vvt  flf  the  singularly  generous  afowal,— honour- 
"^l^iSke  to  both  the  parties  in  this  unhappy  aflhir, 
*~^"vk  it  was  die  means  of  drawing  htm  Lord 
!^  ThefoDowingaremy words:— *'Iammuch 
■  ^  wne  state  as  yourself  with  respect  to  the 
""Nm  of  your  letter,  my  mind  being  so  full  of  things 
"^  1  don't  know  how  to  write  about,  that  /too 
W  defer  the  greater  part  of  them  till  we  meet  in 
■fTt^i^  1  riiaJl  pot  you  foiily  00  your  trial  for  all 
^'I'K*  tti  susdeineanors.  In  the  mean  time,  you 
'J"*  be  at  a  hMs  for  judges,— oor  exeeutionen 
2^»if(beyooukl  hare  their  win.  The  world,  in 
■V  (aaons  ardour  to  take  what  they  caU  the 
*^  iide,  soon  oontrire  to  make  it  most  forml- 
*^  ^  itrongest.  Most  sincerely  do  I  griore  at 
!^|||^hippaied.  It  has  upset  aU  my  wishes  and 
2|^ as  to  the  inlhienoe  of  marriage  on  yourUfe; 
"^isMead  of  bringing  you,  as  I  expected,  into 
|^>(^  Eke  a  regular  orbit,  it  has  only  cast  you 
••pa  into  infinite  space,  and  left  you,  I  fear,  in  a 
V  vone  Mate  than  it  found  you.  As  to  defending 
^!^^  peraon  with  whom  I  bare  yet  attempted 
'*  w  ii  BiysBlf;  and,  couidering  the  little  I  know 
^^  (he  sttbieet  (or  rather,  perhaps,  oiDm^  to  this 
2^  I  bare  hitherto  done  it  with  rery  tolerable 
f""'**'    After  an,  your  choke  was  the  misfortune. 

asm  Eked,— but  I  'm  here  wandering  into  the 


|**\*li  «f  beasties.  snd  tkoagh  I  like  himelf  liocerely. 
'  r^  Mild  Bot  undertake  to  pndae  It  mHom^.  There 
"  T^*^  «f  (te  ^tiszibU  in  all  be  writes,  that  I  nerer 
^  Pit  w  the  proper  pathetic  Ihoe  ia  reading  him.* 


i^9pfM  ruf  and  so  must  change  the  subject  for  a  far 
pleasanter  one,  your  last  new  Poem?,  whidi,  &c.  ke.'* 
The  return  of  post  brought  me  the  foUowing 
answer,  which,  whfle  it  raiseo  our  admiration  of  the 
generous  candour  of  the  writer,  but  adds  to  the 
sadness  and  strangeness  of  the  whole  transaction. 

LETTER  CCXXXIV. 

TD  MB  ■OOHB. 

«  March  8th,  18iC. 

^1  rejoice  in  your  promotion  as  Chairman  and 
ChariUble  Steward,  &c.  &c.  These  be  dignities 
whidi  await  only  the  rirtuous.  But  then,  recoUect 
you  are  six  and  thirty  (I  speak  this  enriously— not 
of  your  age,  but  the  *  honour— 4ore— obedience — 
troops  of  friends,*  which  aooorapany  it),  and  I  have 
eight  years  good  to  run  before  I  arrire  at  such  hoary 
perfection;  by  which  time,— if  I  am  at  aU,  *— it  will 
probably  be  in  a  state  of  grace  or  progressing  merits. 

**  I  must  set  you  right  in  one  point,  however.  The 
fiuilt  was  not— no,  nor  eren  the  mkfortine— in  my 
*  choioe'  (unless  in  chooiing  ot  all^ — ^for  I  do  not  be- 
liere— and  I  must  say  it,  in  the  rery  dregs  of  aU  this 
bitter  business — that  there  erer  was  a  better*  or  even 
a  brighter,  a  kinder,  or  a  more  amiable  and  agreeable 
being  than  Lady  B.  I  nerer  had,  nor  can  have,  any 
reproach  to  make  her,  while  with  me.  Where  there 
is  blame,  it  belongs  lo  myself,  and,  if  I  cannot  redeem, 
I  must  bear  it. 

**  Her  nearest  relatires  are  a  ♦  *  *  *— my  circum- 
stances hare  been  and  are  ina  state  of  great  confusion 
—my  health  has  been  a  good  deal  disordered,  and  my 
mind  31  at  ease  for  a  considerable  period.  Such  are 
the  causes  (I  do  not  name  themas  excuses)  which  bare 
frequently  driren  me  into  excess,  and  disqualified  my 
temper  Ibr  comfort.  Something  also  may  be  attri- 
buted to  the  strange  and  desultory  habits  which, 
becoming  my  own  master  at  an  early  age,  and  scram- 
bling about,  orer  and  through  the  world,  may  have 
induoed.  I  stffl,  however,  thmk  that,  if  I  had  had  a 
four  chance,  by  being  pb^ed  in  eren  a  tolerable  situa- 
tmn,  I  might  hare  gone  on  fairly.  But  that  seems 
hopeless,--and  there  is  nothing  more  to  be  said.  At 
present — except  my  health,  which  is  better  (it  is  odd, 
but  agitation  or  contest  of  any  kind  gires  a  rebound 
lo  my  spirits  and  sets  me  up  for  the  time) — ^I  hare  to 
battle  with  att  kinds  of  unpleasantnesses,  including 
prirateand  pecuniary  difliculties,  &c.  &c. 

**!  beliere  I  may  hare  said  this  before  to  you, — 
but  I  risk  repeating  it.  It  is  notliing  to  heu  the 
primiHinu  of  aidversity,  or,  more  properly,  iO  fortune ; 
but  my  pride  reooib  firom  its  iMdignitiet.  However, 
I  hare  no  quarrel  with  that  same  pride,  which  wiU, 
1  think,  buckler  me  through  erery  thing.  If  my 
heart  could  hare  been  broken,  it  woukl  have  been 
su  yean  ago,  and  by  erents  more  afflicting  than  these. 
^'I  agree  with  you  (to  turn  from  this  topic  lo  our 
shop)  that  I  hare  written  too  much  The  last  things 
were,  howerer,  published  lerj  reluriaiitly  by  me, 

«  TUi  nd  dbnbt.— «If  I  mm  at  aU,*-beeoBef  no  less 
•iogttlar  than  aad  when  we  reeoHect  Oiat  six  and  thirtjr 
was  actually  the  age  when  he  ceased  to  «  be.>  and  at  a 
nHonent,  too,  wlien  (as  even  the  least  friendly  to  him 
aIlow)hewasinthatf(ateor«profTesslaff  msrits*  which 
lie  here  JesUagly  anticipates. 
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and  for  mtont  I  will  explain  when  we .  meet  I 
know  not  why  I  ha? e  dwelt  so  much  on  the  Mine 
scenes,  except  that  1  find  then  fiuiing,  or  confuting 
(if  such  a  word  may  be)  in  my  memory,  in  the  midst 
of  present  turbulence  and  pressure,  and  I  felt  anxious 
to  stamp  before  the  die  was  worn  out.  I  now  break 
it.  With  those  countries,  and  erents  connected  with 
them,  an  my  really  poetical  feelings  begin  and  end. 
Were  I  to  try,  1  could  make  nothing  of  any  other 
subject,— and  that  I  hare  apparendy  exhausted. 
'  Woe  to  him,'  says  Voltaire, '  who  says  all  he  could 
say  on  any  subject.'  There  are  some  on  which, 
perhaps,  I  could  hare  said  still  more :  but  I  lea? e 
them  an,  and  not  too  soon. 

**Do  you  remember  the  lines  I  sent  you  early  last 
year,  which  you  stiU  hare?  I  don't  wish  (like  Mr 
Fitzgerald,  in  the  Morning  Post)  to  claim  the  cha- 
racter of  *Vates'  in  all  its  translations,  but  were 
they  not  a  little  prophetic?    I  mean  those  beginning 

*  There's  not  a  joy  the  world  can,'&c.  &c.,  on  which 
I  rather  pique  myself  as  being  the  truest,  though  the 
most  melancholy,  I  ever  wrote. 

**  What  a  scrawl  hare  I  sent  you  I  You  say  no- 
thing of  yourself,  except  that  you  are  a  Lancasterian 
churchwarden,  and  an  encourager  of  mendicants. 
When  are  you  out?  and  how  is  your  family?  My 
child  is  very  wen  and  flourishing,  I  hear;  but  I  must 
see  also.  I  feel  no  disposition  to  resign  it  to  the  con* 
tagion  of  its  grandmother's  society,  though  I  am  un- 
willing to  take  it  from  the  mother.  It  is  weaned, 
howe? ^,  and  something  about  it  must  be  decided. 
"  Ever,  fee.** 

Haying  ah^dy  gone  so  fiir  in  laying  open  to  my 
readers  some  of  the  sentiments  which  I  entertained, 
respecting  Lord  Byron's  marriage,  at  a  time  when, 
little  foreseeing  that  I  should  ever  become  his  bio- 
grapher, I  was,  of  course,  uninfluenced  by  the  pecu- 
liar bias  supposed  to  belong  to  that  task,  it  may  stiU 
further,  perhaps,  be  permitted  me  to  extract  from 
my  reply  to  the  foregoing  letter  some  sentences  of 
explanation  which  its  contents  seemed  to  me  to  re- 
quire. 

**  I  had  certainly  no  right  to  say  any  thing  about 
the  unluckincss  of  your  choice,— ^ough  I  rejoice 
that  now  I  did,  as  it  has  drawn  from  you  a  tribute 
which,  howcTer  unaccountable  and  mysterious  it 
renders  the  whole  af&tir,  is  highly  honourable  to  both 
parties.  What  I  meant  in  hinting  a  doubt  with  res- 
pect to  the  object  of  your  selection  did  not  imply  the 
least  impeachment  of  that  perfect  amiableness  which 
the  world,  I  find,  by  common  consent,  aflows  to  her. 
I  only  feared  that  she  might  have  been  too  perfect— 
Utbprecisefy  exceHent— too  matter-of-fact  a  paragon 
for  you  to  coalesce  with  comfortably ;  and  that  a  per- 
sOta,  wh9se  perfection  hung  m  more  easy  folds  about 
her,  whose  brightness  was  softened  down  by  some  of 

*  those  fiiir  defects  which  best  conciliate  k>ve,'  would, 
by  appealing  mpre  dependently  to  your  protection, 
have  stood  a  much  better  chance  with  your  good- 
nature. An  these  suppositions,  however,  I  have 
been  led  into  by  my  intense  anxiety  to  acquit  you  of 
any  thing  like  a  capricious  abandonment  of  such  a 
woman;  *  and,  totally  in  the  dark asl  am  with  respect 

*  It  will  be  perceived  IWnb  thbtkat  I  was  is  yet  luwc- 
quaintedwfth  the  true  clrcumftsnces  of  the  transaction. 


to  afl  but  the  fact  of  your  separation,  yon  csnnot 
conceive  the  solicitude,  the  fearful  solidtade  with 
which  I  look  forward  to  a  history  of  the  transutkn 
from  your  own  lips  when  we  meet,— a  history  m  which 
I  am  sure  of,  at  least,  one  virtue— manly  candour." 

With  respect  to  the  causes  that  may  be  supposed 
to  have  led  to  this  separation,  it  seems  needless,  with 
the  characters  of  both  parties  before  our  eyes,  to  go 
in  quest  of  any  very  remote  or  mysterious  reaaou  to 
account  for  it.  I  have  already,  in  some  obserrationi 
on  the  general  character  of  men  of  genius,  endea- 
voured to  point  out  those  peculiarities,  both  in  dispo- 
sition and  habitudes,  by  which,  m  the  fiu*  gresler 
number  of  instances,  they  have  been  found  unfitted 
for  domestic  happiness.  Of  these  defecU  (which  are, 
as  it  were,  the  shadow  that  genius  casts,  and  toogeoe- 
rafly,  it  is  to  be  feared,  in  proportion  to  its  staiore), 
Lord  ByroQ  could  not,  of  course,  Cail  to  have  inherited 
his  share,  in  common  with  an  the  painfaQj-gifted 
class  to  which  he  bekmged.  How  thoroughly,  with 
respect  to  one  attribute  of  this  temperament  which  be 
possessed,— one,  that "  sicklies  o'cir^  the  Cm^  of  hap- 
piness itself, — ^he  was  understood  by  the  person  most 
interested  in  observing  him,  win  appear  from  the  fol- 
lowing anecdote,  as  related  by  himself.  * 

**  People  have  wondered  at  the  mebknchdy  which 
runs  through  my  writings.  Othen  have  wondered 
at  my  penmial  gaiety.  But  I  recoUect  onof^  after 
an  hour  m  which  I  had  been  sincerely  and  particu- 
^^1  8*7*  uid  rather  briUiant,  in  company,  By  ^^ 
replying  to  me  when  I  said  (opon  her  remarkhig  mj 
high  spirits), '  Andyet,  BeU,  I  have  been  caOed  aod 
mis-caUed  melancholy— you  most  have  seen  how 
fakdy,  frequently  f— *No,  Byron,'  she  answered, '  it 
is  not  so :  at  heart  you  are  the  most  mdaocholj  of 
mankind ;  and  often  when  apparently  gayest.' " 

To  these  fiuilts  and  sources  of  &ults,  inherent  is 
tus  own  sensitive  nature,  he  added  also  maiiy  of 
those  which  a  king  indulgence  of  self-wiU  generates, 
—the  least  compatible,  of  aU.  others  (if  not  soAened 
dovm,  as  they  were  in  him,  by  good-nature),  with  that 
system  of  mutual  concession  and  sacrifice  by  "^^ 
the  bhlance  of  domestic  peace  is  maintained.  Whea 
we  k>ok  back,  indeed,  to  the  unbridled  career,  d 
which  this  marriage  was  meant  to  be  the  goal,— to 
the  rapid  and  restless  course  in  which  hit  life  had 
run  along,  like  a  burning  train,  through  a  series  tf 
wanderings,  adventures,  successes,  and  passions,  the 
fever  of  all  which  was  stiU  upon  him,  when,  with  (be 
same  headlong  recklessness,  he  rushed  into  this  vm- 
riage,— it  can  but  little  surprise  us  that,  in  the  space 
of  one  short  year,  he  should  not  have  been  able  is 
recover  aU  at  once  from  his  bewilderment,  or  to  seuk 
down  into  that  tame  level  of  conduct  which  the  oft- 
dous  ques  of  his  privacy  required.  As  wel  might  I 
be  expected  that  a  steed  like  .his  ovrn  Maxeppa's, 

Wild  as  (he  wild  deer  and  nntaaikt, 
With  timr  and  bridle  andeflled- 
Twas  but  a  day  be  had  been  cavght, 

should  stand  stiU,  when  remed,  without  chafing  or 
champing  the  bit.  ^ 

Even  had  the  new  conditkm  of  life  into  which  hi 
passed  been  one  of  prosperity  and  smoothneUfSO"* 

«  BI8.— 'Detached  Tbooghts." 
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-lae,  M  wdl  u  toleimnce,  mine  >tfll  have  been  allowed 
iv  ike  nbadnig  of  so  excited  a  spirit  iBlo  rest  But, 
m  dK  oootnuy,  his  marriage  (^m  the  reputation, 
»  donbt,  of  the  lady,  as  an  heiress)  was,  at  once,  a 
spal  fer  all  the  ancars  and  claims  of  along-aooumu- 
kdof  ilate  of  embairassment  to  explode  upon  him ; 
-1m  door  was  afanost  daily  beset  hy  duns,  and  his 
kmt  nioe  times  during  that  year  in  possession  of 
butt;  *while,  in  addition  to  these  anxieties  and— 
wbit  he  fek  stffl  more— indignities  of  porerty,  he  had 
iIm  the  pain  of  fancying,  whether  rightly  or  wrongly, 
ihst  the  eyes  of  enemies  and  spies  were  upon  him, 
era  imder  his  own  roof,  and  that  his  erery  hasty 
wwd  sad  look  were  interpreted  in  the  most  pervert- 
isfifht 

As,  from  the  state  of  their  means,  his  lady  and  he 
awbetliule  society,  his  only  relief  from  the  thoughts 
vbich  a  life  of  such  embarrassment  brought  with  it 
wy  is  those  arocations  which  his  duty,  as  a  member 
tl  the  Dnuy-lane  Committee,  imposed  upon  him. 
AadberB,— in  this  most  unlucky  connexion  with  the 
Acitre,— one  of  the  Vitalities  of  his  short  year  of' 
tal,  u  husband,  lay.  Prom  the  reputation  which 
he  hid  preriously  acquired  for  gallantries,  and  the 
art  of  reckless  and  boyish  lerity  to  which— often  in 
Toy  **  bitterness  of  souF — he  gave  way,  it  was  not 
tfcah  to  bring  suspicion  upon  some  of  those  ao> 

'itanoes  whicfa  his  frequent  intercourse  with  the 
gRs-room  induced  him  to  form,  or  even  (as,  in  one 
intence,  was  the  case)  to  connect  with  his  name  in* 
jfBwnij  that  of  a  person  to  whom  he  had  scarcely 
mraddressed  a  single  word. 

Nodriihstanding,  however,  this  CD-starred  ooncur- 
RKeofdrcunutances,  which  might  have  palliated 
•^  exeesKs  either  of  temper  or  conduct  into  which 
they  drove  him,  it  was,  after  all,  I  am  persuaded,  to 
w  neh  serious  causes  that  the  unfortunate  aliena- 
^  which  so  soon  ended  in  disunion,  is  to  be  traced. 
"  la  all  the  marriages  I  have  ever  seen,"  says  Steele, 

■nt  of  which  have  been  unhappy  ones,  the  great 

nee  of  evfl  has  proceeded  from  slight  occasions ; " 
nd  to  this  remark  the  maniage  at  present  under  our 
c<**deiation  vrould  not  be  found,  1  thmk,  on  inquiiy, 
to  fonndi  much  exception.  Lord  Byron  himself, 
■Bdeed,  when  at  Cephakmia,  a  short  time  before  his 
*«ih,  Kens  to  have  expressed,  in  a  few  wo^, 
ue  whole  pith  of  the  mystery.  An  English  gentle- 
■u  with  whom  he  was  conversing  on  the  subject  of 
Mr  Bjron,  having  ventured  to  enumerate  to  him 

*  As  taccdote  connected  wUb  one  of  tbew  occasions 
'J*JJ«hted ia  Ihc  Journal  Jost referred  to. 
'  wkea  tbe  bailiff  (for  I  hare  leen  moct  kinda  of  life) 
J*J?P«  ■«  in  1815  to  aeixe  my  chatteU  ( beinf  a  peer 
«  PMiaaettt,  my  penon  was  beyond  him),  beinf  carious 
aa^  k»Wt),  I  first  asked  him  •  whatextenU  elsewhere 
"  lad  br  Kovenuneat  ?*  upon  which  be  showed  me  one 
^^^^^o't^onlw  tot  •evenly  tkomMandp<mnd$  I  Next 
Vjw*  Ua  if  he  had  nothing  for  Sheridan?  •  Oh-Sbe- 
™jal'  stidhe;  '  ay,  I  have  this*  ( pollinff  out  a  pocket - 
"«»  »« ):  •  bat,  my  lord.  I  have  been  in  Sheridan's 
w  atwelTcoMmthat  a  tlme-a  dvil  fenUeman-knows 
■Jjr  lodeal  vith  ws.'  8tc.  8cc.  Ac.    Oor  own  basiness  was 

«"  tt^  But  (he  man  was  ciril,  and  (what  I  Tahied 
■we}ew«onlc«ii»e.  I  had  met  many  of  his  brethren, 
J2'»Jwore.  m  atbirs  of  my  friends  (commoners,  that  is), 
*  J-?  ^^  'i*  *f^  (or  second)  on  my  own  acroant.— 
*2SlT"'  ^'*  ■««""*i««ly :  J»robably  he  anticipated 


the  various  causes  he  had  heard  alleged  for  the  se- 
paration, the  noble  poet,  who  had  seemed  much 
amused  with  their  absurdity  and  fidsebood,  said, 
after  listening  to  them  all,— ^  the  causes,  my  dear 
sir,  were  too  simple  to  be  easily  found  out." 

In  truth,  the  droumstanoes,  so  unexampled,  that 
attended  their  separation,— the  laiC  words  of  the 
parting  wSe  to  the  husband  being  those  of  the  most 
playful  afiectkm,  while  the  langimge  of  the  deserted 
husband  towards  the  wife  was  in  a  stram,  as  the 
work!  knovrs,  of  teoderesC  eulogy ,— are  ia  themselves 
a  sufficient  proof  Ihat^  at  the  time  of  their  parting, 
there  oouM  have  been  no  very  deep  sense  of  injury 
on  either  side.  It  was  not  till  aftervrards  that,  in 
both  bosoms,  the  repulsive  force  came  into  operation, 
—when,  to  the  party  whkh  had  taken  the  fint.  de- 
cisive step  in  the  strife,  it  became  naturally  a  pomt  of 
pride  to  penevere  in  it  with  dignity,  and  this  un- 
bfflidingness  provoked,  as  natiually,  in  the  haughty 
q>irit  of  the  other,  a  strong  feeling  of  resentment 
which  overflowed,  at  last,  in  acrioHNiy  and  scorn. 
If  there  be  any  truth,  however,  in  the  principle  that 
they  *'  never  pardon  who  have  done  the  vrrong^" 
Lord  Byroo,  who  was,  to  the  last,  disposed  to  recon- 
ciliation^  proved  so  &r,  at  least,  his  conscience  to  have 
been  unhaunted  by  aoy  veiy  disturbing  consciousness 
of  aggression. 

But  thotigh  it  would  have  been  difficult,  perhaps, 
for  the  victims  of  this  strife,  themselves,  to  have 
pointed  out  any  single,  or  definite,  cause  for  their 
disunion, — beyond  that  general  incompatibility  which 
is  the  canker  of  all  such  marriages,— the  public, 
which  seldom  allows  itself  to  be  at  a  fault  on  these 
occaskms,  was,  as  usual,  ready  with  an  ample  sup- 
ply of  reasons  for  the  breach,-Hall  tending  to  blacken 
the  already  darkly  painted  character  of  the  poet,  and 
representing  him,  in  short,  as  a  finished  monster  of 
cruelty  and  depravity.  The  reputation  of  the  object 
of  his  choice  for  every  possible  virtue  (a  reputation 
which  had  been,  I  doubt  not,  one  of  his  own  chief 
incentives  to  the  marriage,  from  the  vanity,  repro- 
bate as  he  knew  he  was  deemed,  of  being  able  to 
wm  such  a  paragon),  was  now  turned  against  him 
by  his  assailanU,  not  only  in  the  way  of  contrast  with 
his  own  character,  but  as  if  the  excellences  of  the 
wife  were  proof  positive  of  every  enormity  they 
chose  to  charge  upon  the  husband. 

Meanwhile,  the  unmoved  silence  of  the  kdy  her- 
self (from  motives,  it  is  but  feir  to  suppose,  of 
generosity  and  delicacy),  under  the  repeated  demands 
made  for  a  specification  of  her  charges  against  him, 
left  to  malice  and  imaginatkm  the  fullest  range  for 
their  combined  industry.  It  was  accordingly  stated, 
and  almost  universally  believed,  that  the  noble  ford's 
second  proposal  to  Miss  Milbanke  had  been  but  with 
a  view  to  revenge  himself  for  the  slight  inflicted  by  her 
refusal  of  the  first,  and  that  he  himself  had  confessed 
so  much  to  her,  on  their  way  from  church.  At  the 
time  when,  as  the  reader  has  seen  from  his  own 
honey-moon  letters,  he  was,  vrith  all  the  good-will  in 
the  world,  imagining  himself  into  happiness,  and  even 
boasting,  in  the  pride  of  his  fency,  that  if  marriage 
were  to  be  upon  leate^  he  vrould  gkidly  renew  his 
own  for  a  term  of  ninety-nine  years,— at  this  very 
time,  according  to  these  veracious  chroniclers,  be 
was  employed  in  darkly  foUowing  up  the  aforesaid 
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•oheiiie  of  rereage,  and  lomieBting  big  hdj  hj  all 
•orti  of  twaiily  orueltiet,— «iicli  ai  firing  offpiftob, 
tofirigfatea  her  ai  ike  lij  in  bed,*  and  other  moh 
fireaks. 

To  the  fabehoodt  ooncewing  hit  green-iooBi  inti- 
naoiciy  and  partksdailj  with  recoct  to  one  beauti- 
fol  actroH,  with  whom,  in  reaK^,  he  had  hard^jr 
erer  exchanged  a  angle  wild,  I  bare  abeady  ad- 
Terted;  and  the  eKtr«ne  conidence  with  which  thif 
tale  was  drcakled  and  belief  ed  afibrdi  no  unCur 
opednMB  of  the  eort  of  eridenoe  with  which  the 
public,  in  aH  such  fitt  of  moral  wnuh,  is  ntidM.  It 
it,  at  the  mm  tine,  Teiy  taar  frbm  mj  intention  to 
allege  that,  in  the  eoune  of  the  noble  poet's  inter- 
ooorse  with  the  theatre,  he  was  not  sometinies  led 
into  a  Kne  of  noqminfanee  and  cottrerse,  onbe- 
fitta^,  if  not  dangerous  to,  the  steadjaess  of  married 
life.  But  the  imputations  against  him  on  this  head 
were  (as  far  as  afii^led  his  ooojugal  charseter)  not 
the  kss  onfoimded,— as  the  sole  case,  in  which  he 
afibrded  angr  thing  like  reul  groundi  for  such  nn 
accusation  did  not  take  place  tiB  afttt  the  period  of 
the  sepamlkNi. 

Not  content  with  such  ordinaiy  and  tangible 
charges,  the  tongue  of  rumour  was  imboldened  to 
proceed  stiH  further ;  and,  presuming  upon  the  mys- 
terious silenoe  maintained  bjr  one  of  the  parties, 
▼entured  to  throw  out  daik  hhits  and  ragne  insinua- 
tions, of  which  the  fancj  of  ewerj  hearer  was  lefit  to 
fiH  up  the  outline  as  he  pleased.  In  consequence  of 
an  this  exaggeration,  such  an  outcry  was  now  raised 
sgainst  Lord  ^ron  as,  in  no  case  of  prirate  life, 
perhaps,  was  erer  before  witnessed ;  nor  had  the 
whole  amount  of  fame  which  he  had  gathered,  m  the 
course  of  the  last  four  yean,  much  exceeded  in  pro- 
portion the  reproach  and  obkN}uy  that  were  now, 
within  the  space  of  a  few  weeks,  showered  upon 
him.  In  addition  to  the  many  who  conscientiously 
beliered  and  reprobated  what  they  had  but  too  much 
right  to  consider  credible  excesses,  whether  yiewing 
him  as  poet  or  man  of  frshion,  there  were  abo 
actirely  on  the  alert  that  large  dam  of  persons  who 
seem  to  hold  riolenoe  against  the  vices  of  others  to 
be  equifalent  to  virtue  in  themsehres,  together  with 
all  those  natural  haters  of  success  who,  having  king 
sickened  under  the  spt^idour  cf  the  pott,  were  now 
able,  in  the  guise  dF  champions  for  innocence,  to 
wrask  dieir  q>ite  on  the  man.  In  every  various  form 
of  paragraph,  pamphlet,  and  caricature,  both  his 
character  and  person  were  h^  up  to  odhmirt'— 

*  FbrtUsftsry,  however,  tkere  wts  lo  ter  •  feaatetloa 
ttet  tlw  prectloe  to  whMi  he  hwl  accattosMd  hinwlf 
tinm  beybood,  of  hsTing  loaded  pMob  shrajs  near  hla 
at  niicht,  was  considered  ao  ftrange  a  propenalrjr  as  to  be 
inchided  in  that  lift  of  syaptoBa  (sixteen,  I  bellere,  in 
nmnber)  wUeh  were  fobnltted  to  medical  opinion,  in 
PCmT  of  Us  inMBity.  AneCher  symptom  was  the  eiMtlon, 
ahnast  to  hysterics,  wfaicb  he  bad  exhibited  OB  seeing  Keen 
aot  Sir  Giles  Orerreach.  BoC  the  most  planslble  of  all 
the  gronnd,  as  he  Msneir  nsed  to  allow,  on  wbidi  these 
artldsa  ofimpiinrhnisnt  against  his  sanity  were  drawn  np, 
was  an  act  of  violence  committed  by  hla  on  a  fliTonrite 
old  watch  that  had  been  his  companion  from  boybood,  and 
had  rone  with  him  to  Greece.  InafltofvexatiooaBdraie, 
brooght  on  by  some  of  those  bmniliating  embarrassments 
te  which  he  was  now  abnost  daily  a  prey,  he  fttfioosly 
dashed  this  watdi  npon  the  hearth,  and  ground  it  to  pieces 
among  the  ashes  with  the  poker. 

t  OftheiibnselaTlihednponhim.tbe  Mtowlng  extmet 


hardly  a  voice  was  raked,  or  at  least  liitenedto,  ta 
his  behalf;  and  though  a  few  feithfel  bicndi  re- 
mained unshaken  by  Us  side,  the  utter  bopdeMhem 
of  stemming  the  torrent  was  feltaswdllqr  then  as 
by  himself,  and,  after  an  elfort  or  two  to  gain  a  fiur 
hearing,  they  submitted  in  silence.  Among  the  few 
attempts  made  by  himself  towards  confuting  his 
cahumualon  was  an  appeal  (sueh  as  ths  foUowiaf 
short  letter  coatains)  to  some  of  thoee  permm  villi 
whom  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  Mring  femilisiljr. 

LETTER  OCXXXY. 

TO  ME  ROGUf. 


*<  You  are  one  of  the  few  persons  with  whosi  I 
have  lived  in  what  is  called  intimacy,  and  have 
heard  me  at  times  conversing  on  the  untoward  topic 
of  my  recent  femi)y  disquietudes.  W31  you  have 
the  goodness  to  my  to  me  at  once,  whetter  yon  em 
heard  me  speakofher  with  disreq>eot,  with  askiBd- 
nem,  or  defentfing  myself  at  ker  expense  hj  ug 
serious  imputation  of  any  description  against  htrf 
Did  you  never  bear  me  my  '  that  when  there  wm  a 
right  or  a  wrong,  she  had  the  right?*— The  nun  I 
put  these  questions  to  you  or  others  of  qy  (nendi  is, 
because  I  am  said,  by  her  and  hers,  to  have  rmorted 
to  such  means  of  exculpatioQ.  Ever  veiy  tn4r 
yours, 

In  those  Hfomoirs  (or,  more  propeify,  Memomnda) 
of  the  noble  poet,  which  it  was  thought  expedient, 
for  various  reasons,  to  sacrifioe,  he  gave  a  deteilfd 
account  of  all  the  circumstances  oomected  with  hit 
marriage,  from  the  first  proposal  to  the  fau{y  tiD  hit 
own  departure,  afiter  the  breach,  from  Eogksd.  k 
truth,  though  the  title  of  "*  Memoirs,'*  which  he  hish 
self  sometimes  gave  to  that  manuscript,  coaveyi  the 
idea  of  a  complete  and  regular  piece  of  hiognplVi  '^ 
was  to  this  particukr  portion  of  his  life  that  the  fFOifc 
was  principally  devoted;  vrhilo  the  anecdotes, 
having  reference  to  other  parts  of  his  career,  not 
only  occupied  a  very  diq>roportionate  space  in  its 
pages,  but  were  most  of  them  such  as  are  found 
rppeated  in  the  various  Journals  and  other  BISS.  be 
left  behind.  The  chief  charm,  indeed,  of  that  ntr- 
ralive  was  the  mehmchol|y  pjayfubcm    mfharhoiy, 

from  a  Poem,  pnbUshed  at  this  tbne,  wm  give  soBM  iiea. 

ProaiiMihe  Baglaad,  mat  endarsd  loo  loag 
The  ceMdoM  burden  of  Wt  teptooB  MOg  { 
Hn  Bad  career  of  crimes  and  foUto  raa. 
And  grsf  la Tlce,  wbeo  Hfie  wee  Bcareebagn: 
He  foci,  In  fordffn  lands  prepared  to  iad 
A  life  More  tatted  to  Us  gvllty  Bl^; 
Where  oiher  cUbms  asB  pleHores  BBy  sep^y 
Por  that  paU«d  mrte,  and  thee  nnhadowM  eye  ;- 


In  a  riiymlng  pamphlet,  too.  entitled  « A  Poetkal  BplHle 
from  DeQa.  addressed  to  Lord  Byron,*  the  writer  ttai 
charitably  expresses  henelf. 

Hepelew  or  peace  bdo»,  aad,  dnddcrlag  mesfH! 
Ite  ftoBihec  HeaT*a,  desied,  if  aetar  soegM, 
thy  Ught  a  beaeoB-^  rapnaeb  thy  ibb^— 
Tky  BcsMffy  *  daaM'd  to  eiertastlag  feBO,' 
dhaaa'd  bf  the  vlw,  adarired  by  fMlsal0B»- 
Ihe  good  AaU  BMum  dwe-aad  me  MaM  diBVB. 
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im  the  wounded  feding  ao  Tinble  through  its 
iJiiwiitfj— with  which  ereitf  uniBportant  and 
pomi  uninterestiiig,  in  ahnoil  efery  retpect  hut 
ikdr  eoHMiioD  with  tuoh  a  man's  deitinjr,  were 
Mtd  aod  doeribed  in  it  Frank,  as  usual, 
iknqglKHit,  in  his  arowal  of  hia  own  erron,  and 
saenodf  just  towards  her  who  was  his  feOow-suf- 
ienr  ia  the  strife,  the  impression  hia  recital  left  on 
fk  BBdi  of  aQ  who  perused  it  waa»  to  saj  the  least, 
hfOonUe  to  him ;— 4hough,  upon  the  whole,  leading 
toapenoaflioD,  which  I  hare  alreadj  intimated  to 
be^f  owB,  that,  netther  in  kind  or  degree,  did  the 
(tof  disunion  between  the  parties  muoh  differ 
6oa  those  that  loosen  the  links  of  most  such  mar- 

Wiikreipeel  to  the  detaib  themsdres,  thou^  all 
■VOftnt  in  hisown  eyes  at  the  time,  as  being  con- 
wati  with  the  sut^fect  that  superseded  most  others 
ahathooghtsj  the  interest  thqr  would  possess  for 
«(kn,  now  that  thoir  fint  sest  as  a  sulqect  of 
nsdidis  gone  Iqr,  and  the  greater  numbejr  of  the 
m  to  whom  thej  relate  forgotten,  would  be  too 
liiglii  to  justify  me  io  entering  upon  them  more  par- 
inMj,  or  running  the  risk  of  any  oflfenoe  that 
aifht  be  inflicted  by  their  diselosure.  As  for  as  the 
«iaBclcr  of  the  iUustrious  subject  of  these  pages  is 
OBenwd,  I  Ceel  that  Time  and  Justice  are  doing 
hrnon  ia  its  fo?our  than  could  be  effected  by  any 
(Mh  goaiping  detaib.  During  the  lifetime  of  a  man 
(f  fesiiii,  the  world  is  but  too  much  inclined  to 
jidpof  hin  lather  by  what  he  wants  than  by  what 
W  ffmtsiui,  and  even  where  conscious,  as  in  the 
PRKst  esse,  that  hia  defects  are  among  the  sources 
>^Ui  greatness,  to  require  of  him  unreasonably  the 
wwidioat  the  other.  If  Popehad  not  been  q>]e- 
MK  aad  irritable,  we  should  have  wanted  his 
SitiRi;  and  an  impetuous  temperament,  and  paa- 
■SM  ostuied,  were  indispensable  to  the  conforma- 
in  of  a  poet  like  fiyron.  It  is  bjr  posterity  only 
t^fdjastice  is  rendered  to  those  who  have  paid 
iwikrd  penalties  to  reach  it  The  dross  that  had 
oitt  Inmg  about  the  ore  drops  away,  and  the  infir- 
■itio,  and  even  miseries,  of  genius  are  foigotten  in 
'|>  svcatseas.  Who  now  asks  whether  Dante  was 
^9  vnog  in  his  matrimonial  differences?  or  by 
howns^f  of  those  whose  fancies  dwell  fondly  on  hk 
^^*CKe  ii  ercn  the  name  of  his  Gemma  Draati  re- 
■osicfiedf 

^ktt47,  du»t  as  has  been  the  mtenral  smce  Lord 
QpQo's  death,  the  charitable  influence  of  time  in 
^^j^"''^  if  not  rescinding,  the  harsh  judgments  of 
ae  warU  against  genius  is  visible.  The  utter  un- 
'•■•■•fcleneas  of  trying  such  a  character  by  ordinary 
''■''udi,  or  of  expecting  to  fold  the  materials  of 
vdvaad  bappineas  in  a  bosom  constant^  heavnig 
vik  fon  iu  depths  such  ^'lava  floods,"  is— now 
auhii  spirit  has  passed  from  among  ua— feh  and 
l^v^wledged.  In  reviewing  the  drcumstancea  of 
"*  aarriage,  a  more  even  scale  of  justice  is  held ; 
tta  wUe  every  tribute  of  sympathy  and  commisera. 
"*  ii  accorded  to  her,  who,  unluckily  for  her  own 
l*««t  became  involved  in  such  a  destiny,*— who, 
^  TBtncs  and  attainments  that  would  have  made 
7^  hoaM  of  a  more  ordinary  mian  happy,  undertook, 
a  eril  hoar,  to  **  turn  and  wind  a  fie^r  Pegasus," 
m  but  foiled  where  it  may  be  doubted  whether 


even  the  fittest  for  such  a  task  woaM  haTesuoeeeded, 
—full  aflowance  is,  at  the  same  time,  made  for  the 
great  martyr  of  genius  himself,  whom  so  many  other 
causes,  b^dc  that  restless  fire  vrithia  him,  con- 
curred to  unsettle  in  mind  and  (as  he  himself  fbclingly 
expresses  it)  **  disqualify  for  comfort ; '^—whose 
doom  it  was  to  be  either  thus  or  less  great,  and  whom 
to  have  tamed  might  have  been  to  extinguish ;  there 
never,  perhaps,  having  existed  an  indiridual  to 
whom,  whether  as  author  or  man,  the  foUowiog  line 
was  more  applicable,— 

8i  non  enfinet,  fooenit  nieaiiani.  * 

While  these  events  were  going  on,— events,  of 
which  his  memory  and  heart  bore  {Minfully  the  traces 
through  the  remainder  of  his  short  life,— some  occur- 
rences took  phtce,  connected  vrith  hk  literary  his- 
tory, to  which  it  is  a  relief  to  divert  the  attention  of 
the  reader  from  the  distressing  subject  that  has  now 
so  long  detained  us. 

The  letter  that  foUows  was  in  answer  to  one  received 
from  Mr  Murray,  in  which  that  gentleman  had  en- 
ckwed  him  a  draft  for  a  thousand  guineas  for  the 
copyright  of  his  two  Poems,  the  Siege  of  Corinth  and 
Parisina. 

LETTER  CCXXXVl. 

TO  MR  MUBEAT. 

«JanaanrSd.]8|g. 

**  Your  ofier  is  liftsro/ in  the  extreme  (you  see  I  use 
the  word  to  you  and  of  you,  though  I  would  not 
consent  to  your  using  it  of  younelf  toMr  ***%  and 
much  more  than  the  two  poems  can  possibly  be 
worth ;  but  I  cannot  accept  it,  nor  will  not  You 
are  most  welcome  to  them  as  additions  to  the  ool- 
lected  volumes,  without  any  demand  or  expectation 
on  my  part  whatever.  But  I  eannot  consent  to 
their  separate  publication.  I  do  not  like  to  risk  any 
fome  (whether  merited  or  not),  which  I  have  been 
foTOured  vrith,  upon  oompositioos  which  I  do  not 
feel  to  be  at  all  equal  to  my  own  notions  of  what  they 
should  be  (and  as  I  flatter  myself  some  have  been, 
here  and  Uiere),  though  they  may  do  very  well  as 
things  without  pretension,  to  add  to  the  publication 
with  the  lighter  pieces. 

**I  am  Tory  glad  that  the  handwriting  wo  a 
foyourable  omen  of  the  morale  of  the  piece  :  but 
you  must  not  trust  to  that,  for  my  copyist  would 
write  out  any  thing  I  desired  in  all  the  ignorance  of 
innocence— I  hope,  however,  in  this  instanae^  with 
no  great  peril  to  either. 

P.8. — I  have  esdosed  your  draft  tom,  for  fisar 
of  accidents  by  the  way^I  wish  you  would  not  throw 
temptation  in  mine.  It  is  not  from  a  disdain  of  the 
univeraal  idol,  nor  from  a  present  superfluity  of  his 
treasures,  I  can  assure  you,  tluU  I  rcftise  to  worship 
him ;  but  what  is  right  is  right,  and  must  not  yield  U> 


Notwithstanding  the  ruinoua  state  of  his  peouaiaiy 
affairs,  the  resolution  which  the  poet  had  fimnednot  to 
avail  himself  of  the  profits  of  his  works  slill  oontiaued 
to  be  beU  sacred  by  him,  and  the  sum  thus  oftrad 
for  the  copyright  of  the  Siege  of  Corinth  and  PUaiiBa 
*  Had  he  not  MTwi;  be  had  te  leas  achieved. 
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was,  aa  we  see,  refused  and  left  untouched  in  the 
publisher's  hands.  It  happened  that,  at  this  time, 
a  well-known  and  eminent  writer  on  political  science 
had  been,  by  some  misfortune,  reduced  to  pecuniai7 
embarrassment ;  and  the  circumstance  baring  become 
known  to  Mr  Rogers  and  Sir  James  Blackintoeh,  it 
occurred  to  them  that  a  part  of  the  sum  thus  unap- 
propriated by  Lord  Byron  could  not  be  better  be- 
stowed than  in  reKering  the  necessities  of  this  gen- 
tleman. The  suggestion  was  no  sooner  conreyed  to 
the  noble  poet  than  he  proceeded  to  act  upon  it,  and 
the  following  letter  to  Mr  Rogers  refers  to  his  inten- 
tions. 

LETTER  CCXXXVII. 

TO  BIR  ROGERS. 

«Febmary90t]i.I810. 

^  I  wrote  to  you  hastily  this  morning  by  Murray, 
to  say  that  I  was  glad  to  do  as  Mackintosh  and  you 
suggested  about  Mr  ^  *.  It  occurs  to  me  now,  that 
as  I  have  never  seen  Mr  *  ^  but  once,  and  conse- 
quently have  no  claim  to  his  acquaintance,  that  you 
or  Sir  J.  had  better  arrange  it  with  him  in  such  a 
manner  as  may  be  least  offensive  to  his  feelings,  and 
so  as  not  to  have  the  appearance  of  officiousness  nor 
obtrusion  on  my  part  I  hope  you  will  be  able  to  do 
this,  as  I  should  be  veiy  sony  to  do  any  thing  by 
him  that  may  be  deemed  indelicate.  The  sum  Murray 
offered  and  ofiers  was  and  is  one  thousand  and  fifty 
pounds : — this  I  refused  before,  because  I  thought 
it  more  than  the  two  things  were  worth  to  Murray, 
and  from  other  objections,  which  are  of  no  conse- 
quence. I  have,  however,  closed  with  M.  in  con- 
sequence of  Sir  J.'s  and  your  suggestion,  and  propose 
the  sum  of  six  hundred  pounds  to  be  transferred  to 
Mr  *  *,  m  such  manner  as  may  seem  best  to  your 
friend, — the  remainder  I  think  of  for  other  purposes. 

**  As  Murray  has  ofiered  the  money  down  for  the 
copyrights,  it  may  be  done  directly.  I  am  ready  to 
sign  and  seal  immediately,  and  perhaps  it  had  belter 
not  be  delayed.  I  shall  feel  vciy  gbd  if  it  can  be  of 
any  use  to  *  * ;  only  dtm't  let  him  be  plagued,  nor  think 
himself  obliged  and  all  that,  which  makes  people  hate 
one  another,  &c 

**  Yours,  very  truly. 

In  his  mention  here  of  other  **  purposes,**  he  refers 
to  an  intention  which  he  had  of  dividing  the  residue 
of  the  sum  between  two  other  gentlemen  of  literary 
celebrity,  equally  in  want  of  such  aid,  Mr  Maturin  and 
Mr  *  *.  The  whole  design,  however,,  though  en- 
tered into  with  the  utmost  sincerity  on  the  part  of 
the  noble  poet,  ultimately  fiuled.  Mr  Murray,  who 
was  well  acquainted  with  the  straits  to  which  Lord 
Byron  himself  had  been  reduced,  and  foresaw  that  a 
time  might  come  when  even  money  thus  gained 
would  be  welcome  to  linn,  on  learning  the  uses  to 
which  the  sum  was  to  be  applied,  demurred  in  ad- 
vancmg  it, — alleging  that,  though  bound  not  only  by 
his  word  but  his  will  to  pay  the  amount  to  Lord 
^ron,  be  did  not  conceive  himself  called  upon  to  part 
with  it  to  others.  How  eamesdy  the  noble  poet 
himself,  though  with  executions,  at  the  time,  im- 
pending over  his  head,  endeavoured  to  urge  the  point, 
win  appear  from  the  following  letter. 


LETTER  CCXXXVni. 

TO  MR  MDRRAT. 

'Febnar7Sd.KM. 

"  When  the  gum  ofiered  by  you,  and  eveapremd 
by  you,  was  declined,  it  was  with  reference  to  a 
separate  publication,  as  you  know  and  I  know. 
That  it  was  large,  I  admitted  and  admit ;  and  thai 
made  part  of  my  consideration  in  refusing  it,  till  I 
knew  belter  what  you  were  Kkdy  to  make  of  it 
With  regard  to  what  is  past,  or  is  to  pass,  about 
Mr  ^  *,  the  case  is  in  no  respect  different  from  tbe 
transfer  of  former  copyrights  to  Mr  Dallas.  Had! 
taken  you  at  your  word,  that  is^  taken  your  money, 
I  might  have  used  it  as  I  pleased ;  and  it  could  be  in 
no  respect  different  to  you  whether  I  paid  it  to  a  w— , 
or  a  hospital,  or  assisted  a  man  of  talent  m  distress 
The  truth  of  the  matter  seems  this:  you  ofiered 
more  than  the  poems  are  worth.  I  »md  so,  and  I 
think  so ;  but  you  know,  or  at  ksast  ought  to  know, 
your  own  business  best ;  and  when  you  recollect  wiiat 
passed  between  you  and  me  upon  pecuniary  mbjects 
before  this  occurred,  you  will  acquit  me  of  anj  wiih 
to  take  advantage  of  your  imprudence. 

**  The  things  in  question  shall  not  be  poUiriMd  at 
all,  and  there  is  an  end  of  tlie  matter. 

**  Yours,  fcc." 

The  letter  that  follows  will  give  some  idea  of  thoie 
embarrassments  in  his  own  affairs,  under  the  presraie 
of  which  he  could  be  thus  considerate  of  the  wants 
of  others. 

LETTER  CCXXXIX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«]faRh6(h.I8M. 

^^  *  if  t^  t^  * 

**  I  sent  to  you  to-day  for  this  reason— 4be  boob 
you  ptut:hased  are  again  seized,  and,  as  mauw 
stand,  had  much  better  be  sold  at  once  bj  pubtir 
auction.*  I  wisli  to  see  you  to  return  yoorbm  for 
them,  which  thank  God,  is  neither  due  nor  paid.  Thai 
part,  as  far  as  you  are  concerned,  being  settled  (whidi 
it  can  be,  and  shall  be,  when  I  see  you  to-momm], 
I  have  no  further  delicacy  about  the  matter.  Tbii  a 
about  the  tenth  execution  in  as  many  months ;  to  I 
am  pretty  well  hardened ;  but  it  is  fit  f  should  paj 
the  forfeit  of  my  forefathers'  extravagance  and  mj 
own;  and  whatever  my  faults  may  be,  1  suppose 
they  will  be  pretty  well  expiated  in  timc^-oretcnity 
**Ever,&c. 

*  The  sale  of  these  books  took  place  the  «>How1i«»ob& 
and  they  were  described  in  tbe  catalogae  as  the  pr^ert;  ^ 
*  a  NoUenuui  about  to  leave  EsffUuid  on  a  toor.* 

From  a  note  to  Mr  Marray,  it  would  appear  that  he  W 
been  first  announced  at  going  to  the  Mores. 

« I  hope  that  the  catalogue  of  the  broka.  ftc.hM  not  bets 
published  without  my  aeeing  it.  I  must  reserve  teroali 
and  many  ought  not  to  be  printed.  The  advertiMeaeat  it  ■ 
very  bwl  one.  I  am  not  going  to  the  Morta;  and  if  f  «»• 
you  miffht  aa  well  advertise  a  man  in  Ruasia  as  golag  >• 
YorisJUrt.  «]Ever.ltc' 

Together  with  the  hooka  waa  sold  an  article  of  Ihraitare, 
which  is  now  in  the  possession  of  Mr  Murray,  aaiKlj.  '■ 
large  screen  covered  with  portraits  of  acton,  pafiliit>*  <** 
presentations  of  boxing-matcbca,*  &c. 
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*P.8.— I  need  hard)/  nj  that  I  knew  noUuDg  till 
iMidaif£i  the  new  seizure.  I  had  released  them  firom 
kmeraeee,  sad  thought,  when  you  took  thein,  that 
tkj  were  youra. 

"YouifaaU  hare  your  bill  again  to-morrow.** 

Ouiog  the  month  of  January  and  part  ofPebmaiy, 
loPbemi  of  the  Siege  of  Corinth  and  Pariiina  were 
is  Ike  haadt  of  the  printerB,  and  about  the  end  of  the 
latter  Bontb  made  their  appearance.  The  foUowhig 
iettm  are  the  oalj  ones  I  find  connected  with  their 


LETTER  OCXL. 

TOMRMDKBAY. 

'Fto1iruary3d,1816. 
I  Kit  lor  *Bfarmion,  which  I  return,  because  it 
oeevred  to  me,  there  might  be  a  resembhmce  be- 
twea  put  of '  Puvtna '  and  a  nmilar  scene  inCanto 
&dof*liannion.'  I  fear  there  is,  though  Inerer 
tkoghtofit  before,  and  coaM  hardly  wish  to  imitate 
AUwUeh  is  inimitable.  I  wish  you  would  ask  Mr  Gif- 
M,  whether  I  ought  to  say  any  thing  upon  it  ;-4  had 
OBpfeled  the  ttonr  on  the  passage  from  Gibbon, 
wUehiadeed  leads  tea  Uke  scene  naturally,  without 
•  Ikqgktof  thekind:  but  it  comes  upon  me  notierj 

"There  are  a  few  words  and  phrases  I  want  to 
akeriDtheMS.,  and  should  like  to  do  it  before  you 
prist,  and  will  reCiira  it  in  an  hour. 

**Vo«r8e?er.»» 

LETTER  CGXU. 

TO  KB  MUSBAT. 

«VebnianraOth,I8ie. 
•  •  •  •  •  ♦ 

"Tb  return  to  ow  business— your  epistles  are 
ludr  agreeable.  With  regard  to  the  obeenrations 
OBcudeanese,  &c.«  I  think,  with  aD  humility,  that 
^  gatle  readerlias  considered  a  rather  ^'^iMWimon^ 
nddeagoedly  irreguhtf,  Terrifioation  for  haste  and 
■^figeaee.  The  measure  is  not  that  of  aiqr  of  the 
otkerpocni,  which  (I  believe)  were  aUowed  to  be 
^BknMr  correct,  according  to  Byshe  and  the  fingers 
--Qrcai»-.by  which  bards  write,  and  readers  reckon. 
Gnetputof  the 'Siege' is  in  (I  think)  what  the 
Imd  eafl  Anapests  (Uiough  I  am  not  sure,  being 
^*miy  forgetful  of  my  metres  and  my  *  Qradus' ), 
Mdnaoj  of  the  lines  intentionally  longer  or  shorter 
(bails  rhynuAg  companion ;  and  rhyme  also  occur- 
i*g  at  greater  or  las  intcfrab  of  caprice  or  oon- 


I  Bean  not  to  say  that  this  is  light  or  good,  but 
^"^  that  I  could  hare  been  smoother,  had  it  ap- 
pnicdto  BMof  adTantage;  and  that  1  was  not  otlier- 
vsewithoat  being  aware  of  the  deviation,  though  I 
■wfeel  iony  for  it,  as  I  would  undoubtedly  rather 
pl^se  than  not  My  wish  has  been  to  try  at  some- 
^kg  diiBrent  from  my  former  effinrts;  as  I endea- 
vwMd  te  make  them  differ  from  each  other.  The 
vcniieatioa  of  the  'Corsair 'is  not  that  of  *  Lara;' 
wAs'Qkour' that  of  the 'Bride:'  ChildeHaroki 
■agun  varied  from  these ;  and  I  strove  to  vary  the 
1m  nsHwfaat  from  otf  of  the  others. 

'^Eicttssal  this  d-Hl  nonsense  and  egotism.  The 


fact  is,  that  I  am  rather  trying  to  think  on  the  subject 
of  this  note,  than  really  thinking  on  it.— I  did  not  know 
you  had  called :  you  are  always  admitted  and  wdeome 
when  you  choose.  **  Yours,  &c.  &c. 

^P.S.— You  need  not  be  in  any  apprehension  or 
grief  on  my  account;  were  I  to  be  beaten  down  by 
the  woridand  its  inheritors,  I  should  have  succumbed 
to  many  things,  years  ago.  You  must  not  mistake 
my  not  bullying  for  dqection ;  nor  imagine  that  be- 
cause I  fed,  I  am  to  faint :— but  enough  for  the 
present. 

**  I  am  sorry  for  Sotheby's  row.  What  the  devil 
is  it  about?  I  thought  it  all  sett^i ;  and  if  I  can  do 
ai^  thing  about  him  or  Ivan  still,  1  am  ready  and 
wOIing.  I  do  not  think  it  proper  for  me  just  now  to 
be  much  behind  the  scenes,  but  I  will  see  the  com- 
mittee and  move  upon  it,  if  Sothebv  Hkes. 

^  If  you  see  Mr  Sotheby,  vriU  you  tell  him  that  I 
wrote  to  Mr  Coleridge  on  getting  Mr  Sotheby's  note, 
and  have,  I  hope,  done  vdiatl^  8.  wished  on  that 
sulqect!" 

It  was  about  the  middle  of  April  that  his  two  ce- 
lebrated copies  of  verses,  **  Pare  thee  vreQ,"  and  **  a 
Sketch,**  iniade  their  appearance  in  the  newspapers : 
and  while  the  latter  poem  was  generally  and,  it  must 
be  owned,  justly  condemned,  as  a  sort  of  litoary  as- 
sault on  an  obscure  female,  whose  situation  oug^t  to 
have  placed  her  as  much  beneath  his  satirs  as  the  un- 
dignified mode  of  his  attack  certainly  raised  her  o&eoe 
it,  vrith  regard  to  the  other  poem,  opinions  were  a 
good  deal  ;more  divided.  To  maoy  it  appeared  a 
strain  of  true  conjugal  tenderness,  a  kind  of  appeal, 
which  no  vroman  witfi  a  heart  oouU  resist ;  while  by 
others,  on  the  contrary,  it  was  considered  to  be  a 
mere  showy  effusion  of  sentiment,  as  diflfoult  for  real 
feeting  to  have  produced  as  it  was  ea^y  for  fency  and 
art,  and  altogether  unworthy  of  the  deep  interests 
involved  in  the  subject.  To  this  htter  opinion,  I 
confess  my  own  to  have,  at  first,  stron^^  inclined ; 
and  suspicious  as  I  could  not  help  thinking  the  sen- 
timent that  ooold,  at  such  a  moment,  indulge  in  such 
verses,  the  tas&  that  prompted  or  ssnotioned  their 
publication  appeared  to  me  even  still  more  question- 
able. On  reading,  however,  his  own  account  of  all 
the  circumstances  in  the  Mennmnda,  I  found  that  on 
both  pomts  I  had,  in  common  with  a  large  portion  of 
the  public,  done  him  iiqustice.  He  there  desoribed* 
and  mamanner  whose  sincerity  there  was  no  doubting, 
the  swell  of  tender  recoUections  under  the  influence  of 
which,  as  he  sat  one  night  musing  in  his  study,  these 
stanxBS  were  produced,— the  tears,  as  he  said,  felling 
fest  over  Ihe  paper  as  he  vrrote  them.  Neither  did 
it  appear,  from  that  account,  to  have  been  from  any 
vrish  or  intention  of  his  own,  but  through  theinjudi- 
ci0us.aeal  of  a  friend  whom  he  had  suflRwed  to  take  a 
CG^,  that  the  verses  met  the  public  eye. 

The  appearance  of  these  Poems  gave  additional 
Tiolence  to  the  angry  and  mquisitorial  feeling  now 
abrocul  against  him;  and  the  title  under  vrhidi  both 
pieces  were  immediately  announced  b7  various  pub- 
hahers,  as  *'Poeins  by  Lord  Qyron  on  his  domestie 
circumstances,'*  carried  with  it  a  sufficient  exposure 
of  the  utter  unfitness  of  such  themes  for  rhyme,  ft  is, 
indeed^on^  in  those  emotions  and  passions,  of  which 
imsginfi*!^  forms  a  predominant  ingre<Kent^— such 
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M  lor«^  in  itB  fint  dreanw,  before  reality  has 
oome  to  imbodj  or  cliq>el  them,  or  sorrow,  in  its  wane, 
when  begioniog  to  pass  away  from  the  heart  into  the 
fan<7, — that  poetiy  ought  ever  to  be  employed  as  an 
interpreter  of  feeling.  For  the  ezpressioit  of  all  Ihoee 
iuunediate  ai&ctions  and  disquietudes  that  hare  their 
root  in  the  actual  realities  of  life,  the  art  of  the  poet, 
from  the  rery  circumstance  of  its  being  an  art^  as 
weH  as  from  the  coloured  fimn  in  which  it  is  aocus> 
tomed  to  transmit  impressioiis,  cannot  be  otherwise 
than  a  medium  as  fiidse  as  it  is  feeble. 

To  so  Yciy  km  an  ebb  had  the  industry  of  hk  as- 
saihnts  now  snccaded  in  reducing  his  private  cha- 
racter, that  it  rtquued  no  small  degree  of  courage, 
eren  among  that  cbas  who  are  suppoaed  to  be  the 
most  tolerant  of  domestic  ineguhuities,  to  invite  him 
into  their  society.  One  ^tinguished  lady  of  fashion, 
howerer,  Yeutuied  so  far  as,  ou  the  eve  of  his  depar- 
ture from  England,  to  make  a  party  for  him  expreidly ; 
and  nothing  short,  perhaps,  of  that  high  station  in  so- 
ciety which  a  life  as  blamelesB  as  it  is  briHiaat  has  se- 
cured to  her,  could  have  placed  beyond  all  reach  of 
misrepresentation,  at  that  moment,  such  a  oonqpli- 
ment  to  one  marked  with  the  world's  oeasure  so  dee]^. 
At  thiaassemb^  of  La4y  J**  's  he  made  hk  hut 
appeanmoe,  publidy,  in  Engtaad,  and  the  amusiig 
account  given  of  some  of  the  company  in  hk  Memo- 
rBiida,r-of  the  various  and  characteristic  ways  in 
which  the  tcmpeiatvre  of  their  manner  towaixk  him 
was  afleoted  by  the  ckmd  under  which  he  bow  ap- 
pearad,—vras  one  of  the  passages  of  that  Memoir  it 
would  have  been  most  de«iable,  perhaps,  to  have 
preserved;  though,  fimn  being  a  gaUeiy  of  sketches, 
aU  penooal  and  many  sftiricsd,  but  a  snail  portioa 
of  it,  if  aqy,  could  have  been  preaeoled  to  the  publie 
tffl  the  origioab  had  kng  left  the  soeoe,  and  a^ 
imerest  they  might  onoe  have  excited  was  gone  with 
thems^et.  Besides  the  noUe  hostess  hcnelf,  whose 
kindMssto  Urn,  on  thk  ocoasioa,  he  never  fiovgot, 
there  was  also  oae  other  person  (then  Miss  M  ^  *, 
BOW  Lady  R  *  *)  whose  frank  and  fieajrless  cordiality 
to  him  oa  that  evening  he  most  grateful^  eommemo- 
rated,  addiag,  in  acknowledgment  of  a  still  more 
gMMtrous  aervioe,  *<Sbek  a  Mg^^aiDded  woman, 
and  showed  me  more  friendahap  than  I  deserved  fram 
her.  I  heard  ako  of  her  hiding  defended  me  in  a 
burge  company,  vrhioh  ai  IJui  time  required  more 
ooiimfe  and  firmness  than  most  women  possess.'' 

As  we  are  now  appitmching  so  near  the  dose  of 
hk  London  life,  I  shall  here  throw  together  the  few 
remaming  recollections  of  that  period  with  which  the 
gleanmgs  of  hk  Memorandum-book,  so  often  refened 
to,  fumkh  me. 

**'  I  hked  the  Dandies ;  they  weie  always  very  dvil 
to  me,  though  m  general  they  dkliked  Kteraiy  people, 
and  persecuted  and  mystified  Madame  de  Stael 
Levrk,  •  •  *  %  and  the  like,  damnably.  They  per^ 
suaded  Madame  de  Stael  that  A  ♦♦  hadahundrad 
^ousandayear,  &c  «as,.  tiD  she  praked him  to  hk 
face  for  hk  beaufy !  and  made  a  set  at  him  for  ^  * 
and  a  hundred  fooleries  besides.  The  truth  k,  that| 
though  I  gave  up  the  business  early,  I  had  a  tinge 
of  dandykm  ♦  in  my  minority,  and  probably  retained 

•  »  '**S]??lf^f"'***P'*~"'  •*«».»■»■  youtfc.  a  Dokly. 
'Hec<»lle(it,*  hs  sajs,  iaa  Mter  to  his  broUtfr,  «the  tine* 


enough  of  it  to  ooncilialc  the  great  ones  at  five^tad- 
twenty.  I  had  gamed,  and  drank,  and  taken  mj 
degrees  in  most  dissqtations,  and  having  no  pedantiy, 
and  not  beiog  overbearing,  we  ran  quietly  together. 
I  knew  them  all  more  or  less,  and  they  made  me  a 
member  of  Watier's  (a  superb  club  at  that  time], 
being,  I  take  it,  the  only  Ktereiy  man  (except  hto 
othfrt,  both  men  of  the  worid,  Moore  and  i^wnser) 
in  it  Our  masquerade  *  was  a  grand  one;  so  was 
the  dandy-ball  too,  at  the  Aigyle,  but  (Ikat  (Ik 
ktter)  vras  given  by  the  four  chief s,  B.,  M.,  A^and 
P.,  if  I  err  not. 

**l  was  a  member  of  the  Alfred,  too,  being  elected 
while  in  Greece.  It  was  pleasant ;  a  little  too  sober 
and  literary,  and  bored  with  *  ^  and  Sir  Franois 
D'lvernok;  but  one  met  Fed,  and  Ward,  and 
Valeutia,  and  many  other  pleasant  or  known  people  ; 
and  it  was,  upon  the  whole,  a  decent  reaoorce  u  a 
rah^  day,  in  a  dearth  of  parties,  or  parliaaunt,  or  b 
an  empty  season. 

**  I  bekmged,  or  belong,  to  the  foDowing  ohibior 
societies:— to  the  Alfred;  to  the  Cocoa  Tree;  to 
Watier's ;  to  the  Union ;  to  Racket's  (at  Brightoo) ; 
the  Pugilistk;  to  the  Owls,  or  'Fbr-by-aigbt;'  U 
the  Cambridge  Whig  Chib;  to  the  HarrowQub, 
Cambridge;  and  to  one  or  two  private  daba;  to 
the  Hampden  (political)  Club ;  and  to  the  Italiaa 
Carbonari,  &c  &c.  &c,  'though  hat,  not  ktti: 
I  got  mto  all  these,  and  never  stood  for  ai^  other— 
at  least  to  my  own  knowledge.  I  dediaed  beiag 
proposed  to  several  othen,  though  proved  to  atand 


**  When  I  met  H  ♦♦L*  ♦.  the  jaiter,  at  Lord 
Holland's,  b^re  he  sailed  for  St  Helena,  the  dis- 
course  turned  on  the  battle  of  Waterioo.  I  asked  him 
whether  the  dispositions  of  Napoleon  were  those  of  a 
great  general?  He  answered,  disparagingly,  *  thai 
diey  were  veiy  timple.*  I  had  always  thought  that  a 
degree  of  simplicity  was  an  ingredient  of  greatness. 


^Imm  much  stniok  vrith  die  simpHoity  of  Grattaa's 
mauMra  in  private  life :  they  were  odd,  but  thqr  weiv 
natural.  Cunan  used  to  take  ham  off,  bowing  to  the 
very  ground,  and  '  tKantWig  Qod  that  he  had  no  pe- 
ediaritiea  of  gesture  or  appearance,' in  a  way  iiresia- 
tibly  ludicrous ;  and  *  *  used  to  oaD  him  a '  Setti- 
mental  harieqoin.' 


^  CurranI  Cuiran's  themanwho  struck  me mosLt 
Such  imagination !  there  never  vras  any  thing  like  ii 

wlien  we  wore  wUte  haWta,  on  which  the  least  apot,  or  t 
plait  ltt-»koed,  would  have  been  a  sul^fect  oTfrief:  vhen 
our  dwes  were  so  tiffM  we  saffcrad  aMurtyrdoB.  fltc* 

*  To  tUa  aaaaqaenMle  ka  went  la  «be  haUt  of  a  Oriafcr, 
•r  Eastera  aook«~a  dress  partkvlarly  well  calcalalad  ts 
set  off  the  beaiUy  of  hla  ihw  counteaance.  wbfek  was  ac- 
cordingly, that  night,  the  sol^ect  of  feneral  adaairatlon. 

t  In  his  Memoranda  there  were  equally  enthvalHUc 
praises  of  Cvmn.  «The  riches,*  said  he,  «of  Ms  Iri* 
iBMwIaatlao  were  ezhauatleaa.  I  have  heard  thai  bm 
apeak  diore  poetry  than  I  hare  erer  seen  written,— UiOB(k 
I  saw  him  aeldom  and  bat  occasionally.  I  saw  bin  p(v- 
sented  to  Madame  de  Sta«l  at  Maddntoah^  ;~it  was  Oe 
rrand  confluence  between  the  Rboae  and  the  Basas,  m4 
they  were  both  80  d-Hluffly,  that  I  could  not  help  vea^r* 
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tkt  erer  I  law  or  beard  of.  His  pubUthed  life-i-his 
pobfabed  q>eedies,  give  you  no  idea  of  the  man— 
meat  al  He  was  a  machine  of  ioiaginatiftii,  as 
0W  oae  said  that  Piron  was  an  epigrammatic  ma- 
tte. 

"  I  £d  not  see  a  great  deal  of  Curran— onlj  in  1813 ; 
bri  Inel  hira  at  home  (for  he  used  to  call  on  me),  and 
■  lodety,  at  Mackintosh's,  Holland  House,  &c.  &c, 
lal  lie  mu  wonderful  eren  to  me,  who  had  seen  manjr 
RBarkible  men  of  the  time. 


*  *  ♦  (coomionly  caDed  long  *  ♦  *,  a  Teiy  defer 
J,  but  odd)  oomplained  to  our  friend  Scrope 
&  Iknet,  in  riding,  that  he  had  a  stiMi  in  his  side. 
'  I  doa't  vooder  at  it,'  said  Scrope, '  for  you  ride  Ske 
ittatr;  Whoever  had  seen  "^  ««  on  horseback, 
viAUiTery  laD  figure  on  a  small  nag,  would  not 
^thejitttiee  of  the  repartee. 


"WhoiB^^was  obliged  (by  that  afiair  of  poor 
M*^  who  thence  acquired  the  name  of  *  Dick  the 
IMr-Uler'— it  was  about  money,  and  debt,  and  all 
N  to  retire  to  Fraiiee,  he  knew  no  French,  and 
^uii| obtained  a  grammar  for  the  purpose  of  study, 
^  &iead  Scrope  Daries  was  asked  what  progress 
BmuBd  had  made  in  French,  he  responded,  *  that 
Br^nefl  had  been  stopped,  like  Buonaparte  in  Rus- 
^^tSUe  Element*  * 

"Ibavepnt  this  pun  into  Beppo,  which  is  '  a  hir 
fi^a^ud  no  robbery,'  for  Scrope  made  his  for- 
^  tt  KTeral  dinners  (as  he  owned  himself)  by 
'^PoiiDg  occasionally,  as  his  own,  some  of  the 
^■^loieriei  with  which  I  had  encountered  him  in  the 


**  *  *ii  a  good  man,  rhymes  well  (if  not  wisely), 
^  a  a  bofe.  He  seizes  you  by  the  button.  One 
^  tf  a  rout,  at  Mrs  Hope's,  he  had  fastened  upon 
■e,  lotwithstanding  my  symptoms  of  manifest  dis- 
^(for  I  was  m  love,  and  had  just  nicked  a  minute 
*^  Bother  mothers,  nor  husbands,  nor  rivals,  nor 
foiapif  were  near  my  then  idol,  who  was  beautiful  as 
^Matoetof  the  gaOenr  where  we  stood  at  the  time) 
-***,!  sqr,  had  seized  upon  me  by  the  button  and 
*eh«aiHiiings,  and  spared  neither.  W.  Spencer, 
*b  lies  foB,  and  don't  dislike  mischief,  saw  my 
^  ssdooBiing  up  to  us  both,  took  me  by  the  hand, 
■^  pstbetieally  bade  me  forewell ;  *  for,'  said  he,  *  I 
^itii  an  over  with  you.'  *  *  *  then  went  away. 
'^^mvmritjfyoUo. 


I  feoenber  seeing  Bhicher  in  the  London  assem- 
^  sad  never  saw  any  thing  of  his  age  less  vene- 
^  With  the  voice  and  manners  of  a  recruiting 

SL*IL**  ***  tetellecti  ot  France  and  Ireland  could 
T*"^ai»R«peetive1yrochrmidencei.«  •  •  ♦  » 
jmtter  put,  bowerer,  he  was  aomewbat  more  fidr  to 
■■■M  de  Staili  personal  appearance :— •  Her  figure  was 
^^'^P  l<f»  tolerable ; ber arm  good.  Altogether, I 
T^2*^  her  baring  been  a  deeirable  woman,  allowing 
V»>«iaiCtMtioBfBrber8oal,andsolbrth.   Sbewonld 


Serjeant,  he  pretended  to  the  honours  of  a  hero,— just 
as  if  a  stone  could  be  worshipped  because  a  man  had 
stumbled  over  it.'' 

We  now  approach  the  close  of  this  eventtui  penod 
of  his  history.  In  a  note  to  Mr  Rogers,  written  a 
short  time  before  his  departure  for  Ostend,*  he 
says : — ^^My  sister  is  now  with  me,  and  leaves  town 
t(Hnorrow ;  we  shall  not  meet  again  for  some  time, 
at  all  events — ^if  ever ;  and,  under  these  circumstances, 
I  trust  to  staAd  excused  to  you  and  Mr  Sheridan  for 
being  unable  to  wait  upon  him  this  evening.'' 

This  was  his  last  interview  with  his  sister,— ahnost 
the  only  person  from  whom  he  novr  parted  with 
regret ;  it  being,  as  he  said,  doubtful  to&icA  had  given 
him  most  pam,  the  enemies  who  attacked  or  the 
friends  who  condoled  with  him.  Those  beautiful 
and  most  tender  verses,  ^Though  the  day  of  my 
destiny's  over,"  were  now  his  parting  tribute  to  her  f 
who,  through  all  this  bitter  trial,  had  been  his  sole 
consolation;  and,  though  known  to  most  readers,  so 
expressive  are  they  of  his  vrounded  feelings  at  this 
crisis,  that  there  are  few,  I  think,  who  will  object  to 
seeing  some  stanzas  of  them  here. 


lliongb  the  rock  of  my  last  hope  is  ahirerM, 

And  ita  fragments  are  sunk  in  the  wave. 
Though  I  feel  that  my  soul  ia  delirer'd 

To  pain— it  ahall  not  be  ita  slave. 
There  is  many  a  pang  to  pursue  me : 

They  may  crush,  but  they  shall  not  contemn— 
They  may  torture,  but  shall  not  subdue  me— 

Tis  of  (Am  that  I  think— not  of  them.       j 

Though  human,  thou  didst  not  deceiTC  me. 

Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  forsake. 
Though  loTed,  thou  forborest  to  grieye  me. 

Though  siander'd  thou  never  couldst  shake. 
Though  trusted,  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me. 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  fly. 
Though  watchfU,  Hwas  not  to  deftune  me, 
^      Nor  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

From  the  wreck  of  the  past,  which  hath  perish *d. 

Thus  much  I  at  least  may  recall, 
It  hath  taught  me  that  what  I  most  cberiah'd, 

Desenred  to  be  dearest  of  all : 
In  the  desert  a  fountain  is  springing, 

In  the  wide  waste  there  still  is  a  tree, 
And  a  bird  in  the  solitude  singing. 

Which  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  thee. 

On  a  scrap  of  paper,  in  his  handwriting,  dated 
April  14th,  1816, 1  find  the  following  list  of  his  attend- 
ants, with  an  annexed  outline  of  his  projected  tour : 

— **  ServmUt, Berger,  a  Swiss,  William  Fletcher, 

and  Robert   Rushton. John  William   Polidori, 

M.D. Swisserland,  Flanders,  Italy,  and  (perhaps) 

France."  The  two  English  servants,  it  will  be  ob- 
served, were  the  same  **  yeoman  "  and  **  page  "  who 
had  set  out  with  him  on  his  youthful  travels  in  1809 ; 
and  now, — for  the  second  and  hist  time  taking  leave 
of  his  country, — on  the  25th  of  April  he  sailed  for 
Ostend. 

«  Dated  Aprflieth. 

t  It  will  be  seen,  from  a  subsequent  letter,  that  the  first 
stanza  <^ that  most  cordial  of  Farewells,  "My  boat  is  on 
the  shore,*  was  also  written  at  this  time. 


END  OF  PART  L 
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ItedreiumlMees  uod^r  which  LohI^|v»b  omt 
ioflk  imtt  of  EngUiid  we»  ^qcb  ««•  in  1^  flMe  «£ 
Mr  ordviMj  penom  could  aoC  bt  nn—iijlpwd  plher* 
vis  Uhw  diaulnHtt  «Ad  biuniUatiqf .  lie  fa«d>  io 
^  come  rf  one  •bort  jcmp,  gone  thrM«h  •wiy  m- 
Mf  <tf  domatk  niaeiy  ;-*|im1  torn  hit  hefurlh  eight 
or  ■Betimes  profimed  I9  Um  vi«itMiMt  «f  the  kw, 
Mdbca  ootar  nied  froaapiiMphir  tbepmrilegei 
oThiinik.  He  had  alieoatad,  as  iu  at  tb^  ever 
had  becB  hie,  the  nSbcHim  of  hia  wife;  aad  new, 
iqeeted  bf  her,  and  condenoed  by  the  worid,  waa 
belakiqgbiBiaelftoiuieiilewbiob  had  Mt  etenthe 
igiitj  of  appeariiic  f ohialaiy,  aa  the  exoomnrnM- 
ealiqg  voise  of  aodeCy  aeemed  to  leave  him  do  other 
Had  he  beea  of  that  daaaof  wofe^KiVaiid 
~  natorea  from  wfaoae  hard  anrface  the  re- 
of  others  fall  pointless,  he  migbt  have  found 
a  sure  refogo  against  reppoaoh ;  but, 
,  the  same  sensitirenesB  that  kept  him 
to  Aa  apphaaea  of  mankind  rendered  Um, 
it  a  ii9  mope  mtcaao  degree,  ahre  to  their  eenaore. 
BamdMMniige,  penrersepleaaiire  whiebhefiBlt  in 
fmtmg  hoaaeif  onamiably  to  the  workI,did  not  pra- 
vwchia  tnm  being  both  attftled  and  pained  when 
te narld  look  him  at  bio  word;  and,  IBlo  a  ehiM  in 
a  Hak  before  a  h>oking-gbss,  the  dark  sembknoe 
aWi  ha  had,  half  io  sport,  put  on,  wbea  reflected 
kmk  apaa  him  from  die  aunar  of  pvbtio  opinion, 
ihseked  area  himself . 

Thas  aarroanded  by  relations,  and  thus  deeply 
Ceciagthcm,  it  M  not  too  much  to  eay,  that  any  other 
ipiDt  but  hk  owa  would  have  sank  under  the  strog- 
^aad  lott,  perhaps  irrecofevaMy,  that  lerel  of  s^- 
esteem  which  alone  aifttds  a  alaad  agaioat  the  shook! 
ofloftnae.  But  in  hin,«fnmiihedas  was  his  mind 
widi  reacms  of  atreagth,  waitiag  to  be  called  out,— 
the  fBjiaiBaaity  of  the  praaanre  broogbt  selief  by 
the  proportkmate  leaetisa  which  it  produced.  Had 
\m  trnnagriaiiinni  and  fraflties  faewi  viatedwith  no 
■we  than  their  due  poition  of  panishmsnt,  there  can 
be  littk  doubt  that  a  rerydifiereat  result  would  ba¥e 
Not  only  would  such  an  eacitemeat  have 
to  wakea  up  the  new  aoeigies  stUl 
in  him,  but  that  fwaaeionaifm  of  hiaown 
cnon,  which  was  lor  ever  krelily  pceaeat  in  his  aaiad, 
would,  under  sooh  drowBitances,  hare  been  kf t, 
odiwarbed  by  aqy  aqvat  prorocatioa,  to  work  its 
a«ml  aoftening  and,  perhaps,  humbling  influenoes  on 
\m  wpuk,  Bat^— luckily,  as  it  proved,  for  the  fur- 
iher  tfooaphs  of  hk  geaiUB,-Hio  euch  BK>deratkm 
was  eacrdsed.  The  storm  of  invective  raised  around 
kai,  so  utterly  out  of  proportion  with  hk  ofiences, 
sad  the  base  cahmmies  that  were  every  where  heaped 
^paa  laa  aame,  kit  to  hk  wounded  pride  no  other 
wssaaue  thaa  m  the  same  summoaing  up  of  strength, 
thaaaaa  iasfiaet  of  resistance  to  ioJustice,  wbieh  had 
lart  fopocd  out  the  energies  of  his  youthful  genius. 


to  gke  a  stiD  bolder  and  kf  tier 


It  wai,iadeed,aotvHthoiit  truth,  aakl  of  hki  by 
Qoethe,  tlmt  he  waa  inspirod  by  the  Oeaios  of  Pain, 
-4br,  from  the  iifst  to  the  kst  of  hk  agitated  career, 
eveiy  fresh  reeraitmant  of  his  facakiea  waa  imbibed 
Irmb  that  bitter  soaroe.  His  chief  iaaeatke,  when  a 
boyt  to  distinetkn  was,  as  we  have  saea,  that  maik 
of  defonaity  oa  hk  petaan,  by  aa  aouto  aeaae  of  wkkh 
he  was  first  stung  into  the  ambition  of  being  great.* 
As,  vrith  an  evident  refersace  to  hk  owa  fiito,  he 
huMMlf  describes  the  fseling,— 

'*Defonnityisdutaf. 
It  Im  Its  eaieiiea  to  o'ert^ke  Bankind 
By  besrt  and  MoUsud  oMke  itwlftlie  equal.* 
4j,tbesapertorsr  the  rest.   There  is 
▲  spur  in  itshslt  moreaMBts,  tobecone 
AO  that  the  others  cannot,  bi  such  things 
As  stin  are  free  to  both,  to  compensate 

BNatwe's  avartoo  at  arst.f*t 


Then  came  the  disappointment  of  his  youthful  paa- 
skn,— 4ba  lassitude  aiul  remorse  of  premature  ex- 
cem,— the  tone  frie^kUessoem  of  his  entrance  into  life, 
and  the  ruthless  assault  upon  hk  first  litemiy  ofibrts, 
—all  links  in  that  chain  of  triak,  errors,  and  suflbr- 
ings,  by  which  his  great  mind  was  gradual^  and 
piM"ft»lly  drawn  out;— all  hearing  their  respective 
shares  in  accomplishing  that  destky  which  seems  to 
have  decreed  that  the  triumphal  march  of  hkgeoius 
sbouU  be  over  the  wasto  and  nuns  of  hk  heart.  He 
appeared,  indeed,  himsdf  to  have  had  aa  instinctive 
coswciousness  that  it  was  out  of  such  ordeals  his 
strength  aiwl  gkry  were  to  arise,  ashk  whok  life  was 
pamed  in  courting  agitation  and  difflknilties;  and 
whenever  ^e  scenes  around  him  were  too  tame  to 
famish  such  excitement,  he  flew  to  fancy  or  memoiy 
for  **  thorns^  whereon  to  ^lean  his  breast" 

But  the  greatest  of  hk  triak,  as  well  as  triumphs, 
was  yet  to  come.  Tha  last  stage  of  this  painful, 
though  glorious,  course,  in  which  fresh  power  was, 
at  every  stop,  wrung  firom  out  his  soul,  was  that  at 
which  we  are  now  arrived,  his  marriage  aad  its  re- 
sults,—without  which,  dear  as  was  the  prioe  paid  by 
him  in  peace  and  character,  his  career  would  have 
baen  inoompleto,  and  the  world  still  left  in  ignorance 
of  the  full  compass  of  his  genius.  It  is  indeed  wor- 
thy of  remark,  that  it  was  not^till  his  domestic  cir- 
cumstances began  to  darken  around  him  that  hk 
fancy,  which  had  long  baen  idle,  again  rose  upon 
the  iring,— both  the  gioge  of  Corinth  and  Partaina 
having  been  produced  but  a  short  time  before  the 

«  In  one  of  his  letters  to  Mr.  Hunt,  he  declares  it  to  be 
Ms  own  opinion  that  *au  addldion  to  poetry  is  rery  gene- 
rally tlie  resakof  '  an  vneasy  mind  in  an  uneasy  body  ;* 
disease  sr  deformity,*  hs  adds,  *  hsra  been  the  attendants 
of  mMiy  of  oar  best.  Collins  mad— Chatterton,  /  think, 
mad— Cowper  mad— Pope  cro«A«d— Milton  bUn4,*8x.,&c. 

t  The  Deformed  Transformed. 
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How  eoofdont  he  was,  too,  that  Uie 
Unviofl  which  feUowad  was  Ae  true  elenieikt  of  hit 
mtdem  ■pint,  may  be  collected  from  sereiml  paa- 
aagei  of  his  letters  at  that  period,  in  one  of  whioh 
he  eren  mentions  that  his  health  had  become  all  the 
better  for  the  oooilict  i—^  It  is  odd,"  he  says,  ''but 
agitation  or  contest  of  any  kind  gires  a  rebound  to  my 
spirits,  and  sets  me  up  for  the  time." 

Thir buoyancy  it  was,~this  irrepressible  spring  of 
inind,— that  now  enabled  him  to  bear  up  not  only 
against  the  assaults  of  others,  but  what  was  still  more 
difBcidt,  against  hb  own  thoughts  and  feelings.  The 
master  of  aO  his  mental  resources,  to  which,  in  self- 
defence,  he  had  been  driven,  but  opened  to  him  the 
yet  undreamed  extent  and  capacity  of  his  powers, 
and  inspired  him  with  a  proud  confidence  that  he 
should  yet  shine  down  these  calumnious  mists,  con- 
Tert  censure  to  wonder,  and  oompd  eren  those  who 
could  not  approve  to  admire. 

The  route  which  he  now  took,  through  Fhmders 
and  by  the  Rhine,  is  best  traced  in  his  own  matchlffss 
verses,  which  leave  a  portion  of  their  glory  on  all  that 
they  touch,  and  lend  to  soenes,  already  dothed  with 
immcrtaUty  by  nature  and  by  history,  the  no  less 
durabfe  associations  of  undying  song.  On  his  leavmg 
Brussels,  an  incident  occurred  which  would  be  hardly 
worth  rdaling,  were  it  not  for  the  proof  it  afibrds  of 
the  malicious  aanduity  with  which  every  thing  to  his 
disadvantage -was  now  caught  up  and  dreulated  in 
England.  Mr.  Pryce  Gordon,  a  gentleman  who  ap- 
pears to  have  seen  a  good  deai  of  him  during  his 
short  stay  at  Brussels,  thus  relates  the  anecdote. 

**  Lord  Byron  travelled  in  a  huge  coach,  copied  from 
the  celebrated  one  of  Napoleon,  taken  at  Genappe, 
vrith  additions.  Besides  a  ^  d!r  rtpos,  it  contained  a 
a  Ubrary,plate.cbest,  and  every  apparatus  for  dining 
m  it.  It  was  not,  however,  found  sufficiently  capa- 
cious for  his  baggage  and  suite;  and  he  purchased  a 
caliche  at  Brusseb  for  his  servants.  It  broke  down 
going  to  Waterloo,  and  I  advised  him  to  return  it,  as 
it  seemed  to  be  a  crasy  machine ;  but  as  he  had 
made  a  deposit  of  forty  Napoleons  (certainly  double 
its  value),  the  honest  Fleming  would  not  consent  to 
restore  the  cash,  or  take  back  his  packing-case,  ex- 
cept under  a  forfeiture  of  thirty  Napoleons.  As  his 
fordship  was  to  set  out  the  following  day,  he  begged 
me  to  make  the  best  arrangement  I  could  in  the  af- 
fair. He  bad  no  sooner  taken  his  departure,  than 
the  worthy  «e//t«r  inserted  a  paragraph  in  The  Brus- 
sels Oracle,^  stating  *  that  the  noble  miior  Anglais 
had  absconded  with  his  eaUche,  value  1800  francs !' " 

Tn  the  Courier  of  Blay  13,  the  Brusseb  account  of 
this  transactbn  » thus  copied ': — 

''The  foUowing  is  an  extract  from  the  Dutch  Mail, 
dated  Brusseb,  May  8th.~In  the  Journal  de  Bel- 
gique,  of  thb  date,  b  a  petition  from  a  coachmaker  at 
Brusseb  to  the  president  of  the  Tribunal  de  Premiere 
Instance,  stating  that  he  has  soM  to  Lord  Byron  a 
carriage,  &e.  for  1883  francs,  of  which  he  has  re- 
ceived 847  francs,  but  that  hb  kMtiship,  who  b  going 
away  the  same  day,  refuses  to  pay  him  the  remain- 
ing 1036  francs;  he  begs  permission  to  seixe  the 
carriage,  &c.  Thb  being  granted,  be  put  it  into 
the  hands  of  a  proper  officer,  who  went  to  signify  the 
above  to  Lord  Byron,  and  vras  informed  by  the  bnd- 
bnl  of  the  hotel,  that  hb  brdship  was  gone  without 


I 


having  given  him  any  thing  to  pay  the  debt,  oa  wliich 
the  offiotf  seised  a  ohaiss  bekmging  to  hb  lorUip  SI 
saeurity  for  the  amount'' 

It  was  not  tin  the  beghming  of  the  foOowiogaoBth 
that  a  oontradietkm  of  thb  fobehood,  stating  the  resl 
eiroumstanoes  of  the  case,  as  above  rdaled,  wu 
communicated  to  the  Morning  Chronide,  b  a  letter 
from  Brusseb,  signed  **Piyce  L.  Gordon." 

Another  anecdote,  of  fur  more  interest,  has  beeo 
fumisbed  from  the  same  req>ectabb  source.  It  ap- 
pears that  the  two  first  sCanns  of  the  venes  relation 
to  Waterloo,  ''Stop,  for  thy  tread  b  on  an  empire't 
dust,"  *  were  written  at  Brusseb,  after  a  viat  to  that 
memorable  field,  and  transcribed  by  Lord  Byroo, 
next  morning,  in  an  album  befongmg  to  the  kdj  of 
the  gentleman  who  eommnhicates  the  anecdote. 

**  A  few  vreeks  after  he  had  vrritten  them  («yi  the 
rebter),  the  well-known  artbt,  R.  R.  ReiBBgle»  a 
friend  of  mine,  arrived  in  Brusseb,  when  I  bTited 
him  to  dine  whh  me  and  showed  him  the  liaei,  re^ 
questing  him  to  embelish  them  vrith  an  approtffiite 
vignette  to  the  following  passage: — 

Here  hb  iMt  flii^  the  hani^itr  esgte  iew, 
Then  tore,  with  bloody  beek.  the  flUsl  pUia; 
Pbrced  with  the  disfts  of  buided  natioiii  tkrooik. 
Aiiibitioa*s  Ufa,  and  laboon,  sD  were  vtin.— 
HeweMTs  the  afaattefd  links  of  the  weiMlbralDmclrii. 

Mr.  Reinagle  sketched  with  a  pencil  a  qpiiitedchaiDed 
eagle,  grasping  the  earth  vrith  hb  tabna. 

**  I  had  occasion  to  vrrite  to  hbbrdship,  sn^vo* 
tioned  having  got  thb  clever  artist  to  draw  a  vigsette 
to  hb  beautiful  lines,  and  the  hl)efty  hehadlskflibj 
altering  the  action  of  the  eagle.  In  reply  to  thia,  b 
wrote  to  me— *  Reinagb  b  a  better  poet  and  a  btttar 

ornithologist  than  I  am;  eagles,  and  all  birds  of  preYi 
attack  vrith  their  talons,  and  not  vrith  their  bcab,  aad 

I  have  altered  the  line  thus — 

'  Then  tore,  with  .bloody  talon,  the  rent  plaia. 

*Thb  b,  I  think,  a  better  line,  besides  its  psctkil 
justice.'  I  need  hardly  add,  when  I  coomnioieaied 
thb  flattering  compliment  to  the  painter,  that  he  mi 
highly  gratified." 

Fh>m  Brusseb  the  nobb  traveller  punned  !■ 
course  ahmg  the  Rhine,— a  line  of  road  which  be  bai 
strewed  over  vrith  all  the  riches  of  poesy ;  and,  afmiii 
at  Geneva,  took  up  hb  abode  at  the  wed-known  hotel, 
Steheron.  After  a  stayofafow  weeks  at  thiiphcr, 
he  removed  to  a  riUa,  m  the  neighbourhood,  csOed 
Diodati,  very  beautiMy  situated  on  the  bgh  bsib 
of  the  Lake,  vrhere  he  established  hb  readeAce  6f 
the  remainder  of  the  summer. 

I  shall  now  give  the  few  letters  in  my  poaaeniw 
written  by  him  at  thb  time,  and  then  sul^ob  to  then 
suchaneodotes  as  I  have  been  able  to  ooQect  rcbthe 
to  the  same  period. 

LETTER  CXrUJI. 

TO  MR.  MUBRAT. 

■  Oochy,  near  LKuanae,  Jane  Vth«  BK* 
''I  am  thus  for  (kept  by  stress  of  weather)  eaay 
vray  back  to  Diodati  (near  Geneva),  from  a  vofsge  in 

«Childe  Harold,  Canto  3,  stanxa  17. 
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^r  kit  rndmI  the  Lake ;  •od  I  cndoie  joa  a  fprig  of 
QUm'i  aeada  and  some  roee-leayet  firom  hii  garden, 
ilick,inthpartoflui  house,  I  hare  juat  seen.  You 
viiail  honoaimUe  mention,  in  his  Life,  made  of  this 
I  'acada,'  when  he  walked  out  oo  the  night  of  con- 
'ciidQihithiitoiy.  The  garden  and  JtmtSMrn&oiae, 
itoe  he  composed,  are  neglected,  and  the  last  utterly 
^cd;  hot  thej  still  show  it  as  his  *cabinet,'  and 
MBperfeetfy  airare  of  his  memoiy. 

**liy  route,  through  Flanders,  and  by  the  Rhine, 
nSviiialsod,  was  all  I  expected  and  more. 

"I  bars  tnTerMd  all  Rousseau's  ground  with  the 
HdbiKbefioreme,  aad  am  struck  to  a  degree  that  I 
cBBot  express  with  the  force  and  aocunu^  of  bis 
^MoplioBi,  and  the  beauty  of  their  reality.  Bleillerie, 
Chnaiiaod  Vefay,  and  the  Chateau  de  ChiUon,  are 
pkaof  whieh  I  shall  say  little,  because  all  I  could 
■7  art  iaO  short  of  the  impressions  they  stamp. 

"Usee  days  ago,  we  were  most  nearly  wrecked  in 
ispal  off  MetDttie,  and  driTen  to  shore.  I  ran  no 
nk,  bciagso  near  the  rocks,  and  a  good  swimmer; 
balovparty  were  wet,  and  iaeommoded  a  good  deaL 
TW  irisd  was  strong  enough  to  bk>w  down  some 
iniiSiwe  fcond  at  landing;  howerer,  all  is  righted 
isdr^  and  we  are  thus  ftir  on  our  return. 

*I^.  Pblidori  is  not  here,  but  at  Diodati,  left  be- 
Uiakoipilal  with  a  sprained  ankle,  which  he  ao- 
land  ia  twwMmg  from  a  wall — be  can't  jump. 

''I  U  be  ^ad  to  bear  you  are  well,  and  have 
Maied  kr  me  certain  behns  and  swords,  sent  from 
Witedoo,  which  I  rode  orer  with  pain  and  pleasure. 

*"!  bafe  ftniabed  a  third  Gaato  of  Childe  Harold 
(mmliu^  of  one  hundred  and  serenteen  stamas), 
Wet  (haa  either  of  the  two  former,  and  m  some 
pvts  it  Bay  be,  better;  but  of  course  on  that  I 
aast  determiBe.  I  shall  send  it  by  the  first  safe- 
Uiig  opportunity. 

"Eyer,  kcM 

LETTER  CCXLIII. 

TO  MB.  MUBRAY. 

«  Diodati,  nesr  Genera,  July  9A,  WW. 
"I  vnieto  you  a  few  weeks  ago,  and  Dr.  Polidori 
''^cd  jour  letter;  but  tbepacket  has  not  made  its 
Wnasee,  nor  the  epistle,  of  which  you  gave  notice 
<Ml  I  eodose  you  an  adTertisement^  *  which  was 
<*Viidbf  Dr.  Polidori,  and  which  appears  to  be  about 
^mu  isipudeot  imposition  that  erer  issued  from 
^nMvet  I  need  hard^  say  that  I  know  nothing 
of  ifl  tUi  trash,  nor  whence  it  may  spring,—'  Odes 
liSLBdean,'—*  Farewells  to  England,'  &c.  &c.— 
**il  f  it  eaa  be  disavowed,  or  is  worth  diaarowing, 
jn  hsfe  foK  authority  to  do  so.  I  never  wrote,  nor 
^'KmtA,  a  fine  oo  any  thing  of  the  kind,  any  more 
^  of  two  other  things  with  which  I  was  saddled — 
about  *  Gaul/ and  another  about '  Mrs.  La 


*  ntMlovisff  wss  the  adrertiseBMBt  enclosed  : 

*  NesiQjr  printed  and  hoi-pressed.  Si.  Od. 
'IsidBfToa*!  FSicwell  to  Eaclsnd.  wKh  Three  other 
!*«MMeto  84.  Helens,  to  My  Dsngfater  on  her  Bbth- 
*y.«a4Tolhe  Lily  of  Frmnce. 

'Pristedby  f.  Johnttmi,  Chespstde,  335;  (hUbcd.  9. 
I -*The  above  benttHU  Poemi  wm he  resd  with  the  most 
;"<l7lal««gt.MttisprebsblefheywiUhethe  leit  of  the 
t**^^  Oat  wiO  appear  ia  England.* 


Valette;' and  as  to  the 'Lily  of  Fraaoe/ 1  sboold  as 
soon  think  of  celebrating  a  turnip.  ' On  the  morning 
of  my  daughter's  birth,'  I  had  other  things  to  think  of 
than  verses ;  and  shoidd  never  have  dreamed  of  suoh 
an  invention,  till  Mr.  Johnston  and  his  pamphlet's 
advertisement  broke  in  upon  me  with  a  new  light  on 
the  crafts  and  subtleties  of  the  demon  of  printings— or 
rather  publishing. 

^I  did  hope  that  some  succeeding  lie  would  have 
superseded  the  thousand  and  one  which  were  ac- 
cumulated during  last  winter.  I  can  forgive  whatever 
may  be  said  of  or  against  me,  but  not  what  they  make 
mesayorsingformysdf.  It  is  enough  to  answer  for 
what  I  have  written;  but  it  were  too  much  for  Job 
himself  to  bear  what  one  has  not  I  suspect  that 
when  the  Arab  Patriarch  wished  that  his  'enemy  had 
written  a  book,'  he  did  not  anticipate  his  own  name 
on  the  title-page.  I  feel  quite  as  much  bored  with 
this  foolery  as  it  deserves,  and  more  than  I  should  be 
if  I  had  not  a  headache. 

**  Of  Glenarvon,  Madame  de  Stael  toki  me  (ten 
days  ago,  at  Copet)  marveOous  and  grievous  things ; 
but  I  have  seen  nothing  of  it  but  the  motto,  which 
pnomises  amiably  *for  us  and  for  our  tragedy.'  If 
such  be  the  posy,  what  should  the  ring  be?— *a 
name  to  all  succeeding,'^  &c.  The  generous  mo- 
ment selected  for  the  publication  is  probably  its 
kindest  accompaniment,  and— 4ruth  to  say — the  time 
was  well  chosen.  I  have  not  even  a  guess  at  the 
contents,  except  from  the  vei7  vague  accounts  I 
have  beard. 

«>       «       •       «       *       « 

*<I  ought  to  he  ashamed  of  the  egotism  of  this 
letter.  It  is  not  my  fiault  altogether,  and  I  shall  be 
but  too  happy  to  drop  the  subject  when  others  wiH 
allow  me. 

**  I  am  in  tolerable  plight,  a^d  inmy  last  letter  told 
you  what  I  had  done  in  the  way  of  all  rhyme.  1 
trust  that  you  prosper,  and  that  your  authors  are  in 
good  condition.  I  shcold  suppose  your  stud  has  re- 
ceived some  increase  by  what  I  hear.  Bertram  must 
be  a  good  horse;  does  he  run  next  meeting!  I  hope 
you  win  beat  the  Row. 

"Yours  always,  fcc" 

LETTER  CCXLIV. 

TO  MR  ROOERS. 

Diodati,  near  Geneva,  July  »th.  1816. 
''Do  you  recollect  a  book,  Blathieson's  Letters, 
which  you  lent  me,  which  I  have  still,  and  yet  hope 
to  return  to  your  library  ?  Well,  I  have  encounterad 
at  Copet  and  elsewhere  Gray's  oorrespondent,  that 
same  Boostetten,  to  whom  I  lent  the  translation  of 
his  correspondent's  epistles  for  a  few  days ;  but  all 
he  could  remember  of  Gray  amounts  to  Uitle,  exoept 
that  he  was  the  most  'melancholy  and  gentleman- 
like' of  all  possible  poets.  Bonstetten  himself  is  a 
fine  and  very  lively  old  man,  and  much  esteemed  by 
his  compatriots ;  he  is  also  a  littiraiemr  of  good 
repute,  and  all  his  friends  have  a  mania  of  address- 

'*  The  SMtto  is— 

"  He  left  a  Qune  to  aU  tacceedloff  ttnrt, 
Unk'd  iritti  one  Tfrtoe  and  a  tbovaod 
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ing  to  him  Yohtnitt  df  letten— Bllattiieaoa,  M uOer  Ae 
hiBtorian,  &o.  kc.  He  is  a  good  deal  at  Copet, 
where  I  hare  met  him  a  few  times.  All  there  are 
well,  except  Rocca,  who,  I  am  sony  to  say,  looks 
in  a  Tery  Inul  state  of  health.  Schlegd  is  in  high 
force,  and  Madame  as  brilliant  as  ever. 

''I  came  here  by  the  Netherlands  and  the  Rhine 
route,  and  Basle,  Berne,  Morat,  and  Lansanne.  I 
hare  drcumnaTigated  the  Lake,  and  go  to  Chamouni 
with  the  first  fair  weather;  but  really  we  hare  had 
kitely  such  stupid  mists,  fogs,  and  perpetual  density, 
that  one  would  think  Casflereagh  haid  the  Foreign 
Affiurs  of  the  kingdom  of  Heaven  also  on  his  hands. 
I  need  say  nothing  to  you  of  these  parts,  yon  having 
traversed  them  already.  I  do  not  think  of  Italy  be- 
fore September.  I  have  read  Glenarvon,  and  have 
also  seen  Ben.  Constant's  Addphe,  and  his  pre&ce, 
denying  the  real  people.  It  is  a  vrork  which  leaves 
an  unpleasant  impression,  but  very  consistent  with 
the  consequences  of  not  being  in  love,  which  is  per- 
haps as  disagreeable  as  any  thing,  except  being  so. 
I  doubt,  however,  whether  all  such  Hetu  (as  he  cafls 
them|  terminate  so  vrretchedly  as  his  hero  and  he- 
roines. 

**  There  is  a  third  Canto  (a  longer  than  either  of 
the  former)  of  Childe  Harold  finished,  and  some 
smaller  thizigs, — among  them  a  story  on  the  Chateau 
de  Chillon;  I  on]y  wait  a  good  opportunity  to  trans* 
mit  them  to  the  grand  Murray,  who,  I  hope,  flour- 
ishes. Where  is  Moore  ?  Why  is  he  not  out  f  My 
love  to  him,  and  my  perfeet  consideration  and  re- 
membranoes  to  all,  particularly  to  Lord  and  Lady 
Holland,  and  to  your  Duchess  of  Somerset 

**Ever,&c 

''P.S.  I  send  you  a  fae  gtmiU,  a  note  of  Bon- 
8tctten*8,  thinking  you  might  like  to  see  the  hand  of 
Gray's  correspondent.'' 

LETTER   CCXLV. 

TO  MR  mUUIAY. 

«IModfttl.  Sept.  SPCb,  1816. 

^  I  am  very  nrach  flattered  by  Mr  Gifibrd's  good 
opinion  of  the  MSS.,  and  shall  be  stiD  more  so,  if  it 
answers  your  expectations  and  justifies  his  kindness. 
I  liked  it  myself,  but  that  must  go  for  nothing.  The 
feelings  with  which  most  of  it  was  written  need  not 
be  envied  me.  With  regard  to  the  price,  /  fixed 
none,  but  left  it  to  Mr  Kimmird,  Mr  Shelley,  and 
yourself,  to  arrange.  Of  oourse^  they  would  do  their 
best ;  and  as  to  yourself,  I  knew  you  would  make  no 
difficulties.  But  I  agree  with  Mr  Kinnaird  perfectly, 
that  the  concluding  fiv€  hundred  should  b^  only 
eondiiional;  and  for  my  own  sake,  I  wish  it  to  be 
added,  only  in  case  of  your  selling  a  certain  number, 
thai  number  to  be  fixed  by  yourself,  I  hope  this 
is  fair.  In  every  thing  of  this  kind  there  must  be 
risk;  and  tifi  that  be  past,  in  one  vray  or  the  other, 
I  wonld  not  willingly  add  to  it,  particularly  in  times 
like  the  present.  And  pray  always  recollect  that 
nothing  aoukl  mortify  me  more — no  faflure  on  my 
own  part — than  having  made  you  tose  by  any  pur- 
chase from  me. 

**  The  Monody*  was  written  by  request  of  Bfr  Rin- 

*  AlloMdyoBttaedeaChor8heridan,wlilefawasflp6keB 
at  Drury-lane  theatre. 


naird  for  the  theaCM.  IdfdaiwteBasIooiikl;  bnt 
where  I  have  not  my  choice,  I  pretend  to  answer  for 
nothing.  Mr.  Hobhouse  and  myself  an  JuBtretnraed 
from  a  journey  of  lakes  and  mountains.  We  hare 
been  to  the  Orinddwald,  and  the  Jugfran,  and 
steod  on  the  summit  of  the  Wengen  Alp;  and  tees 
torrents  of  nine  hundred  feet  in  Hafl,  and  ghderiflf 
d!  (fimensions;  we  have  beard  diepberds'  pq>ei,  and 
avalanches,  and  kx)ked  on  the  chmds  foaniiDg  up 
from  the  valleys  bebw  ua,  like  the  spmy  of  theoceaa 
of  hell.  Chamouni,  and  that  whidi  itinherifi,  ve 
saw  a  month  ago ;  but,  though  Mont  Blanoii  higfaer, 
it  is  not  equal  in  wildaess  to  the  Jttngfbn,  Ae 
Eighers,  tbe  Shreekhom,  and  the  Boee  Gbdeia 

''We  set  oflP  for  lealjr  next  week.  Tlw  wad  ii 
wickitt  this  month  infaited  vrith  baaditB,  bat  we  mat 
take  our  ehanee  and  s«ch  preeautiotti  0  an  r»> 
quisite. 

"Ever,  wfc 

**  R8.  Afy  best  remembmoes  to  Mr.  ^itkti. 
Pray  say  all  that  can  be  said  from  me  to  him. 

''I  am  sony  that  BAr Mattuin  did  not  Kbe PfaiilM' 
pietore.  I  thought  it  was  reckoned  a  good  eae.  If 
he  had  made  the  speech  on  the  orignial,  perkapska 
would  have  been  more  readily  fbr^ven  hf  As  pr»-  j 
prielor  and  ihe  painter  of  dkepoMrait   *   *  *." 

LETTER  CCXLVL 

TO  IB  MIIRRAY. 

•Diodatl,  Sept,aift,»l. 
^I  answered' your  obliging  letters  ycstcniay:  \»-\ 
day  the  Bfonody  arrived  with  i(a  tUU-f^9^  ^^  K 
I  presume,  a  aepaiato  puhiicatiMi.    *Thereqncitot 
a  friend:'— 

*  OUIced  by  kanger  and  request  of  Meads.* 

I  vrin  request  you  to  expunge  that  same,  nalen  70a  j 
please  to  add,  'by  a  person  of  quality,' or  'cf  vit 
and  honour  about  town.'  Merely  say,  *  written  to  be 
spoken  at  Drury-lane.'  To-morrow  I  dine  at  Copet 
Saturday  I  strike  tents  fbr  Ita^.  Tliis  evening,  « 
the  kke  in  my  boat  vritb  Mr  HobhottK,  tte  pole 
which  sustains  tbe  mainsafl  slipped  in  tackiiVt  ^ 
struck  me  so  violently  on  one  of  ray  legy  (Am  went^ 
luckily)  as  to  make  me  do  a  fooJish  thkf,  via.  to 
faint— eL  downright  swoon;  the  thing  aHOt  h*]^ 
jarred  some  nerve  or  other,  fbr  the  booe  ii**  ■* 
jured,  and  hardb^  painfol  (it  ia  six  hoars  siaos),  od 
cost  Mr  Hobhouse  some  apprebenaon  and  mack 
sprinkling  of  water  to  recover  me.  the  stsiiiint 
vras  a  very  odd  one:  I  never  bad  but  two  «ucfc  Iw 
fore,  once  from  a  cot  on  the  head  froai  a  iftK, 
several  yean  ago,  and  once  (long  ago  also)  in  CiiM 
into  a  great  wreath  of  snow; — a  sort  of  gmy  9^ 
nesifrst,  then  notfaingiwaB^  and  a  total  1ms  of  a^ 
mory  on  beginnmg  to  recover.  The  last  part  ii  ^ 
disagreeable,  if  one  did  not  fhd  it  again. 

«« You  want  the  orignialBraS;  Mr.  DiVio*  ^ 
the  flfst  fkir  copy  in  my  owto  hmd,  aid  I  hiin  ^ 
rough  ooropositSon  here,  and  vrfll  said  or  scie  if  ^ 
you,  since  you  wish  it. 

**  With  regard  to  your  new  literary  projeet,  if  •>! 
thing  fUls  in  tbtwiQr  which  will,  to  the  best  of  v^ 
ityou,  I  friaaendyOTwhatlcu.   At 
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IRKKlimitt  lay  by  a  little,  harinx  preUj  well  ex- 
hnlfld  Bjidf  ia  what  I  hare  sent  you.  Italy  or 
OdMlk  aod  aootbar  tunpiier  may,  or  may  not,  set 
Be  of  a^.  I  have  do  plans,  and  am  nearly  as  in- 
ifacBt  whit  may  oomeas  where  I  go.  I  shall  take 
hkk  Hemans'  Bestoratioa,  &c.  with  me;  it  i«  a 
food  pNB    f cry. 

IViy  repeat  ny  best  thanks  and  remembrances 
to  Mr.  Oiftrd,  for  all  his  trouble  and  good-nature 
tomns  wt. 

Do  BOt  hacf  roe  laid  up,  from  the  beginning  of 
tb  MnwL  I  tell  you  the  acddent  for  want  of  bet- 
l9  to  ny ;  but  it  is  over,  and  I  am  only  wondering 
whiihe  deooe  was  tl«  matter  with  me. 

''fluiTe  latdy  been  orer  all  the  Bernese  Alps  and 
tbeir  kkcs.  I  think  many  of  the  scenes  (soihe  of 
vUck  were  not  those  usually  frequented  by  the 
E^)  finer  than  Cbamouni,  which  I  visited  some 
tine  before.  I  have  been  to  Ctarens  again,  and 
crHRd  the  nomitains  behind  it :  of  this  tour  I  kept 
&  ihoit  journal  for  my  sister,  which  I  sent  yesterday 
a  (hfee  letters.  It  is  not  aN  for  perusal ;  but  if  you 
tike  to  bear  about  the  romantic  part*  she  will,  I  dare 
■y.ibow  ymt  what  touches  upon  the  rocki,  &c 

''Oniabel^I  won't  hate  any  sneer  at  Cbrista- 
bd:  it  if  a  fine  w3d  poem. 

«       *       «       #       « 

"UMlsBe  de  Stael  wishes  to  see  the  Antiquary, 
■ad  lam  going  to  lake  it  to  h^r  to-morrow.  She  has 
■•de  Copet  as  agreeable  as  society  and  talent  can 

"■keaay  place  en  earth. 

•Yours  eirer, 

Pns  the  joaraal  mentioned  in  the  foregoing- letter, 
I  ui  oabled  to  give  the  following  extracts. 

EKTOACTS  FROM  A  JOURNAL. 

«S«ptember]Mh,  iei6. 
^'Yoterday,  September  17th,  1  set  out  with  Mr 
HobboiMe  on  an  excursion  of  some  days  to  the 


•September  17th..  ^ 
"BoKatfive;  left  Diodati  about  seveo,  in  one 
of  Ae eosBtry  carriages  (a  char-a-banc),  our  servants 
to  boneback.  Weather  very  fine;  the  lake  cahn 
■*d  eiear;  Mont  Blanc  and  the  Aiguille  of  Argen- 
^fft  bodi  very  distinct;  the  borders  of  the  lake 
^cofitfaL    Reached  Lailsanne  before  sunset ;  stop* 

M  aadile^at .    Went  to  bed  at  nine;  slept 

dfiveo'doek. 

■September  18th. 

"Caledhr  my  courier;  got  up.  Hobhouse  walked 

to  before.    A  miU  from  Lausanne,  the  road  over- 

'^  h|  the  bke ;  got  on  horseback  and  rode  till 

totbia  a  nae^  Vevay.    The  colt  young,  but  went 

^  wcH.   Overtook  Uobhonse,  and  resumed  the 

^vnage,  which    is    an    open    one.     Stopped  at 

"tray  two  hoars  (the  second  time  I  had  visited  it) ; 

^U»d  to  the  church ;  view  from  the  churchyard 

I  topcrb;  within  it  General  Ludbw  (the  regicide's) 

■•■toen!--bku!k  marble— long  inscription— Latin, 

1  "ttnaple ;  be  was  an  exile  two-and-  thirty  ye«r»— one 

j  *f  King  CSiarlei's  |udges.   Near  him  Broughton  (who 

I  Rsd  King  Charles's  sentence  to  Charles  Stuart)  is 


buried,  with  a  queer  and  rather  canting,  but  still  a 
republican,  inscription.  Ludlow's  house  shown ;  it 
retains  still  its  inscription — *  Omne  solum  fprtipatria.' 
Walked  down  to  the  kke  Bide ;  servants,  carriage, 
saddle-horses— all  set  off  and  left  us  plantks  Id,  by 
some  mistake,  and  we  walked  on  after  them  towards 
Clarens ;  Hobhouse  ran  on  before,  and  overtook  them 
at  kst.  Arrived  the  second  time  (first  time  was  by 
water)  at  CSarens.  Went  to  ChHlon  through  scenery 
worthy  of  I  know  not  whom ;  went  over  the  Castle 
of  Chillon  again.  On  our  return  met  an  EngliKh 
party  in  a  carriage;  a  kidy  in  it  fast  asleep— fast 
asleep  in  the  most  anti-narcotic  spot  in  the  world — 
excellent  1  I  remember  at  Chamouoi,  in  the  very 
eyes  of  Mont  Blanc,  bearing  another  woman,  Engliith 
also,  exclaim  to  her  party,  *  Did  you  ever  see  any 
thii^  more  rural  ?*^aa  if  it  was  Highgale,  or  Ham- 
stead,  or  Brompton,  or  Hayes — *  Ruial !'  quotha  ?— 
Rocks,  pines,  torrents,  glaciers,  clouds,  and  sumniilii 
of  eternal  snow  far  above  them — and  '  rural !' 

**  After  a  sKght  and  short  dinner  we  visited  the 
Ch&teau  de  Ckurens ;  an  Engltshwoman  has  rented 
it  recently  (it  was  not  let  when  I  saw  it  first) ;  tlie 
roses  are  gone  with  their  summer;  the  family  out, 
but  the  servants  desired  us  to  walk  over  the  inferior 
of  the  mansion.  Saw  on  the  table  of  the  saloon 
BUir's  Sermons  and  somebody  else  (I  forget  who's) 
sermons,  aod  a  set  of  noisy  children.  Saw  all  worth 
seeing,  and  then  descended  to  the  *  Bosquet  de  Julie,' 
&c.  &c.;  our  guide  full  of  Rousseau,  whom  he  is 
etermdly  confounding  with  St.  Preux,  and  mixing  the 
man  and  the  book.  Went  again  as  far  as  Chillon,  to 
rcTisit  the  little  torrent  from  the  hill  bcihind  it.  Sun- 
set reflected  in  the  lake.  Have  to  get  up  at  five  to- 
morrow to  cross  the  mountains  on  horseback ;  car- 
riage to  be  sent  round ;  lodged  at  my  old  cottage — 
hospitable  and  comfortable ;  tired  with  a  loogish  ride 
on  the  coll,  and  the  subsequent  jolting  of  the  char  &- 
banc,  and  my  scramble  in  the  hot  sun.    . 

''Mem.  The  corporal  who  showed  the  wonders 
of  Chillon  was  as  drunk  as  Blucher,  and  (to  my 
mind)  m  great  a  man;  he  was  deaf  also,  and  think- 
ing every  one  else  so,  roared  out  the  l^ends  of  the 
castle  so  fearfully  thatH.  gotoutofhumoift'.— How- 
ever, we  saw  things  from  the  gallows  to  the  dungeons 
(the />o/ence  and  the  cachots),  and  returned  to  Cla- 
rens with  more  freedom  than  bekmged  to  the  fifteenth 
century. 

•September  19th. 

''Rose  at  five.  Crossed  the  mountains  to  Mont- 
bo  von  on  horseback,  and  on  mules,  and,  by  dint  of 
scrambling,  on  foot  also;  the  whole  route  beautiful 
as  a  dream,  and  now  to  me  almost  as  indistinct.  T 
am  so  tired; — for  though  healthy,  1  have  not  the 
strength  I  possessed  but  a  few  years  ago.  At  Mont- 
bovon  we  breakfiisted ;  afterwards,  on  a  steep  ascent, 
dismounted ;  tumbled  down ;  cutm  finger  open ;  the 
baggage  aho  got  loose  and  fell  down  a  ravine,  till 
stopped  by  a  kirge  tree ;  recovered  baggage ;  horse 
tired  and  drooping;  mounted  mule.  At  the  approach 
of  the  summit  of  Dent  Jument^  dismounted  again 
with  Hobhouse  and  all  the  party.  Arrived  at  a  lake 
in  the  very  bosom  of  the  mountains;  left  our  quadru- 
peds with  a  shepherd,  and  ascended  farther ;  came 


*  Dent  de  Jaman. 
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to  some  gnow  in  patches,  upon  'w)iic!i  my  forehead's 
penpiratkm  fell  like  rain,  making  the  sane  dints  9 
in  a  siere ;  the  chill  of  the  wind  and  the  snow  turned 
me  giddy,  but  I  scrambled  on  and  upwards.  Hob- 
hoose  went  to  the  highest  pinnacle ;  I  did  not,  but 
paused  within  a  few  yards  (at  an  opening  of  the  cMy 
In  coming  down,  the  guide  tumbled  three  times ;  I 
fell  a  laughmg,  and  tumbled  too— the  descent  luckily 
soft,  though  steep  and  slippery ;  Hobhouse  also  fctt; 
but  nobody  hurt.  The  whole  of  the  mountains  su- 
perb. A  shepherd  on  a  rery  steep  and  high  olifF 
playing  upon  his  pipe;  very  different  from  Arcadia, 
where  I  saw  the  pastors  with  a  long  musket  instead 
of  a  erook,  and  pistols  in  their  girdles.  Our  Swiss 
shepherd's  pipe  was  sweet,  and  his  tune  agreeAble. 
I  nw  a  cow  strayed ;  am  told  that  they  often  break 
their  necks  on  and  OTer  the  crags.  Descended  to 
MontboTon ;  pret^  scraggy  TObge,  with  a  wfld  river 
and  a  wooden  bridge.  Hobhouse  went  to  fish — caught 
one.  Our  carriage  not  come ;  onr  horses,  mules,  &e. 
knocked  up  ;  ourself  es  fatigued ;  buf  so  much  the 
better— I  shall  sleeps 

**  Hie  new  from  the  highest  points  of  to^laj's  jour- 
ney comprised  on  one  side  the  grofttcst  part  of  Lake 
Leman ;  on  the  other,  the  Talleys  and  mountain  df 
the  Canton  of  FViboHrg,  and  an  unmsose  plahi,  with 
the  lakes  of  Neucfaatel  and  Morat,  and  all  which  the 
borders  of  the  Lake  of  GeneTa  inherit ;  we  had  both 
sides  of  the  Jura  before  us  in  one  pobt  of  view,  with 
Alps  in  plenty.  In  passing  a  ra? ine,  the  guide  re- 
commended strenuously  a  quickening  of  paee,  cs  the 
stones  fall  with  great  rapidity  and  occasional  damage; 
the  adrice  is  excellelit,  but,  like  most  good  advice^ 
impracticable,  the  road  being  so  rough  tliat  nelrtier 
mules,  nor  mankind,  nor  horses,  can  make  any  vio- 
lent progress.  Passed  without  fractures  or  menace 
thereof. 

**  The  musio  of  th'e  cows'  bells  (for  their  wealtht 
like  the  patriarchs',  is  cattle)  in  the  pastures,  which 
reach  to  a  height  far  above  any  mountains  in  Britain, 
and  the  shepherds  shouting  to  us  from  eragto.crag, 
and  flaying  on  their  reeds  idiere  the  steeps  appeared 
ahnost  inaccessible,  with  the  surrounding  scenery, 
realized  all  that  I  have  ever  heard  or  imagined  of  a 
pastoral  existence : — much  more  so  than  Greece  or 
Asia  Minor,  for  there  we  are  a  little  too  much  of  the 
sabre  and  mu^tet  order,  and  if  there  is  a  crook  in  one 
hand,  you  are  sure  to  see  a  gun  in  the  other :— but 
this  was  pure  and  unmixed— solitary,  savage,  and 
patriarchal.  As  we  went,  they  pUyed  the  *  Rans 
des  Vacbes'  and  other  airs,  by  way  of  farewell.  I 
have  lately  repeopled  my  mind  with  nature. 

•  September  asth. 
*<  Up  at  six ;  off  at  eight.  The  whole  of  this  day's 
journey  at  an  average  of  between  from  9700  to  3(M)0 
feet  above  the  level  of  the  sea.  This  talley,  the 
longest,  narrowest,  and  considered  the  finest  of  the 
Alps,  little  traversed  by  travellers.  Sow  the  bridge 
of  La  Roche.  Tlie  bed  of  the  river  very  low  and  deep, 
between  immense  rocks,  and  rapid  as  anger ;— a  man 
and  mule  said  to  have  tumbled  over  without  daomge. 
The  people  looked  free,  and  happy,  and  ricA  (which 
last  implies  neither  of  the  former) ;  the  cows  superb  i 
a  bull  neariy  leapt  into  the  obar-4-bano— *  agreeable 
companion  in  a  postchaise;' goats  and  sheep  veiy 
Ihriving.    A  mountain  with  enormous  glaciers  to  the 


right— die  RKtKgerberg ;  farther  on,  theHoekthora— 
•niee  names— so  softi — Stochhom,  I  believe,  veiy 
bfty  and  sciaggy,  |Atched  with  snow  only;  no  gb- 
oiers  on  it,  but  eome  good  epaulettes  of  okmds. 

**  Pi^ssed  |he  boundaries,  out  of  Vaud  and  iolo 
Berne  eaBloD;PiMBch  exchanged  Jbr  faadGenasa; 
the  district  famous  for  cheese,  liberty,  property,  ssd 
-no  taxes.  Hobhouse  went  to  fish— caufffat  none. 
StroUed  to  the  river ;  saw  boy  9jA  kid|  kid  tDQoved 
him  like  a  dog^  kid  covhl  not  get  over  a  fcnes,  uA 
bleated  piteously ;  tried  myself  to  help  kid,  hutnesdy 
overset  both  sdf  and  kid  into  the  river.  Armed 
here  about  six  in  the  evening.  Nine  o'doek— fsisg 
to  bed;  not  tired  to-da#,  but^bope  to  sleep,  aercr- 


•SeptesiNrSM. 
'^Offeariy.    The  valky  of  SimmeBtfaal ss bcfbrr. 
Entrance  to  the  pbia  of  Thoun  very  nacrow ;  bt^ 
rocks,  wooded  to  the  top;  river;  new  nountftios, 
with  fine  glaciers.    Lake  of  Thoon;  exiearive  phis 
with  a  girdle  of  Alps.    Walked  down  to  theChaieso 
de  SehadlMi ;  view  along  the  lake;  cross^  the  rirer 
in  a  boat  rowed  by  women.    Th<wn  a  very  preUy 
town.    The  whole  day's  journey  Alpine  and  pnwi 
•Septeiiberm 
**  Left  Thoun  in  a  boat,  which  carried  m  the 
length  of  the  lake  m  three  hours.    The  bkesnsU; 
but  the  banks  fine.   Rocks  down  to  the  water*!  edge. 
Uinded  atNewhause;  passed  Interlaohcn;  entered 
upon  a  range  o€  scenes  beyond  all  descriptioo,  or 
previous  conception.    Passed  a'  sod( ;  iosciipdoo— 
two  brothers^'^one  murdered  the  other ;  just  the  place 
for  it.  After  a  variety  of  windings  came  to  so  eBo^ 
mous  rock.    Arrived  at  the  foot  ,of  the  mouottis  (ibe 
Jungfrau,  that  is,  the  Maiden)';  glaciers;  torrents; 
oae  of  these  torrents  xms  hundred  feet  in  hci^bt  of 
visible  descent.    Lodged  at  the  curate's.    Set  oat  to 
see  the  valley ;  heaid  an  avalanche  Cdl,  like  thnoder ; 
gladen  enormous ;  storm  came  on,  thunder,  liste- 
ning, hail ;  all  in  perfection,  and  beautifoL    1  wai 
on  horseback ;  gmde  wanted  to  carry  my  cane;!  «si 
going  to  give  it  him,  when  I  cecoUected  that  it  was 
a  sword-stick,  aod  I  thought  the  lightning  mifht  be 
attracted  towards  him ;  kept  it  myself;  a  good  deil 
encumbered  with  it,  as  it  was  too  heavy  fiir  a  wliipi 
and  the  horse  vras  stupid,  and  stood  with  eflq  olfter 
peal.    Got  in,  not  veiy  wet,  the  doak  being  tkoA. 
Hobhouse  wet  through ;  Hdbhouse  took  refuge  if 
cottage;  sent  man,  umbreDa,  and  ck>ak(froBi  fks 
curate's  when  I  arrived)  after  him.    SwiM  oorete^ 
bouse  very  good  indecMl— much  better  dtas  wxA 
English  vicarages.    It  is  immediately  opposite  thsi 
torrent  I  q)oke  of.  The  torrent  is  ia  shape  curviogoftf 
the  rock.  Hke  the  tailoim,  white  horse  streaoiiflgii 
the  wind,  such  as  it  might  be  opnoeived  would  ht| 
that  of  the  *  pale  h<»se '  oa  vrhich  Death  is  msttst^ 
in  tho  Apocalypse.*     It  is  nether  mist  ndr  water, 

«ItUiaterei(hi«  to  observe  the  om  to  which  be  iAa^ 
wards  converted  these  hatty  mesiorandiUBS  in  hit  nAUse 
drama  of  Manlred.  • 

« It  is  DOC  noon— (h«  ranliow**  rsys  •till  srch 
The  torrttot  with  the  MMf  Hum  of  be«vra« 
*      And  roll  the  aheeiedalhrerSwaifiarootau 
O'er  the  ctk**  hw<h»g  perpendtaiUar, 
And  fliDir  Ito  line*  of  foudag  Ufht  alonr. 
And  to  •md/ro,  Uk»  thtpmU  eomnerU  tmil, 
TkeCbml  ttetd,  to  h*  bmtr*4e kg  Dttth, 
JstMimtkt  Aptcalfpm.** 
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te  a  aonelliiqf  betweea  both ;  its  iinmenie  he^ht 
(ue  kuodred  feet)  gires  it  a  wave  or  cunre,  a  gpread- 
i^  kre,  or  coodenaatioa  there,  wonderful  and 
idaeribable.  I  think,  upon  the  whole,  that  this  daj 
hi  lieen  better  than  aoj  of  this  pr^nt  excursion* 

,  'Septoniber  13d. 
**  Before  isceiidiii^  the  mountain,  went  to  the  toc- 
rait(feTen  in  the  morning) again ;  the  sun  upon  it, 
hn^  a  rainbow  of  the  lower  part  of  all  ooloun, 
tapasopelly  purple  and  gold;  the  bow  moving  as 
I  ijmwon;  I nerer saw ttof  thing  Uke  this ;  it  is  only 
athenDshiDe.  Ascended  the  Wcngen  mountain;  at 
MOi  Racked  a  Taflejr  on  the  summit ;  left  the  horses, 
iHk  off  tty  coat,  and  went  to  the  summit,  sefeti 
Aoanod  feet  (English  feeC)Aboxe  tiie  le? el  of  the  tea, 
aad  tboM  fire  thousaod  above  the  TaOey  we  left  in 
tbi«niD^.  On  one  side,  our  view  comprised  the 
ipsfiau,  with  all  ber  gkeiers;  then  the  Dent 
'Ai|ml,  ihinip^  Ifte  truth ;  then  the  Little  Giant 
{<helUeiKEighef);aad  the  Great  Giant<the  Gsosse 
figlMr),  and  last,  not  least,  the  W«fterhoni.  The 
y^  of  the  Jnngfnu  is  13,000  feet  abot«  tb«  sea, 
1I,N0  above  the  val^y :  she  is  the  highest  of  this 
nap.  fifesrd  the  avaJanohes  fatting  evety  five  mi- 
wHa^tmAj.  Prom  whence  we  stood,  on  the  Wengen 
iijp,  we  Ind  aB  these  in  view  on  one  side ;  on  the 
oAcr,  tite  elouds  rose  from  the  opposite  raDey,  curl- 
H  op  pefpeadioafair  precipices  Kfee  the  loam  of  the 
nan  of  beD,  during  a  spring  tide^it  was  white* 
isdiolpbttiy,  aad  immeasurably  deep  in  appear- 
■aee.*  The  side  we  ascended  was  (oif  course)  not 
^apna^tow  a  nature;  but  on  arriYing  at  the 
"■■it,  we  looked  down  upon  the  other  side  upon 
I  boiMkig  sea  of  cloud,  dai^hing  against  the  crags  on 
■M  we  itood  (these  crags  on  one  side  quite  per- 
Pofrajar).  Staid  a  quarter  o(  an  hour;  begun  to 
^■Ksd;  quite  dear  from  cloud  on  that  side  df  the 
maiaiB.  In  passing  the  mibses  of  snow,  I  made  a 
■mbaH  and  pelted  Hobhoose  with  it. 
*'Gocdown  to. our  horses  again;  eat  something; 
''■outod;  heard  the  afalanches  stfll;  came  to  a 
*M;  Hobhoose  dismounted  to  get  over  well;  I 
^  topasBiy  horse  over ;  the  horse  sunji  up  to  the 
^  *ado(  course  he  and  I  were  in  the  mud  toge* 
^i  bcswed,  but  not  hurt;  kughed,'and  rode  on. 
^''i'oljtAeGriaddwald;  dimed,  mounted  again, 
•siwle  lo  the  higher  gbicier — like  a  frogen  hurri- 
^'^t  8larttght,  bevutiful,  but  a  devil  of  a  path ! 
^^  Bad,  got  safe  in;  a  little  lightning,  but  the 
vUeof  die  day  as  fine  m  point  of  weather  as  the 
^OB  wbieh  Paradise  was  made.  Passed  w^U 
«Mdr  of  fcitkered  pines,  idl  withered;  trunks 
Gripped  and  barkless,  brandies  Jifdess;  done  by  a 

^''TeflMfaHcAct^D^Km  a  breath  draws  down 

Ia  Braotaiiioiis  o'erwhelming*  coara  Md  cmah  me  f 

Ihear^t  momently  above ^  betuatA, 

Crask  wMA  a/reguenl  coti/Uot, 

»  *  *  •  « 

"  Tit  wutU  boQ  up  aroand  the  glacieri ;  elouds 
^  eMrHM0  test  beaeatb  woe,  while  and  salplmryi 
like  foam  from  the  rouud  ocettm  of  deep  hiil!" 
Manfred, 

t  **  O'er  the  savage  sea. 

The  glaisf  ocean  of  the  monatain  ice. 
We  ekim  ita  nigged  Inreafcera,  which  put  on 
lie  aspect  of  a  inmblidg  tempuVs  foam, 
Avaea  M  a  Moai<n(."  I^"'. 


single  winter,*  — their  appearance  reminded  me  of 
me  and  my  family. 

•flSptemberSith. 
**8et  off  at  seven;  up  a(  five.  Passed  the  black  ^ 
gbidtr,  the  mountain  Wetterhom  on  the  right; 
crossed  the  Scheideck  mountain ;  came  to  the  i2o<e 
gkider,  said  to  be  the  largest  and  finest  in  Switzer^ 
bnd.  /  think  the  Qp«kmm  gUdar  at  Chamouni  as 
fine ;  Hothouse  does  not,  Came  |o  the  Rdchenliaeh 
waterfall,  two  hundred  feet  h^^ ;  halted  to  rest  the 
horses.  Arrived  in  the  valley  of  Oberhtnd  ;  rain  came 
on;  drenched  a  Cttle;  only,  four  hours'  rab,  howevtc, 
in  eight  (lays.  Oame  to  tlie  lake  of  firientz,  then  to  ti.e 
own  of  Bcientz ;  changed.  In  the  evening,  four  Swiss 
peasant  girb,  of  Oberhasli  came  and  sang  the  airs  of 
their  country ;  two  of  the  voices  beautiful— the  tunes 
also  f  so  wild  and  original,  and  at  tbettune  time  of 
great  sweeinesa*  The  singing  is  over;  but  below 
slairs  Ihaar  the  notes  of  a  fiddle,  which  bode  no  good 
to  my  nigbt'srest;  I  shall  go  down  and  see  the  dancing. 

«Septenber»th. 

**  The  whole  town  of  Brientz  were  apparently 
gi^ered  together  in  the  rooms  below ;  pretty  music 
and  excellent  wahzing;  none  but  peasants;  the 
dancing  much  better  than  in  England;  the  English 
can't  waltZf  never  could,  never  will.  One  man  with 
his  pipe  in  his  mouth,  but  danced  as  well  as  the 
others ;  some  other  dances  in  pairs  and  in  fours,  and 
very  good.  I  went  to  bed,  but  the  revelry  continued 
belbw  late  and  early.  Biientz  but  a  village.  Rose 
early.  Embarked  on  the  lake  of  Brientz^  rowed 
by  the  women  in  a  long  boat ;  presently  we  put 
to  shore  and  another  woman  jumped  in.  It  seems 
it  is  the  custom  here  for  the  boats  to  be  manned 
by  women:  for  of  five  men  and  three  women  in  our 
bark,  all  the  women  took  an  oar,  and  but  one  man. 

**Oot  to Interiachen  in  thr^  hours;  pretty  lake; 
not  so  large  as  that  of  Thoun.  Dined  at  Interiachen. 
Girl  gave  me  some  flowers,  and  made  me  a  speech 
in  German,  of  which  I  know  nothing ;  I  do  not  know 
whether  the  speech  was  pretty,  but  as  the  woman 
was,  I  hope  so.  Re-embarked  on  the  kike  of  Thoun ; 
fell  asleep  part  of  the  way ;  sent  our  horses  round ; 
found  people  on  the  shore,  bbwing  up  a  rock  with 
gunpowder ;  theyblew  it  up  near  our  boat,  only  telling 
us  a  minute  before ;— mere  stupidity,  but  they  might 
have  broken  our  noddles.  Got  to  Thoun  in  the  even- 
ing; the  weather  has  been  tolerable  the  whole  day. 
But  as  the  wild  part  of  oiur  tour  is  fiubhed,  it  don't 
matter  to  us ;  in  all  the  desirable  part,  we  have  been 
most  lucky  in  warmth  and  clearness  of  atmosphere. 

'September  95th. 
**  Being  out  of  the  mountains,  my  journal  must  be 
as  flat  as  my  journey.  From  Thoun  to  Berne,  good 
road,  hedges,  villages,  industry,  properto^.and  all  sorts 
of  tokens  of  insipid  dviiization.  From  Berne  to  Fri- 
bourg ;  difibrcnt  canton;  catholics ;  passed  a  fidd  of 
battle ;  Swiss  beat  the  French  in  one  of  the  late  wars 
against  the  French  republic.  Bought  a  dog.  Tho 
greater  part  of  this  tour  has  been  on  horseback,  on 
foot,  and  on  mule. 

*  "  Like  iheae  blmetod  pinet. 

'  Wrecks  of  a  single  winter,  barkless,  branchless. 

Manfred. 
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*  September  SBUk. 

^  Saw  the  Ipee,  plantad  in  honour  of  the  battle  of 
,  Morat;  three  hundred  and  forty  years  old;  a  good 
deal  decayed.  Left  FVibourg,  but  first  saw  the  ca- 
thedral; high  tower.  Overtook  the  baggage  of  the 
nuns  of  La  Trappe,  who  are  removing  to  Koonandy ; 
afterwards  a  coach,  with  a  quantity  of  nuns  in  it. 
'  Proceeded  along  the  banks  of  the  lake  of  Neuchatel ; 
vary  pleasing  and  soft»  but  not  so  mountainous — at 
least,  the  Jura,  not  appearing  ao,  after  the  Bernese 
Alps.  Reached  YvenUm  in  the  dusk ;  a  long  Kne  of 
large  trees  on  the  border  of  the  lake ;  fine  and  sombre ; 
the  Auberge  nearly  full— a  German  princeas  and 
suite;  got  rooms. 

*  September  29(h. 

.  *<  Passed  through  a  fine  and  flourishhig  country, 
but  not  mountainous.  In  the  evening  reached  Au- 
bonne  (the  entrance  and  bridge  something  like  that 
of  Durham),  which  commands  by  far  the  fairest  view 
of  the  lake  of  Geneva :  twflif^t ;  the  moon  on  the  lake ; 
a  grove  on  the  height,  and  of  very  noble  trees.  Here 
Tavernier  (the  eastern  traveller.)  bought  (or  built)  the 
chateau,  because  the  site  resembled  and  equalled  that 
of  Eriosai,  a  frontier  city  of  Persia;  here  he  finished 
his  voyages,  and  I  this  little  excunion,— 4br  I  am 
within  a  few  hours  of  Diodati,  and  have  little  more  to 
Bee,  and  no  more  to  say." 

With  the  following  melancholy  pattage  this  Journal 
concludes  :^ 

**  In  the  weather  for  this  tour  (of  13  day^,  I  have 
been  very  fortunate — ftlrtunale  in  a  companion 
(Mr.  H.)— fortunate  m  our  prospects,  and  eitbmpt 
from  even  the  tittle  petty  accidents  and  dekys  which 
often  render  journeys  in  a  less  wild  country  <&- 
appointing.  I  was  disposed  to  be  pleased.  I  am  a 
lover  of  nature  and  an  "admirer  of  beauty.  I  can  bear 
fatigue  and  weloome  privation,  and  have  seen  some 
of  the  noblest  views  in  the  world. .  But  in  all  this — 
the  recollection  of  bitterness,  and  more  especially  of 
recent  and  more  home  desolation,  which  must  accom> 
pany  me  through  life,  have  preyed  upon  me  here ; 
and  neither  the  musio  of  the  shepherd,  the  crashing 
of  the  avalanche,  nor  the  torrent,  the  mountain,  the 
glacier,  the  forest,  nor  the  cloud,  have  for  one  mo- 
ment lightened  the  weight  upon  my  heart*  nor  enabled 
me  to  lose  my  own  wretched  identity  in  the  majesty, 
and  the  power,  and  the  glory,  around,  tibove,  and 
and  beneath  me    ♦       ♦       ♦       ^        ♦       *.» 

Ampng  the  inmates  at  S<icheroD,  on  his  arrival  at 
Geneva,  Lord  Byron  had  found  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Shel- 
ley,  and  a  female  relative  of  the  latter,  who  had  about 
a  fortnight  before  taken  up  their  residence  at  this 
hotd.  It  was  the  first  time  that  Lord  Byron  and 
Mr.  Shelley  ever  met;  though,  long  before,  when  the 
latter  wa%  quite  a  youth, — ^beidg  the  younger  of  tlie 
two  by  (bur  or  five  years, — he  bad  sent  to  the  aoble 
poet  a  copy  of  his  Queen  Mab,  accompanied  by  a 
fetter,  in  which,  after  detailing  at  full  length  aUfthe 
accusations  he  had  heard  brought  against  his  cha- 
racter, he  added,  that,  should  these  charges  not  have 
been  true,  it  would  make  him  happy  to  be  honoured 
with  his  acquaintance.  The  book  alone,  it  appears, 
cached  its  destination, — ^the  letter  having  miscarried. 


and  Lord  Byron  was  known  to  have  expressed  wara 
admiration  of  the  opiening  lines  of  the  poem. 

There  was,  therefore,  on  their  preseit  meetiDg  at 
Genera,  no  want  of  disposition  towards  acquaintance 
on  either  side,  and  an  intimacy  almost  imnediateif 
sprang  up  between  them.  Among  the  tastes  oom-  < 
mon  to  both,  that  for  boating  vras  not  the  least 
strong;  a»d  in  this  beautiful  region  they  had  moic 
than  ordinary  temptations  to  indulge  in  it.  Eto; 
evening,  during  their  residence  under  the  same  roof 
at  S^cheron,  they  embarked,  accompanied  by  Ibe 
ladies  and  Polidori,  on  the  Lake ;  add  to  the.feeliog« 
and  fancies  inspired  by  these  excursions,  which  fere 
not  unfrequentiy  prolonged  into  the  hours  of  mooo- 
light,  vre  are  indebted  for  some  of  thoie  enchanting 
stanzas/  in  which  the  pQethas  given  way  to  his 
passionate  love  of  Nature  so  fervid!^. 

"  There  brealhes  a  living  fragrance  from  (he  ibore 
Of  flowers  yet  fresh  with  childhood ;  on  the  ear 
Drips  the  light  iferop  of  the  snspeiMled  oer. 

«  «  «  «  * 

At  intervals,  some  bird  from  oat  the  brakes 
Starts  into  voice  a  moment,  then  is  still. 
There  seems  «  floating  wh^er  on  the  IriUi 
Bnt  that  is  faney.-/or  the  starlight  dews 
AU  aOently  their  tears  of  love  instil. 
Weeping  themselves  away.'*  ^ 

A  psrson  who  vvas  of  these  parties  has  thns  de- 
scribed to  ne  one  of  their  evenings.  ^  When  the 
bite  or  north-east  wusd  .blows,  the  vraters  of  the  Lake 
are  driven  towanis  the  town,  and,  with  the  ttreain  of  | 
the  Rhone,  which  sets  strongly  in  the  same  directioD, 
oombioeto  make  a  very  rapid  current  ttvratds  the 
harbour.  Carelessly,  one  evening,  we  had  yi^ded  to 
its  course,  till  we  found  ourselves  almost  drivta  oa 
the  piles ;  and  it  required  aU  our  rowers'  strength  to 
master  the  tid^  llie  waves  were  high  and  trnpi- 
riting,*— we  were  all  animated  b^  our  contest  irith  the 
elementa.  '  I  will  sing'you  an  Albanian  song,'  eric) 
Lord  Byron ;  *  now  be  sentimental  and  g|ve  m  ^\ 
your  attention.'  It  was  a  strange,  wild  howl  that  be 
gave  forth;  but  such  as,  he  declared,  wacs  an  exact 
imitation  of  the  savage  Albanian  mode,— laugfaiBfi 
the  while,  at  our  disappomtment,  who  had  expected 
a  wild  Eastern  melody.** 

Sometimes  the  party  Uinded,  for  a  walkiyoB^ 
shore*  and,  on  such  occasions.  Lord  fiyronwoaW 
loiter  bdiind  the  rest,  lazily  trailing  his  sword-flAi 
obng,  and  moulding,  as  he  went,  his  thiDogag 
thoughts  inio  shape.  Often  too,  when  in  the  boat, 
he  would  lean  abstractedly  over  the  side,  and  fV- 
render  himself  up,  in  silence,  to  the  same  absorbtag 
task. 

The  conversation  of  Afr  Shelly,  from  the  eitest 
of  his -poetic  reading,  and  the  strange,  mystic  speoi- 
latfons  into  which  his  system  of  philosophy  led  hiSt 
was  of  a  nature  strongly  to  arrest  and  interest  ibe , 
attention  of  Lord  Byron,  and  to  torn  him  airay  fiposi 
worldly  associations  and  topics  into  more  absliatf 
and  untrodden  ways  of  thought.  As  for  as  eoa- 
^st,  indeed,  is  an  enlivening  ingredient  of  socb 
intercourse,  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  two  pcnoo* 
more  formed  to  whet  each  other's  (acuities  by  dis- 
cussion, as  on  few  points  of  common  interest  brtween 
thpm  did  their  opinioBS  agree ;  and  that  this  diffiifeoo^ 
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hai  y»  fDoC  deep  in  the  coofttniatioa  of  flieir  re- 
liiids  needi  but  a  gkuice  through  the  rich, 
ki^rimh  of  Mr  Sheliey's  pages  to  anore 


la  Lord  Byron,  the  real  waa  nerer  forgotten  in  the 
hagjfql.  tfowever  Imagination  had  placed  her 
vhols  reafan  at  his  ditpoeal,  he  was  no  less  a  man  of 
itm  wovld  than  a  ruler  of  hen;  and,  acoordbglj, 
AflDiigh  the  airieat  and  moit  robtile  creations  of  hii 
hnia  atiU  the  life-blood  of  truth  and  reality  cirouhuea. 
With  Shelley  it  was  fiir  otherwise ;— his  fancy  (and 
he  bad  ioAeieot  for  a  whole  generation  of  poets)  was 
tba^aMffiiun  through  which  ha  saw  all  things,  his 
6k(s  n  wefl  as  his  theories;  and  not  only  the  greater 
part  of  Us  poetry,  but  the  political  and  philosophical 
spcodatioas  in  which  be  indulged,  were  aU  distilled 
throagh  the  same  OTer-refioing  and  unrealizuig 
aksfaie.  Having  started  as  a  iMeher  and  reformer 
sfc&e  world,  at  an  age  when  he  could  know  nothing 
of  iha  wodd  but  from  fancy,  the  persecution  he 
■el  with  oo  the  threshold  of  this  boyish  enterprise 
bat  ooeinDed  him  in  his  first  paradoxical  Tiews  of 
human  iBs  and  their  remedies  ;  and*  instead  of  waiting 
to  take  lessons  of  authority  and  experience,  he,  with 
a  eowrag^  admirable  had  it  been  but  wisely  directed, 
amide  war  upon  both.  From  this  sort  of  self- 
wiied  start  in  the  world,  an  impulse  whs  a^  once' 
givca  to  his  opinions  and  powers  directly  contrary,  it 
wm^  seen,  to  their  natural  bias,  and  from  which 
his  Hfe  wa»  too  fliort  to  allow  him  time  to  reeorer. 
With  a  9ind,  by  nature,  fenridly  pious,  he  yet  re- 
Cased  to  aeknowledge  a  Supreme  ProTidence,  and 
■helifgted  some  airy  absuactkm  of  **UniTer8al  LoTe" 
ia  lis  iilaee.  Aoaristocrat  by  birth  and,  as  I  unde»- 
staad,  also  in  appearance  and  manners,  he' witf  yet  a 
InKfler  in  pohtitics,  and  to  such  an  Utopian  extent 
m  lo  be^aeriously,  the  advocate  of  a  community  of 
fnpertf.  With  a  delicacy  and  eren  romance  of 
sislia**  lit,  which  lends  such  grace  to  some  of  his 
k«er  poems,  he  could  notwithstanding  contemplate 
a  change  ta  the  relations  of  the  sexes,  which  would 
ktan  led  to  results  folly  as  gross  as  his  arguments  for 
it  wcv^  frstidious  and  refined ;  and  thoqgfa  bebcTolent 
aasd  gcaeKms  to  an  extent  that  seemed  to  exclude  aU 
ailaatf  sdfishneas,  he  yet  scrupled  not,  ih  the  pride 
oityatemf  to  disturb  wantonly  the  faith  of  his  fellow- 
■CB,  and,  without  substituting  any  equivalent  good 
'm  its  pinee»  to  rob  the  wretched  of  a  hope,  which, 
ercB  a  fiilae,  wonM  be  worth  all  this  world's  best 
tmtha. 

Upoo  mo  point  were  the  opposite  tendencies  of  the 
tweffieods, — to  long  established  opinions  and  matter 
of  CMt  OS  one  side,  and  to  all  that  was  most  hmorat- 
iigaa4  visiopary  oo  the  other,— more  obsenrable 
than  la  their  notions  on  philosophical  subjects ;  Lord 
%flMi  bciaf,  with  the  great  bulk  of  mankind,  a 
hcie«er  in  the  existence  of  Matter  and  Evil,  while 
Sheiej  so  &r  refined  upon  the  theory  of  Berkeley  as 
aot  oa^y  to  resolve  the  whole  of  Creation  into  spirit, 
bat  to  add  also  to  this  immaterial  system  some  per- 
larfmc:  priaeiple,  some  abstract  non-enlity  of  Love  and 
Bsniiij,  of.whicli— as  a  substitute,  at  least,  for  Deity 
— the  phihMophie  bishop  had  never  dreamed.  On 
such  subjects,  and  on  poetry,  their  conversation 
giaiTiiTlj  tamed ;  and,  as  aiight  be  expected  from 
Lord  Byroa's  fscility  in  reoeiviilg  new  impressions, 


the  opinions  of  hii  companion  were  not  altogether 
without  some  influence  on  his  mind.  Hb'e  and  there, 
among  thtfke  fine  bursts  of  passion  and  description 
that  abound  b  the  Third  Canto  of  Childe  Harokl, 
may  be  discovered  traces  of  that  mysticism  of 
mcaningr--Aat  sublimity,  losing  itself  in  its  own 
vagueness, — which  so  much  character!^  the 
wtotings  of  his  extraordinary  friend ;  and  in  one  of  the 
notes  we  find  Shelley's  favourite  Pantheism  of  Love 
thus.glanced  at:-*"  But  this  is  not  all:  the  feeling 
with  which  all  around  Clarens  and  the  opposite  rocks 
of  Meillorie  is  mvested,  is  of  a  still  higher  and  more 
comprehensive  order  tlian  the  mere  sympathy  with 
individual  passion ;  it  ia  a  sense  of  the  existence  of 
k)ve  in  its  most  extended  and  lublime  capacity, 
and  of  our  own  participation  of  its  good  and  of  its 
glory :  it  is  the  great  principle  of  the  univerie,  which 
is  there  more  oondensed,  but  not  less  manifested ; 
and  of  which,  though  knowing  ouiselves  a  part,  we 
k)se  onr  individuality,  and  mingle  in  the  beauty  of 
the  whole. " 

Another  proof  of  tfie  ductility  with  which  he  fell 
into  his  new  friend's  tastes  and  predilections,  appears 
m  the  tinge,  if  not  something  deeper,  of  the  manner 
and  cast  of  thinking  of  Mr.  Wordsworth,  which  is 
traceable  through  so  many  of  his  most  beautiful 
stanzas.  Being  paturally,  from  his  k>ve  of  the 
abstract  and  imaginative,  an  admirer  of  the  great  poet 
of  the  Lakes,  Mr.  Shelley  omitted  no  opportunity  of 
bringing  the  beauties  of  his  favourite  writer  under 
the  notice  of  Lord  Byron;  and  it  is  not  surprising 
that,  once  persuaded  into  a  fair  peifusal,  the  mind  of 
the  noble  poet  should — ^ia  spite  oif  some  personal  and 
political  prejudices  which  unluckily  survived  this 
short  access  of  admiration— not  only  fed  the  influence 
but,  in^some  degree,  even  reflect  the  hues  of  one  of  the 
veiy  few  real  and  original  poets  that  tliii  age  (fertile 
as  it  is  in  rhymers  quaieg  ego  •t  Chtvietms)  has  had 
the  gk>ry  of  producii^. 

When  Polidori  waa  of  their  party  (which,  till  he 
found  attractiooa  elsewhere,  was  generally  the  case), 
their  more  elevated  subjects  of  conversation  were 
ahnost  always  put  to  flight  by  the  strange  sallies  of 
this  ecf^tric  young  man,  whote  vanity  made  him  a 
constant  butt  for  L4>rd  Byron's  sarcasm  and  merri- 
ment. The  son  of  a  highly  respectable  Italian 
gentleman,  who  was  ia  eariy  life,  I  understand,  the 
secretary  of  Alfieri,  Polidori  seems  to  have  possessed 
both  talents  and  dispositions  which,  had  he  lived, 
might  have  rendered  him  a  useful  member  of  his 
profession  and  of  society.  At  the  time,  however,  of 
which  we  are  speaking,  his  ambition  of  distinction  far 
outwent  both  his  powers  and  opportunities  of 
attaining  it.  His  mind,  accordingly,  between  ardour 
and  weakness,  was  kept  in  a  constant  hectic  of 
vanity,  and  he  seems  to  have  alternately  provoked 
and  amifsed  his  noble  empteyer,  leaving  him  seldom 
any  escape  from  anger  but  in  laughter.  Among  other 
pretensions,  hf  had  eet  his  heart  upon  shining  as  an 
author,  and  one  evening,  at  Mr.  Shelley's  producing 
a  tragedy  of  his  own  writing,  insisted  that  they  should 
undergo  the  operation  of  hearing  it.  To  Kgliten  the 
infliction,  Lord  Byron  took  upon  himself  the  task  of 
reader;  and  the  whole  scene,  from  the  description 
I  hare  heard  of  it,  must  have  been  not  a  little  trying 
to  gnurity.    In  spite  of  the  jealous  watcji  kept  upon 
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9fwj  oountaoaaoe  by  the  sutfaor,  it  wat  impoiublt 
to  withitaiHi  the  noSe  hirking  in  the  eye  of  the  reader, 
whose  o^ly  reeouree  aguniC  the  outbreak  of  hie  om 
laughter  lay  ia  kudiog,  from  time  to  time,  most 
Tehemeotly,  the  fublinity  of  the  Tersee;— particiilafif 
tome  that  began  **  'Tis  thus  the  goker'd  idiot  of  the 
Alps**— and  then  adding,  at  the  doee  of  erery  such' 
eulogy,  "  I  assure  you,  when  I  was  in  the  Drury- 
laoe  Committee,  much  worse  things  were  offin^d  to* 

BS  " 

After  passing  a  fortnight  under  the  same  roof  with 
Lord  Byron  at  86cheron,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  SheHciy 
remoTed  to  a  small  house  on  the  Mont- Blanc  side  of 
the  Lake,  within  about  ten  minutes'  walk  of  the  rilla 
whieh  their  noble  friend  had  taken,  upon  the  high 
banks,  called  BeHe  Rive,  that  rote  immediately  be* 
hind  diem.  During  the  fortnight  that  I^d- Byron 
outstaid  them  at  S^cheron,  though  the  weather  had 
changed  and  was  become  windy  and  cloudy,  he  erery 
erening  crossed  the  Lake,  with  Polidori,  to  Tisit 
them;  and«  ''as  he  returned  again  (says  my  in* 
formant)  over  the  darkened  waters,  the  wild,  from 
for  across,  bore  us  his  voice  smging  your  Ty«olcse 
Song  of  Liberty,  which  I  then  first  heard,  and  which 
is  (0  me  inextricably  linked  with  his  remembrance.'' 

In  the  mean  time,  Polidori  had  become  jealous  of 
the  growing  intimacy  of  his  noble  patron  with  Shelley ; 
and  the  pkn  which  he  now  understood  them  to  have 
formed  of  making  a  tour  of  the  Lake  without  him 
completed  his  mortification.  In  (he  soreness  of  his 
feelings  on  this  subject  be  mdulged  in  some  intem- 
Iterate  remonstrances,  which  Lord  Byron  indignantly 
resented ;  and  the  usual  bounds  of  courtesy  being 
passed  on  both  sides,  the  dismissal  of  Polidori  ap- 
peared, even  to  himself,  mevitable.  With  this  pros- 
pect, which  he  considered  nothing  less  than  ruin, 
before  his  eyes,  the  poor  yonng  man  was,  it  seems,  on 
the  point  of  committing  that  fatal  act  which,  two  or 
three  years  afterwards,  he  actually  did  perpetrate. 
Retiring  to  hva  own  room,  he  had  abe&dy  drawn  forth 
the  poison  from  his  medicine  chest,  and  was  pausing 
to  consider  whether  he  should  write  a  letter  before  he 
took  it,  when  Lord  Qyron  (without,  however,  the 
least  suspicion  of  his  intention)  tapped  at  the  door  and 
entered,  with  hii  hand  held  forth  in  sign  of  recon- 
ciliation. The  sudden  revukion  was  too  much  for 
poor  Polidori,  who  burst  into  tears ;  and,  in  relating 
aD  the  circumstances  of  the  occurrence  afterwards,  he 
declared  that  nothing  could  exceed  the  gentle  kind- 
ness of  Lord  Byron  in  soothing  his  mind  and  restoring 
him  to  composure. 

Soon  after  this  the  noble  poet  removed  to  Diodati. 
He  had,  on  his  first  coming  to  Oeneva,  vrith  the  good- 
natured  view  of  introducing  PoUdori  into  company^ 
gone  to  several  Oenevese  parties;  but,  this  task  perr 
formed,  he  retired  altogether  from  society,  till  late  in 
the  summer,  when,  as  we  have  seen,  he  visited  Copel, 
His  means  were  at  this  time  very  limited,  and  though ' 
he  lived  by  no  means  parsimoniovsly,  all  unnecessary 
expenses  were  avoided  in  his  establishment.  The 
young  physician  had  been,  at  first,  a  source  of  iQuch 
expense  to  him,  being  in  the  habit  of  hiring  a  carriage, 
at  a  fouis  a  daf  (Lord  Byron  not  then  keeping  horses) 
to  take  him  to  his  evening  parties;  and  it  vras  some 
time  before,  hii  noble  patron  had  the  courage  to  put 
this4uxury  down. 


The  fiberty,  mdeed^  mKA  this  young  pcfion  al- 
lowed himseif  was,  on  eoe  eeoasioo^  the  OMam  of 
bringing  an  ipiputation  upon  the  poet's  hospttalili 
and  good-breeding,  which,  Hke  every  thing  eke,  tnw 
or  ialse»  tending  to  oast  m  ihade  upon  his  ehiiaeter, 
was  for  some  time  circidated  with  most  indmttioin 
seal.  Without  any  authority  from  the  noble  ¥WDer  «f 
the  mansion,  he  took  upon  himself  to  mvite  sonc 
CSenevese  gentlemen  (If.  Pietet,  aad,  I  bslieTe, 
Bi.  Bonstetteo)  to  dine  at  Diodati ;  and  the  ynuA- 
ment  which  Lord  Byron  thought  it  right  te  mflic^upvi 
hhn  for  such  freedom  was,  ^as  he  hadlarited  tk 
guests,  to  leave  him  alao  to  entertafan  them.''  Tliii 
step,  tfiough  meisly  a  coasequence  ottht  pkjwuMt 
indiscretion,  it  vfas  not  difficult,' of  cooiie,  toooaiflt 
into  a  serious  charge  of  eapriee  and  rudeinss  agaiost 
the  host  himself. 

By  such  repeated  instances  of  thoogfatks^iesi  (to 
use  no  hanher  teem),  it  is  not  wonderful  that  Lord 
Byron  should  at  hut  be  driven  mto  ^,  feelipg  of  dittAste 
towards  his  medical  companion,  of  whom  he  ooe  dij 
remarked,  that  **  he  Iras  exactly  the  kind  of  fm» 
to  whom,  if  he  feO  overboard,  one  would  hold  oat  a 
straw*  to  know  if  the  adagelM  true  that  drowainf 
men  catch  at  straws.'' 

A  few  more  anecdotes  of  this  young  man,  vkife  ia 
the  service  of  LorU  Byron,  may,  as  throwing  light 
upon  the  character  of  the  ktter,  be  not  ioappro- 
priately  introduced.  While  the  whde  party  were, 
one  day,  out  boating,  Polidori,  by  home  aeddeot,  ia 
rowkig,  struck  Lord  Byron  violently  <M  the  kaee-paa 
with  his  oar;  alid  the  huter,  without  speaUngitarBed 
his  fope  away  to  hide  the  pain.  After  a  mosient  be 
said,  ''Be  so  kind,  Polidori,  another  time,  to  fake 
more  card,  for  you  hurt  me  very  much."  **!  aa  gbi 
of  it,'^  answered  the  other ;  **I  am  glad  (o  see  yoe 
can  suffer  pain."  Jn  a  cahn,  suppre^ed  tooe^  Uvd 
Byron  replied,  ^  Let  me  adi^  you,  Polidori^  wbcs 
you,  another  time,  hurt  any  one,  not  to  expRttjour 
satisfaction.  People  don't  like  to  be  told  that  tbos^ 
who  give  (hem  pain  are  glad  of  it ;  and  they  easaoi 
alvrays  command  their  anger.  It  was  with  some  <ii^ 
ficulty  'that  I  refrained  from  throwing  you  ioto  the 
water,  and,  but  for  Mrs.  Shelley's  presence,  I  fhosM 
probably  have  done  some  such  rash  thing."  Thii 
was  said  without  Hi-temper,  and  the  cloud  soon  pssHd 
avray. 

Another  lime,  when  the  lady  just  mentioned  wa^ 
afier  a  shower  of  rain,  walking  up  the  hill  to  DiodBii, 
Lord  Byron,  who  saw  her  from  Ids  balcony  where  be 
was  standing  with  Polidori,  said  to  the  hitter,  ''NtfWt 
you  who  vrish  to  be  gaHant  ought  to  |ump  down  ibis 
small  height  and  oflRer  your  arm."  Pi^dori  ehoae  the 
easiest  part  of  the  declivity  and  leaped  ,--^-bat,tbe 
ground  being  wet,  his  foot  slipped  and  be.spniaetf 
his  ancle.  *  Lord  Byron  instantly  helped  to  canj  bin 
m  and  procure  coki  wateK  for  the  foot ;  and,  after  be 
was  hiid  on  the  so£^  perceiving  that  he  was  naes^* 
went  up  stairs  himself  (an  exertipn  which  his  fauame* 
made  pahiful  and  disagreeable)  to  fetch  a  pillow  br 
him.  «<  Wen,  I  did  not  believe  you  had  so  sMcb 
feeling,"  was  Polidori's  gracious  remark,,  whicbi  it 
may  be  supposed,  not  a  little  douded  the  aoUepoat^ 
brow. 

*  To  (liif  lameness  of  PoUdori,  one  of  the  preccdiiv  k( 
ten  of  Lord  Byron  aUodes. 
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AdHJogoe  whidi  Lord  Bfton  hinself  med  to  vien- 
6a»  M  baTiDg  taken  place  between  them  during  their 
panaj  on  tbe  Rhine,  ii  amusing^  characteristic  of 
both  tbe  persons  concerned.  **  After  aU^T  <aid  the 
pbyaaoinn,  **  what  is  there  you  can  do  that  I  cannot?" 
— ••  Whjt  since  you  force  me  to  say,"  answered  the 
siher,  ^  I  thaok  there  are  three  things  I  can  do  whkh 
jou  cannot.'*  Polidori  defied  him  to  name  them..  **I 
esa,"  said  Lord  Bjron,  **  swim  across  that  riter-i^I 
esa  snuff  out  that  candle  with  a  pistol-shot  at  the 
distenee  of  twenty  paces — And  I  h«re  written  a 
pooa*  of  which  14,000  copies  were  sold  in  one  day." 

The  jealous  pique  of  the  doctor  against  Shelley  was 
cooctantly  bieakiog  out,  and  on  (he  occasion  of  some 
ndovir  which  the  latter  had  gained  over  him  in  a 
auEaf-match,  he  took  it  into  his  head  that  his  anta- 
gonist had  treated  him  with  contempt ;  and  went  so 
Csr,  in  esnsequence,  notwithstanding  Shelley's  known 
wrninnsBtB  against  duelling,  as  to  profier  faom  a  sort  of 
chaJknge,  at  which  Shelk^y,  as  might  be  expected,' 
00^  bugfaed.  Lord  Byron,  however,  fearing  that  the 
vtadoua  physician  might  still  further  take  advantage 
of  this  peculiarity  of  his  friend,  said  to  him,  ^  Re- 
eoBeet,  that  though  Shelley  has  some  scruples  about 
dnrfling,  I  have  none;  and  shall  be,  at  all  tiroes, 
oeadf  to  take  his  place." 

Af  Diodati,  his  life  was  passed  in  the  same  regular 
round  of  habits  and  occupations  into  which,  when 
left  to  faimndf,  he  always  naturally  fell ;  a  late  break- 
fa^  tisen  a  visit  to  the  Shelleys'  cottage  and  an  ex- 
eaBBon  oo  the  Lake;— at  five^  dinner f  (when  he 
■BaBjr  preferred  being  alone),  ukI  then,  if  the  weather 
pcfB^ted,  an  excomien  agida.  He  and  SheOey  had 
joined  in  purchasing  a  boat,  lor  which  they  gave 
tPCBi^-fiTe  /o«is,— a  small  sailing  vessel,  fitted  to 
the  usual  squalls  of  the  climate^  and,  at  that 
tbe  only  keeled  boat  on  the  Lake.  When  the 
did  not  aOow  of  their  excursions  after  dinner, 
—an  occurrence  not  unfirequent  during  this  very  wet 
y— tbe  inmates  of  the  cottage  passed  their 
at  Diodati,  and,  when  the  rain  rendered  it 
wnt  fof  them  to  return  home,  remained  there 
to  sfecp.  **■  We  often,"  says  one,  who  was  not  tbe  least 
ornnwmfal  of  the  party,  "  sat  up  in  conversation  till 
tbe  saemi^g  tight  There  was  never  any  hick  of  sub- 
jods,  and,  grave  or  gNr»  we  were  always  interested." 

Daring  a  week  of  rain  at  this  time,  having  amused 
ibemnelves  wiih  reading  Gennan  ghost-stories,  they 
agreed,  atlast,  to  write  something  in  imitation  of  them. 
**■  Toa  and  I,"  said  Lord  ^ron  to  Mrs  Shelley, 
''will  publish  ours  together."  He  then  began  his 
tak  of  the  Vampire ;  and,  having  the  whole  arranged 
ia  his  bead,  repealed  to  them  a  sketch  of  the  stoiy  \ 


tH^sys«e«iof«etkere  was  regulated  by  sn  sMineace 
sl^ftsttorrrrfiWr  A  tUn  slice  of  bread,  with  tea,  st  break- 
fcgf  m  fii^t.  vegetable  dinner^  with  a  bottle  or  two  of 
Settserwater^tiaged  with  via  de  Grave,  and  in  the  evening, 
a  cap  of  greea  tea,  without  milk  or  sngar,  formed  tbe  whole 
efUs  msteBaaee.  The  paags  of  hanger  be  appeased  by 
privately  cbewing  tobacco  and  nnt^ing  cigars. 

t  Fraa  Us  remembraDce  of  this  sketch,  Pqltdori  after- 
WH^  vanped  up  his  strange  novel  of  tbe  Vampire,  which, 
mm^tr  t9bs  sappoiHioD  of  its  being  Lord  Byron  *s.  was  reoeiv* 
«d  Witt  each  eotbosiaam  in  France  It  would,  indeed,  not  a 
Ettle  dedaet  frooa  ow  value  of  foreign  &me.  if  what  aome 
PTeack  writers  have  asserted  be  true,  that  tbe  appearance 
af  tkis  extravsffsat  novel  anong  our  neiCbbours  first  at- 
traeted  ttehr  attention  to  tbe  genlos  of  Byron. 


one  eveqing^-^ut,  firoM  the  aamtife  beittg  in  prose, 
made  but  Uttle  progress  ia  filling  up  his  outline.  The 
ninst  memerable  reoult,  indeed,  of  their  story-teUing 
oompact,  was  Bfrs.  Shelley's  wild  and  powerful  ro- 
mance of  Frankenstein,— one  of  thoae  ordinal  eonoep- 
tions  that  take  hold  of  the  public  mind  at  once  and 
for  ever. 

Tovrards  Che  ktter  end  of  June,  as  we  have  seen 
in  one  of  the  preceding  letters,  Lord  Byron,  accom- 
panied by  his  friend  Shelley,  made  a  tour  m  his  boot 
round  the  Lake,  and  visited,  ^  with  the  Hetoise 
before  him,"  all  those  scenes  around  Meillerie  and 
Garens,  which  have  become  consecrated  for  ever  by 
ideal  passion,  and  by  that  power  which  Cknius  akme 
possesses,  of  giving  such  life  to  its  dreams  as  to 
make  them  seem  realities.  In  the  squall  off  Meillerie, 
vrhieh  he  mentions,  their  danger  was  considerable,* 
In  the  expectation,  efery  nramcnt,  of  being  obliged 
to  swim  for  his  life.  Lord  Byron  had  already  thrown 
offliis  coat,  and,  as  Sbelley  was  no  swimmer,  insi^ed 
upon  endeavouring,  by  some  means,  to  save  him. 
This  ofier,  however,  Shelley  positively  eefused ;  and 
seating  himself  quietly  upon  a  locker,  and  grasping 
the  rings  at  each  end  firmly  in  his  hands,  declared 
his  determination  to  go  down  in  that  position,  without 
a  struggle,  f 

Sufajomed  to  that  mteresting  little  work,  the  ^  Six 
Weeks'  Tour,"  there  is  a  letter  by  Shelley  himself, 
giving  an  account  of  this  excursion  round  the 
Lake,  and  written  with  all  the  enthusiasm  such  scenes 
should  inspire.  In  describing  a  beautifal  child 
they  saw  at  the  village  of  Neroi,  he  says,  **  My  com- 
panion gave  him  a  piece  of  money,  which  he  took 
without  speaking,  with  a  sweet  smile  of  easy  thank- 
fulness, and  then  with  an  unembarrassed  air  tuned 
to  his  pby."  There  were,  indeed,  few  things  Lord 
Byron  more  ddighted  in  than  to  vratch  beautiful 
children  at  play ; — ^  many  a  k>ve1y  Swiss  child  (says 
a  person  who  saw  him  daily  at  this  time)  received 
crowns  from  him  as  the  reward  of  their  grace  and 
sweetness." 

Speaking  of  their  lodgings  at  Nemi,  which  were 
gloomy  and  dirty,  Mr.  Shelley  says,  **0n  returning 
to  our  inn,  we  found  that  the  servant  had  arranged 
our  rooms,  and  deprived  them  of  the  greaterportion 
of  their  former  disconsohUe  appearance.    Iney  re- 

•  **  Tie  wtod  (says  Lord  Byron's  ibllowvoyager)  gradnaHy 
increaaed  in  violence  until  it  blew  tremeadoasly ;  and,  as 
it  eame  fr<Hn  the  remotest  extremity  of  the  Lake,  produced 
waVes  of  a  MghtfU  height,  and  covered  tbe  whole  surface 
with  a  chaos  <rf  foam.  One,  ct  our  boatmen,  who  was  a 
dreadltally  stupid  felkiw,  persisted  in  holding  tbe  sail  at 
a  time  when  the  boat  was  on  tbe  point  of  being  driven  un> 
der  water  by  tbe  hurricane.  On  discovering  this  error,  be 
let  it  entirely  go,  and  the  boat  for  a  moment  reAised  to 
obey  the  hebn ;  in  additlott,  tbe  rudder  was  so  broken  as 
to  render  tbe  managessent  of  it  very  dUBcnlt ;  one  wave  fell 
in  and  then  another." 

f  I  felt;  in  this  near  prospect  of  death  (says  Mr  Shelley), 
a  mixture  of  sensationa,  among  which  terror  entered, 
though  but  subardinately.  My  feelings  would  have  been 
less  painAil,  had  I  been  alone ;  but  I  knew  that  my  com- 
panion would  have  attempted  to  save  me,  and  I  was  over- 
come with  humiliation,  when  I  thought  that  his  life 
might  have  been  risked  to  presenre  sntee.  When  we  ar- 
rived at  St.  Gingoux,  the  inhabitants,  who  stood  on  the 
sbore,  unaocostomed  to  see  a  vessel  as  frail  as  ours,  and 
fearing  to  venture  at  all  on  such  a  sea,  exchanged  looks  of 
wonder  and  congratulation  with  our  boatmen,  who,  as 
well  as  ourselves,  were  well  pleased  to  set  fset  on  shore.*' 
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miiided  my  companioa  of  Greece :  it  was  fife  yeait, 
he  ttid,  nooe  he  had  slept  in  such  beds." 

Luckily  for  Shelley's  full  enioyment  of  these  scenes, 
he  had  nerer  before  happened  to  read  the  Heloise; 
and  though  his  companion  had  long  been  familiar  with 
that  romance,  the  sight  of  the  region  itself,  the 
**  birthplace  of  deep  LoTe,"  erery  spot  of  which 
seemed  instinct  with  the  passion  of  the  story,  gare 
to  the  whole  a  fresh  and  actual  existence  in  his  mind. 
Both  were  under  the  spell  of  the  Oenius  of  the  place, 
— 4K>th  full  of  emotion;  and  as  they  walked  silently 
through  the  Tineyards  that  were  once  the^  bosquet 
de  Julie,**  Lord  Byron  suddenly  exclaimed,  ^  Thank 
God,  Polidori  is  not  here." 

That  the  glowing  stansas  suggested  to  him  by  this 
scene  were  written  upon  the  spot  itself  appears  al- 
most certain,  fforn  the  letter  addressed  to  Mr.  Murray 
on  his  way  back  to  Diodati,  in  which  he  announces 
the  Third  Canto  as  complete,  and  oonsisting  of  117 
stanzas.  At  Ouchy,  near  Lausanne,— the  place 
from  which  that  letter  is  dated,— he  and  his  friend 
were  detained  two  days,  in  a  small  inn,'  by  the 
weather;  and  it  was  there,  in  that  short  intenral, 
that  he  wrote  his^  Prisoner  of  Chillon,7  adding  one 
more  deathless  association  to  the  ahready  inunortfilized 
kxalities  of  the  Lake. 

On  his  return  (ram  this  excursion  to  Diodati,  an 
occasion  was  afibrded  for  the  gratificationof  his  jesting 
propensities  by  the  aTOwal  of  the  young  physician  that 
—he  had  fallen  in  lore.  On  the  eyeniqg  of  this  tender 
confession  they  both  appesred  at  Shelley's  cottage- 
Lord  Byron,  in  the  highest  and  most  boyish  spirits, 
rubbuig  his  handi  as  he  walked  about  the  room,  and 
ife  that  utter  incapacity  of  retention  which  was  one  of 
his  faibles,  makmg  jesting  allusions  to  the  secret  he 
had  just  heard.  The  brow  of  the  doctor  darkened 
as  this  pleasantry  went  on,  and,  at  last,  he  angrily 
accused  Lord  Byron  of  hardness  of  heart.  ^  I  nerer," 
said  he,** met  with  a 'person  so  unfeeling."  This 
saUy,  though  the  poet  had  eridently  brought  it  upon 
hiuMelf,  annoyed  him  most  deeply.  **  Call  me  oold- 
hearted— me  insensible !"  he  exckiimed,  with  mani- 
£est  emotion — ^  as  well  might  you  say  that  glass  is 
not  brittle,  which  has  been  cast  down  a  precipice, 
and  lies  dashed  to  pieces  at  the  foot  1" 

In  the  month  of  July  hepaida  Tisit  to  Copet,  and 
waa  received  by  the  distinguished  hostess  with  a 
cordiality  the  more  sensibly  felt  by  him  as,  from  hSs 
personal  unpopularity  at  this  time,  he  had  hardly 
ventured  to  count  upon  it.*  In  her  usual  frank  style, 
she  took  him  to  task  upon  his  matrimonial  conduct — 
but  in  a  way  that  won  upon  his  mind,  and  disposed 
him  to  yield  to  her  suggestions.  He  must  endeavour, 
■he  toM  him,  to  bring  about  a  reconciliation  vrith 
his  wife,  and  must  submit  to  contend  no  k>iiger  with 
the  opinion  of  the  world.  In  vain  did  he  quote  her 
own  motto  <o  Delphine,  **  U^  homme  pent  brai«>, 

*  In  the  sceoimt  of  thia  ritit  to  Copet  in  Us  Memoranda . 


une  femme  doit  suceonber  aux  opinions  du'  moode ;" 
—her  reply  was,  that  all  this  might  be  very  weD  to 
say,  but  that,  in  real  life,  the  duty  and  necessity  of 
yiektikig  belonged  also  to  the  man.  Her  ek)queD4 
in  short,  so  far  succeeded  that  he  was  prevail^  upon 
to  vrrite  a  letter  to  a  friend  m  England,  dedaring 
himself  still  willing  to  be  reconciled  to  Lady  Byron, 
— a  concession  not  a  little  startling  to  those  who  had 
so  often,  lately,  heard  him  declare  that,  **  having 
done  all  in  his  power  to  persuade  Lady  Byroa  to 
return,  and  with  this  view  put  oflTas  k>ng  as  he  could  | 
signing  the  deed  of  separation,  that  step  being  once  I 
taken,  they  were  now  divided  for  ever."  I 

Of  the  pavtienlars  of  this  brief  negotiation  that ' 
ensued  upon  Madame  de  Stael's  su(^«tion,  I  have  , 
no  very  accurate  remembrance;  but  there  can  be 
little  doubt  that  its  failure,  after  the  violence  he  had 
done  his  own  pride  in  the  overture,  waa  what  first  I 
infused  any  mixture  of  resentment  or  bitterness  into  | 
the  feelings  hitherto  entertained  by  him  throoghoat  , 
these    painful  difierences.     He  had,  indeed,  since 
his  arrival  in  Geneva,  invariably  spoken  of  hb  ladj  j 
with  kindness  and  regret,  imputing  the  course  die  I 
had  taken,  in  leaving  him,  not  to  hersdf  but  otlMra,  I 
and  assigning  whatever  little  share  of  blame  he  would 
allow  her  to  bear  in  the  transaction  to  the  simple  and, 
doubtless,  true  cause— her  not  at  all  anderstandiDg 
him.    ^  I  have  no  doubt,"  he  would  sometimes  say,  j 
^  that  she  really  did  believe  me  to  be  mad."  ' 

Another  resolution  connected  with  hn  matrnioaia] 
afi^airs,  in  which  he  often,  at  this  time,  professed  his 
fixed  intentbn  to  persevere,  was  that  of  never  allow- 
ing himself  to  touch  any  part  of  his  wife's  fortune. 
Such  a  sacrifice,  there  is  no  doubt,  would  have  been, 
in  his  situation,  delicate  and  manly :  but  though  the 
natural  bent  of  his  disposition  led  him  to  makt  the 
resolution,  he  wanted, — ^what  few,  perhaps,  could 
have  attained,-*-the  fortitude  to  keq»  it. 

The  effects  of  the  late  struggle  on  his  mind,  in 
stirring  up  all  its  resources  and  energies,  was  vsible 
in  the  great  activity  of  his  genius  during  die  whole 
of  this  period,  and  the  rich  variety,  both  in  character 
and  colouring,  of  the  works  with  which  it  teemed. 
Betides  the  Third  Canto  of  Childs  Harold  and  the 
Prisoner  of  Chillon,  he  produced  also  his  two  Poens, 
^  Darkness  "  and  ^  the  Dream,"  the  fetter  of  which 
cost  him  many  a  tear  in  writing, — ^being,  indeed,  the 
most  mournful,  as  well  as  picturesque  **  story  of  a 
vrandering  lifeP'  that  ever  came  from  the  pea  aad 
heart  of  man.  Those  verses,  too,  entitled  **  the  In- 
cantation," which  he  introduced  afterwank,  without 
any  connexion  with  the  subject,  into  Manfred,  were 
also  (at  least,  the  less  bitter  portion  of  them)  the  pro- 
duction of  this  period ;  and  as  they  were  written  eooe 
after  the  last  fruitless  attempt  at  reconciliatioik,  it  is 
needless  to  say  who  waa  m  his  thooghts  whde  he 
penned  some  of  the  opening  stanzas. 
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Tkoo^  UuNi  fcflt  me  not  pMs  br, 
Aoa  thaK  feel  me  iHth  thine  tje, 
Ai  t  thins  tbat,  thoogh  umeeii* 
Mut  be  Bear  ttoe.  uMl  l»Ui  been : 
And  when,  in  that  aeeret  dread, 
Aon  bait  tnrn'd  around  thy  hrad» 
Ibou  ahak  marrel  I  am  not 
Aftbrihadowonthespot,  . 
'  the  power  which  thoa  doft  feel 
~  le  what  thoQ  nuut  conceaL 


*' 


Sbflea  die  mfinkbed  **  Van^ire,*'  he  began  also, 
U  (h»  tinie,  anotber  romanoe  m  prose,  founded  upon 
Aeiloqp  of  the  Bfaftiage  of  Belphegor,  and  intended 
toibdow  out  his  own  matrimonial  fate.  The  wife 
rf  Ab  atanie  personage  he  described  much  in  the 
■K  ipirit  that  perrades  his  delineation  of  Donna 
ha  in  the  Pint  Cantaof  Don  Juan.  WhUe  en- 
med.  bowerer,  in  writing  this  stojry,  he  heard  from 
fi^M  that  Lady  Byron  was  ill,  and,  his  heart 
at  the  intelligence,  he  threw  the  manuscript 
■to  the  fre.  So  conatantly  were  the  good  and  eril 
pneipki  of  his  nature  conflicting  for  mastery  oyer 

Ik  two  following, Poems,  so  di£ferent  from  each 
Mkr  m  (heir  eharacter, — the  first  prying  with  an 
oM  scepticism  into  the  darkness  of  another  world, 
■^  the  lecood  breathing  all  that  is  most  natural  and 
lader  io  the  affections  of  this,— were  also  written  at 
tti  fine,  and  hate  neVer  before  been  pubUsbed. 

CCmiCT  FROM   AK  UNPUBLISHED  POEM. 

Coold  I  remoont  tiie  rirer  of  my  years 
To  (be  first  fountain  of  our  amiloa  and  tearv, 
I  vonld  not  trace  a^ain  the  stream  of  boon 
Betveefl  their  outworn  bonk*  of  witber'd  floWers, 
Bat  hid  H  flow  as  now— onUl  it  glides 
bto  Che  nunber  of  the  nameless  tides. 
«  •  *  «  • 

What  is  tUs  Death  ?-a  qnlet  of  the  heart  ? 
The  «hole  of  that  of  whjich  we  ate  a  part? 
For  Life  is  bat  a  vision— what  I  see 
Of  iU  which  lires  alone  is  life  td  me. 
Aid  being  so— the  absent  are  the  dead. 
Who  haont  as  from  tranqoillity,  and  spread 
A  dreary  sbroad  wroond  us,  and  invest 
With  ad  remembrancers  our  hours  of  rest. 

The  absent  are  the  dead— for  they  are  cold. 
Aid  80*61  can  be  what  once  we  did  behold ; 
Am  they  are  duuiged,  and  cheerless,— or  if  yet 
The  aafoTKOtten  do  not  all  forget, 
Snee  (hns  diTided— eqnsl  must  it  be 
Ifthedeep  barrier  be  of  earth  or  sea ; 
It  BMy  be  both— bat  one  day  end  it  must 
Ib  the  dark  aniso  of  insensate  dust. 

The  onder-earth  inhaWtanta— are  they    . 
Bat  ndngted  Biillions  decomposed  to  clay  ? 
The  ttbes  of  a  thousand  ages  spread 
Wheierer  man  has  trodden  or  shall  ti«ad7 
Or  do  they  in  their  silent  cities  dweU 
Bach  in  his  incommunicative  cell  ? 
Or  have  (hey  their  own  language  ?  and  a  sense 
Ofbreathkas  being  ?— darfcen'd  and  intense 
As  mUnight  in  her  solitude  ?— Oh  Earth ! 
Where  are  the  post  ?— and  wherefore  had  they  birth? 
The  dead  are  thy  inheritors— and  we 
Bat  babbles  oiklby  surfece ;  and  the  key 


tJpeatht  same  occasion,  indeed,  he  wrote  some 
**>^rit  not  quite  so  generous.of  which  a  few  oCtbe 
i^lMBesisaniabaUgiTe: 

Am  (boa  vert  Md— yet  was  I  not  with  thee  i 
And  tfaoa  vert  ttdu-aod  yet  I  wis  not  near. 

McUMvgHlOiat  ioy  aad  Health  slooe  could  be 
yi^tn  I  WM  natf  mod  pain  and  sorrow  here. 

Aad  h  k  tbos  1-U  is  ss  1  foretold, 
Aad  than  ha  noie  so  :-ftc  &e. 


Of  thy  prolbadity  is  in  the  grare. 
The  ebtm  portal  of  thy  pe<q>led  cave. 
Where  I  would  walk  in  spirit,  and  behold 
Our  elements  resolved  to  things  untold. 
And  flithom  hidden  wonders,  and  explore 
The  essence  of  great  bosoms  now  no  more. 


TO  AUGUSTA. 

1. 

My  sister  I  my  sweet  sister !  if  a  name 
«    Bearer  and  purer  were,  it  vhould  be  thine. 
Mountains  and  seas  divide  us,  but  I  claim 
No  tears,  but  tenderness  to  answer  mine : 
Go  where  I  will,  to  me  thou  art  the  same—  ' 
A  laved  regret  which  I  would  not  resign. 
There  yet  are  two  things  in  my  destiny  ,r— 
A  world  to  roam  through,  and  a  home  with  thee. 


The  first  were  nothing— bad  I  still  the  last. 
It  were  the  haven  of  my  happfanesa ; 
But  other  claims  and  other  ties  thou  hast. 
And  mine  is  not  the  wish  to  nu^  them  less. 
A  strange  doom  is  (by  father's  son's,  and  past 
Recalling,  as  it  lies  beyond  redress ; 
Reversed  for  him  our  grandsire's  *  Ihte  of  yore^— 
He  had  no  rest  at  sea,  nor  I  on  shore. 


,If  my  inheritsBce  of  storms  bath  been 
In  other  elements,  and  on  the  rocks 
Of  perils,  overlooked  or  unforeseen, 
I  have  siutain'd  my  share  of  worldly  shocks; 
The  feult  was  mine ;  nor  do  I  se^  to  screen 
My  errors  with  defensive  paradox ; 
I  have  been  cunning  in  mine  overthrow. 

The  carefki)  pilot  of  my  proper  woe. 

4. 

Mine  were  my  faults,  and  mine  be  their  reward. 
My  whole  life  was  a  contest,  since  the  day 
That  gave  me  being,  gave  me  that  which  marr'd 
The  gift,— «  fete,  or  will,  that  walk'd  astray ; 
And  I  at  times  have  ibund  the  struggle  hard. 
And  thought  of  shaking  off  my  bonds  of  clay : 
But  now  I  tain  would  for  a  time  survive. 
If  but  to  see  what  next  can  well  arrive. 


Kingdoms  and  empires  in  my  little  day 
I  have  outlived,  and  yet  I  am  not  old ; 
And  when  I  look  on  this,  the  petty  spray 
Of  my  own  years  (^  trouble  which  have  roU*d 
like  a  wild  bay  of  breakers,  melts  away : 
Sdmething— I  know  not  what— does  still  uphold 
A  spirit  of  slight  patience^— not  in  vain. 
Even  for  its  own  sake,  do  we  purchMe  pain. 


Perhaps  the  workings  (^defiance  stir 
Within  mo,— or  perhaps  a  cold  despair. 
Brought  on  when  ills  habitually  recur,— 
PeAaps  a  kinder  clime,  or  purer  air, 
(For  erven  to  this  nuiy  change  of  soul  refer. 
And  with  light  armour  we  may  learn  to  bear,) 
Have  taught  me  a  strange  quiet.  »rhicb  was  not 
The  chief  companion  of  a  calmer  lot> 


I  feel  almost  at  times  as  I  have  felt 

In  happy  childhood;  trees,  and  flowers,  and  brotriLS, 

Which  do  rq^ember  me  of  where  I  dwelt 

Etc  my  young  mind  was  sacrificed  to  books. 


*  *  Admiral  Byron  was  remailnble  for  never  making  a 
voyage  without  a  tempest.    He  was  known  to  the  sailors 
by  the  fecetions  name  of  *  Foul- weather  Jacl^* 
But,  Otow;h  it  were  tempest-tost. 
Still  Us  bark  coold  not  bclost. 

He  returned  safely  from  the  wreck  ofthe  Wager(In  Anson's 
Voyage),  and  subsequently  circnmnavigated  the  world, 
many  years  after,  as  commander  td  a  similar  expedition.* 
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Come  as  of  yore  apon  mo,  and  can  meTt 
My  heart  with  recopiition  of  their  looka  i 
And  eren  at  momenta  I  could  think  I  see 

Some  Uiiug  thing  to  lore—hnt  none  like  thee. 
8. 
Here  are  the  Alpine  landscapes  which  create 
A  fiind  for  contemplation  ;~to  admire 
Is  a  brief  (idling  of  a  tririal  date ; 
But  something  worthier  do  such  scenes  inspire 
Here  to  be  lonely  is  not  desolate, 
For  much  I  Tiew  which  I  conid  most  desire. 
And.  abow  all,  a  lake  I  can  behold 

Lovelier,  not  dearer,  than  oar  own  of  old. 

9. 
Oh  tlMt  thoa  wert  bat  with  me  t— Imt  J  grow 
The  fool  of  my  own  wishes,  and  foiget 
The  solitude  which  I  have  vaunted  so 
Has  lost  its  praise  in  this  bat  one  regret ; 
There  may  be  others  which  I  less  may  show  ;— 
I  am  not  of  the  plaintire  meod,  and  yet 
J  feel  an  ebb  in  my  pUlosoiAy, 

And  the  tide  rising  in  my  aHer'd  eye. 
10. 
I  did  remind  thee  of  onr  own  deur  lake,* 
By  the  <dd  hall  which  may  be  mine  no  more. 
Leman's  is  Ihir ;  bat  Chink  not  I  forsake 
The  sweet  remembrance  of  a  dearer  shore  : 
Sad  havoc  Time,  most  with  my  memory  make 
Bfe  tk€U  or  tkou  can  fiuie  these  eyes  before  ; 
Thoagh,  Uke  aU  things  which  I  hare  loved,  they  are 

Reslgn'd  for  erer.  or  divided  fiir. 

11. 

The  W4>r1d  is  all  before  me ;  I  bat  ask 
Of  nature  that  with  which  she  will  comply— 
It  is  bat  in  her  somraar's  san  to  bask, 
Totaiiyle-with  the  quiet  of  her  sky, 
To  see  ner  gentle  Aice  without  a  mask. 
And  never  gase  on  it  with  apathy. 
She  was  my  early  friend,  and  now  shall  be 
My  sister-^till  llook  again  on  thee. 

13. 

I  can  reduce  all  fiseUngp  but  this  one : 
And  that  I  would  not  .--/or  at  length  I  see 

*  Such  scenes  as  chose  wherein  my  lift  begun. 
The  earliest—even  the  only  pnths  for  me— 
Had  I  but  sooner  loamt  the  crowd  to  shun, 
I  had  been  better  than  I  now  can  bo 
The  passions  which  hav%  torn  me  would  have  slept ; 

/  Jiad  not  sulTei'd,  and  tkou  hadst  not  wept. 

13. 
With  tUlMe  ambition  what  had  I  to  do  ? 
Little  with  love,  and  least  of  all  with  ftme  ; 
And  yet  they  came  unsought,  and  with  me  grew. 
And  made  me  all  whld>  they  can  make— a  name. 
Yet  this  was  not  the  end  I  did  pursue ; 
Surely  I  once  beheld  a  nobler  aim. 
But  alt  is  ovev— I  am  one  the  more 
To  bafled  millions  which  have  gone  before. 


And  fof  the  ftitnre,  this  world's  fbtwe  may 
From  me  demand  but  little  of  my  care : 
I  have  (mtlhred  myself  by  many  a  day ; 
Haring  survived  so  many  things  that  were : 
My  years  have  been  no  slumber,  but  tlie  prey 
Of  ceaseless  vigils :  for  I  had  the  share 
Of  life  which  might  have  flll'd  a  century. 
BcAm  its  fourth  in  tima  had  pass'd  me  t^. 

15. 
And  for  the  remnant  which  may  be  to  come 
I  am  content ;  and  for  the  past  I  lieel 
Hot  thankless,— A>r  within  the  crowded  sum 
Of  stcnggles,  happiness  at  times  would  steal, 
And  for  the  present.  1  would  not  bennnd) 
My  feelings  Airtber^Nor  shall  I  conceal 
That  with  altthls  I  stiD  can  look  around« 
And  worship  Nature  with  a  thought  profound. 


'  The  lake  of  Newstead  Abbey. 


For  thee,  my  own  sweet  sister,  la  thy  heart 
I  know  myself  secure,  as  thou  in  mine; 
We  were  and  «e— I  am,  even  as  thou  art— 
'    Heings  who  nCeKeach  other  can  resign : 
It  is  the  same,  together  or  apart. 
From  life's  commencement  to  its  slow  decHne 
We'are  entwined— let  death  come  slow  VMIK^ 
The  tie  idiich  bound  the  flrst  endures  the  Hit  1 

Id  the  month  of  Augu8{,  Mr  M.  O.  Lewis  arrived 
to  pa»  some  time  vrhh  Um ;  and  he  was^xn  after 
visited  by  Mr  Richard  Shaipe,  of  ifhom  he  mato 
such  honooraUe  mentioii  in  the  journal  already  giveSf 
and  with  whom,  tttf  I  haye  heard  that  gentlemiii  nj, 
<«t  now  gave  him  evident  pleasure  to  conTfarw  about 
their  common  friends  in  England*  Anongtboie  wbo 
appeared  to  hay^left  the  strongei^  impresrioss  of  in- 
fcrest  and  adminUiooon  his  mind,  was  (as  easily  will 
be  believed  by  aU  who  know  this  distingniahed  per* 
son)  Sir  James  Mackintosh. 

Soon  after  the  arriyal  of  his  friends,  Mr  Hobhow 
andMrS.  Davies,  he  set  out,  a»  We  have  secii,witb 
the  former,  on  a  taitr  through  the  Bernese  Alps,— 
af teK  accomplishing  which  journey,  about  the  begio- 
ning  of  October  he  took  In  departure,  aeooaipBiBed 
by  the  same  gentleman,  for  Italy. 

The  first  letter  of  the  foUow#«  series  wsi,  it  inl 
be  seen,  written  a  few  days  before  he  left  Disidati. 

LETTER   CCXLVn. 

TO  MS  MURBAT. 

Diodati,Oet.B,nM. 
'     ♦'       ♦        ♦        *        ♦ 
**  Save  me  a  copy  of  *  Buck's  Richard  III.'  repift- 
Mied  by  Longman ;  but  do  notsend  out  more  boob 
I  have  too  many. 

**  The  *  Monoidy'  is  m  too  many  parsgrsphii  wbidil 
makes  it  unintelligible  (o  me;  if  any  one  ebe  nndef- 
stands  it  in  the  present  form,  th»y  ait  wiser;  how- 
ever, as  it  cannot  be  rectified  till  mv  return,  and  bw 
been  abeady  published,  even  publish  it  on  io  t^ 
•  collection-r-k  will  fill  up  the  obce  of  the  omilled 
epistle. 

"Strike  out  *  by  request  6f  a  friend,'  which  is  »d 
trash,  and  must  have  been  d5ne  to  mfke  it  ridieoloas. 
**  Be  careful  in  the  printing  the  stansas  hegiiBiBg, 
Though  the  day  of  my  destiny's,  &e. 

whicB  I  think  well  of  as  a  compotition. 

•<*  The  Antiquary '  is  not  the  best  of  the  three,  bel 
much  above  aU  the  last  twenty  years,  saving  ilsckkr 
brothers.  Holcroft's  Memoire  are  valuable  as  abow- 
ing  strength  of  endurance  in  the  man,  whidi  ia  vf«tb 
more  than  aU  the  talent  in  the  worki. 

''And  so  yon  have  been  publishing  ^  Margset  of 
Anjou'  and  an  As^rian  tale,  Jind  lefrising  W.  W.^ 
Waterloo,  and  the  *  Hue  and  Cry.'  I  know  sat 
whioh  most  to  admire,  your  r^ectioos  or  soeept- 
ances.  I  believe  that  pro*$  is,  after  all,  lbs  aoat 
reputable,  for  oertes,  if  every  one  couU  foresee-bst 
I  won't  go  OB— that  is,  with  ihca  ssDteaee;  but 
poetry  is,  I  fear, insurable.  God  bdp  mlHv^ 
ceed  in  this  scribbling,  I  shall  have  fretted  vmj  "J 
mind  before  I  am  thirty,  but  it  is  at  i^ast  s  real 
relief  to  me.    For  the  presen*— good  cfcoiilg* 
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LETTER  CCXLVm. 

flO  MB  MDBEAT.  i 

«  MartiCBJ.  October  9Ui.  ISM. 

^Tlaa  fitf  oa  my  way  to  Italy.  We  hare  just 
pHMd  the  *Pi88e-Viache '  (one  of  the  first  torrents  in 
Swiiseiiiod)  in  time  to  new  the  ins  which  the  sun 
iaplkog  it  before  Dooo. 

"  I  hare  writlKi  to  yoa  twiee  &tel|r>  Mr  DaTies» 
Ihttr.isairired.  He  brings  the  origbal  MS.  which 
m  wiriied  to  see.  RecoUect  that  theprinling is  to 
he>9B  that  which  Mr  SheUer  brought;  and  recollect 
ain,llBt  the  oondodiof  stanaas  of  Chikle  Harold 
Itelo  mfjiaughUr)  which  I  ha4«ot  made  up  my 
md  whether  to  puUuih  or'not  when  th^y  weft  Jirst 
«nttn(as  you  will  seeiqarked  on  0ie  margin  of  the 
^  popyk  1  had  (and,  hare)  fully"  determined  Ut 
pMi,  idth  the  rest  of  the  oanto,'  as  in  the  copy 
*Kch  jroa  Kcahred  by  Air  l^helky ,  befoie.I  sent  it  to 
Eigittd. 

Ov  weather  is  very  fine,  iirhich  is  more  th%n  the 
"■vr  hss  been.— At  Milan  I  ahaU  expect  to  hear 
^jw.  Address  either  to  B^lan,  potte  reUanUf 
wbf  way  of  Genera,  tQ  the  care  of  Monsr  Heotschf 
Buvuer.  I  write  these  lew  lines  m  case  my  other 
tethoold  not  leaf^  you;  I  trust  one  of  them  will. 

"P-S.  Mjr  best  reipects  and  regards  to  Blr  Gifibrd. 
Wiyov  teU  him,  it  noay  perhaps  be  as  well  to  put  a 
i^Bote  to  that  part  relatmg  to  Ctaretu,  merely  to 
^>  that  of  course  the  description  does  not  refer  to 
^psnicularspot  so  much  as  to  the  command  of 
^^ajmadiii  I  do  not  know  that  this  is  neces- 
Jiy,  lod  leare  it  to  Mr  G.'s  choice,  as  my  editor, — 
■kitt  allow  me  to  call  him  80  at  this  distance." 

LETTER  GCXLIX. 

TO  MR  UinKAT. 

«  Mikui,  October  Rib.  18IA. 
>  hear  that  Blr  Davies  has  arrired  in  England,— 
^  that  of  some  letters,  &c,.committed  to  his  care 
iv  Mr  H.,on]y  iU(^  hafe  been  delivered*.  This  in. 
**%>»  satqially  mal^lne  fed  a  little  anxious  for 
Bme^aadsBoogst  them  for  the  BIS.,  which  I  wished 
to  hn  eompared  with  the  one  sent  by  me  through 
i^^uskof  MrSheDey.  I  trust  that  «<  has  arrived 
*Mri-*Bad  indeed  not  less  so,  that  some  little 
^'i^  &c,  from  Moot  Bhnc,  for  my  daughter  and 
■r  lieecs,  have  reaebed  their  address.  Pray  have 
^  goodnen  to  ascertain  from  Mr  Davies  that 
n  Mcident  (by  customhouse  or  loss)  has  befallen 
^  iBd  mitiiy  me  CO  this  point  at  your  earliest 


^tfliecxAeet rightly,  you  tdd  me  thatMrOif- 
m  had  kindly  undertaken  to  correct  the  press  (at 
■V  reqoeM)  during  my  absence — at  least  I  hope 
*•  Itvifi  add  to  my  many  obligations  to  that  gentle- 
am. 

"I  wrote  to  you,  oa  my  way  here,  a  short  note, 
^  Martigi^.  Mr  Hobhouse  and  myself  arrived 
"f>ea few  days  ago,  bj  the  Simplon  and  Laggo  Mag- 
^  iVrtiL  Of  tene  we  visited-  the  Borromean 
^^"*h  lAiA  arelbc,  but  too  artificial.  The 
L?!*  iLiit"'ft'  lait  in  its  nature  and  its  art,— 
'^OiBBaHB  haVe  done  wonders, — to  say  no- 


thing of  the  devil,  who  must  certainly  have  had  a 
hand  (or  a  hoof)  in  some  of  the  rocks  and  ravines 
throogh  and  over  which  the  works  are  carried. 

**  Milan  is  striking,  the  cathedral  superb.  The  city 
akogelher  reminds  me  of  Seville,  but  a  little  inferior. 
We  had  heard  divers  bruits,  and  took  precautions  on 
the  road,  near  the  frontier,  against  some  '  many 
worthy  feDows  (t.  e\  fetons)  that  were  out,'  and  had 
ransacked  some  preceding  travelers,  a  few  weeks 
ago,  near  Sesto, — or  Cesto,  I  forget  which,— of  cash 
andraunent,  besides  putting  them  in  bodily  fear,  and 
lodging  about  twenty  slugs  in  the  retreating  part  of 
a  courier  bekmging  to  Mr  Hope.  But  we  were  not 
mplested,  and,  I  do  not  thiak,  in  any  danger,  except 
of  making  mistakefjn  the  way  of  cocking  and  oriming 
whenever  we  saw  an  old  house,  or  an  ill-looking 
thicket,  and  now  and  then  suspecting  the  *  true  men,* 
who  have  very  much  the  appearance  of  the  thieves 
of  other  oountries.  What  the  thieves  may  kK)k  like. 
I  knownot,  nor  desire  to  know,  for  it  seems  they 
come  upon  yoiji  in  bodies  of  thirty  (In  buckram  and 
Kendal  gre^ ' }  at  a  time,  so  that  the  voyagers  have 
nogreal  chance.  It  iasooMthiug  like  poor  dear  Turkey 
in  that  reelect,  but  not  so  good,  for  there  you  can 
have  as  great  a  body  of  rogues  to  smtch  the  regukir 
banditti ;  but  here  the  gens  d*armes  are  said  to  be  no 
great  things,  and  as4br  one's  own  people,  one  can't 
carry  them  about  like  Robiason  Crusoe  with  a  gun 
on  each  shoukkr. 

.**  I  have  been  to  the  Ambrosias  libraiy— it  isafine 
eollectioD— -full  of^MSS.  edited  and  unedited.  I  en> 
cbse  you  alist  of  the  former  recently  published :  these 
are  matters  for  your  Uterati.  For  me,  in  my  simple 
way,  I  have  been  most  delighted  with  a  correspon- 
dence of  lettcfB,  all  original  and  amatory,  between 
Lucrttia  Borgia  and  Cardmai  Bembo,  preserved 
there.  I  have  pored  over  them  aod'a  lock  of  her 
hair,  the  prettiest  and  fairest  imagipable— I  never 
saw  fairer— and  shall  go  repeatMy  to  read  the  epistles 
over  and  over ;  and  if  I  can  obtain  some  of  the  hair  by 
fiair  means,  I  shaU  try.  I  have  already  persuaded 
the  librarian  to  promise  me  copies  of  the  letters,  and 
I  hope  he  will  not  disappoint  me.  They  are  short, 
but  very  simple,  sweet,  and  to  the  purpose ;  there  are 
some  cities  of  verses  in  Spanish  also  by  her;  the  tress 
of  her  hair  is  kmg,  and,  as  I  said  before,  beoutifu]. 
The  Brera  gallery  of  paintings  has  some  fine  piotures, 
but  nothing  of  a  collection.  Of  painting  I  know  no- 
thing; but  1  like  a  Guercino— «  picture  of  Abraham 
putting  away  Hagar  and  Ishmael — which  seems  to 
me  natural  and  goodly.  The  Flemish  school,  such 
PS  1  saw  it  i^^landcrs,  I  utterly  detested,  despised, 
and  Abhorred;  it  might  be  painting,  but  it  was  not 
nature;  the  Italian  is  pleosmg,  and  their  uUal  very 
noble. 

**  The  Italians  I  have  encountered  here  are  very 
intelligent  and  agreeable.  In  a  few  days  I  am,  to 
meet  Monti  By  the  way,  1  have  just  heard  an  anec- 
dote of  Becoaria,  who  published  such  admirabhs 
things  against  the  punishment  of  death.  As  soon  as 
his  bookjvras  out,  his  sefvant  (having  read  it,  I  pre- 
8ume,)«tole  his  watch;  and  his  master,  whil^ correct- 
ing the  press  of  a  second  edition,  did  all  he  could  to 
have  Mm  hanged  by  way  of  advertisement. 

**  I  forgot  to  mention  the  triumphal  arch  begun  by 
Napoleon,  as  a  gate  to  this  city .  It  is  unfinished,  but 
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the  part  completed  worthy  of  another  age  and  the 
laine  oountry.  The  societj  here  w  very  oddly  carried 
om— at  the  theatre  and  the  theatre  only^— which 
uuwers  to  our  opera.  People  meet  there  as  at  a 
rcut,  but  in  rery  tmaU  circlet*  From  Milan  I  shall 
go  to  Venice,  if  you  write«  write.to  GeneTa,  as  before 
—the  letter  will  be  forwarded. 

••youriefcr." 

LETTER  CCL. 

TO  MB  MtJBBAT. 

«  Milan,  Noreniber  1ft,  18M. 

**  1  have  reoently  written  to  you  rather  frequently, 
but  without  any  late  answer.  Mr  Hobhouse  and 
myself  set  out  for  Venice  in  a  few  days ;  but  you  had 
better  still  address  to  me  at  Blr  Uentsoh's,  Banquier, 
Geneva;  he  will  forward  your  letten. 

^I  do  not  know  wheUier  I  mentioned  toTyou» 
some  time  ago,  that  I  had  parted  with  the;Dr  PoUdori  a 
few  weeks  prerious  to  my  leaving  Diodati.  I  know 
no  great  harm  of  him;  but  he  had  an  alacrity  of 
getting  into  scrapes,  and  was  too  young  and  heedless ; 
and  having  enough  to  attend  to  in  my  own  concerns, 
and  without  time  to  become  his  tutor,  I  thought  it 
much  better  to  give  him  his  cong^.  He  arrived  at 
Milan  some  weeks  before  Mr  Hobhouse  end  myselt 
About  a  week  ago,  in  consequence  of  a  quarrel  at 
the  theatre  with  an  Austrian  officer,  in  which  he  was 
exceedingly  in  the  wrong,  he  has-  contrived,  to  get 
sent  out  of  the  territory,  and  is  gone  to  Florence.  I 
was  not  present,  (he  pit  having  been  the  scene  of 
iltercatioo;  but  on  being  sent  for  from  the  Cavalier 
Breme's  hex,  where  I  was  quietly  staring  at  the 
tiallet,  I  fiMmd  the  man  of  medicine  begirt  with  gre- 
oadiers,  arrested  by  the  guard,  conveyed  into  the 
g;uard-room>  where  there  was  much  swearing  in  se- 
reral  languages.  Hiey  were  going  to  keep  him  there 
for  the  night;  but  on  my  giving  my  name,  and 
mswering  for  his  apparition  next  morning,  he  was 
permitted  egress.  Next  day  he  had  an  order  from 
he  government  to  be  gone  in  twentyrfour  hours,  and 
iccordingly  gone  he  is,  some  days  ago.  We  did  what 
we  oould  for  him,  but  to  no  purpose;  and  indeed  he 
Mought  it  upon  himself,  as  far  as  I  could  lean,  for  I 
fas  not  present  at  the  squabble  itself.  I  believe 
his  is  the  real  state  of  his  case ;  and  I  tell  it  yOu  be- 
»use  I  beKeve  things  sometimes  reach  you  in  Ehig^ 
and  in  a  fidse  and  exaggerated  form.  We  found 
tfilan  veiy  polite  and  hospitable,  *  and  have  the 

*  With  Milsii,  however,  or  Its  society  the  noMe  traveller 
rss  fkr  Arom  beinc  pleased,  and  in  his  Memoranda,  I  re- 
ollect.  he  described  hit  sUy  there  to  be  'like  aahip  under 
oarantine.*  Anong  other  persona  whom  he  met  in  the 
ocie^V  of  that  place^was  M.  Beyle,  Jhe  iof  ei^ons  author  of 


L'HUtoirt  d«  la  FHnittrt  em  italis,»  who 
be  impression  their  first  interview  left  upon  him. 

«  Ce  ftU  pendant  Vaatomne  de  18M,  qoe  Je  le  lencoptrai 
n  thdUre  de  la  Seaia,  k  Milan,  dans  hi  logo  de  M.  Loois 
e  Br^me.  Je  ftu  frapp^  des  yeax  dSXord  Byron  an  mo- 
tent  oik  il  ^ontait  on  sestetto  d*an  op6ra  de  Mayer  Inti- 
a\6  BUna.  Je  n*ai  m  de  ma  vife,  rien  de  plus  bean  ni  de 
lus  expressif.  Bocore  anJoordliiii,  si  Je  viens  It  penser  k 
expression  qa*an  frand  peintre  devrait  donner  an  f6nle, 
ette  tete  sublime  reparait  tout  ii-coap  devant  ssoL  J'eos 
n  instant  d*enthoasiasme,  et  oobliant  la  Jvste  r^pofnanee 
oe  tout  homme  nn  pen  tier  doit  avoir  k  se  Adre  presenter 

an  pair  d'Angleterre,  Je  prial  M.  de  Br^me  dem*iatro* 
aire  k  Lord  Bjnm.  Je  me  tnmvai  le  lendeotaia  k 


same  hopeaefVeroia  and  Veoke.   IhafsfiQsdnty 
paper." 

"Everyomsifcc.* 


LJ^TTER  ecu. 

TO  MR  MOOBB.' 

•Verona,  November  Mb,  WL 
**MT  DBAR  MOOBB, 

*<  Your  letter,  written  before  my  departure  Cna 
England,  and  addressed  to  me  m  London,  only  res«^ 
ed  me  recently.  Sinbe  that  period,  I  have  been  orff 
a  portion  of  that  part  of  Europe  which  I  had  not  al- 
ready seen.  About  a  mMith  since,  I  croised  the  Alfa 
from  Switzerland  to  Milan,  which  I  left  a  few  dajt 
ago,  and  am  thus  far  on  my  way  to  Venice,  wboc 
I  shall  probably  vrinter.  Yestenhgr  I  was  oe  tke 
shores  of  the  Benacus,  with  his  JUtetibus  tt  frmU%. 
Catulhis's  Sirmium  has  still  its  name  and  site,  sod  ii 
remember^  for  his  sake;  but  the  very  heavy  ss- 
tumnal  rains  and  miits  pfevented  our  qnitting  ov 
route  (that  is,  Hobhouse  alid  myself,  who  are  st  pre- 
sent voyaging  together),  as  it  vras  better  not  to.seeit 
at  all  than  to  a  great  disadvantage. 

^  I  found  on  the  BenacU  the  same  traditioD  of  a 
city  stiU  visible  in  eahn  weathar  behm  the  waten, 
which  you  have  preserved  of  Lough  Neagh,  *  Wba 
the  ck;^,  cold  eve's  declining.'  I  do  not  know  that 
it  is  authorised  by  records ;  but  they  tell  you  rachs 
story,  and  say  that  the  city  was  swaUowed  vphfn 
earthquake.  We  moved  to-day  over  the  froalkr  lo 
Verona,  by  a  road  suspected  of  thieves— *  (he  ifiie 
convey  it  call,'— but  without  molestaliao.  I  iba3 
remain  here  a  day  or  two  to  gape  at  the  unsl  mar- 
vels—amphitheatre, paintings,  and  all  that  time-tax 
of  travel— though  CatuIlus,Claudian,  andSfaalopctfs 
have  done  more  for  Verona  than  it  ever  did  ferilKlt 
They  sUU  pretend  to  show,  I  believe,  the  *loab  </ 
all  the  Capulets*— we  shall  see. 

"Among  many  things  at  MalaB,  one  pleased' ae 
particulariy,  vis.,  the  correspondence  (in  theprettiot 
love-letters  in  the  vrorld)  of  Lucretia  Borgia  with 
Cardinal  Bembo  (who,  yoti  «ay,  made  a  veiy  f^ 
cardinal),  and  a  k>ck  of  her  hair,  and  soase  Spasiih 
verses  of  hers^-the  kx^  very  fair  and  beantifuL  1 
took  one  single  hair  of  it  ^f  a  relic,  and  vrisbed  sonb 
to  get  a  copy  of  one  or  two  of  the  letters;  bat  it  ii 
prohibited :  thai  I  don't  mind ;  but  it  was  inpiacti- 
cable;  and  so  I  only  got  some  of  them  by  hesit 

ches  M.  de  Brfaie,  avsc  tat,  et  Is  c^l^bie  Monti,  II— irtri 
aateor  de  la  Bat^Uana.  On  paria  podsle,  on  sa  visti 
demander  qnels  ^taient  les  donse  pins  beaox  vers  thiti  ^ 
pals  nn  riMe,  en  Fraacais,  en  Itallen,  en  Anrhds.  I^ 
ItaUens  prisons  s'accord^real  k  ddsifner  les  doaas  vn- 
Bders  vers  de  la  MoMckeromiana  de  MonM,  oomass  cc  «•« 
I'onavait  lUt  deplos  bean  dans  lenr  lanffoe,  dep«ls«>< 
ana.  Monti  ? oolot  Men  nous  lea  reciter.  Je  leffaHsi  Lord 
Byron,  11  fnt  ravi.  La  noanoe  de  haatevr,  oa  plotM  lib 
d*nnhtnamtgmlMtromf€  avoir  d  ropomootr  mtto  kap^rta 
nU4»  qoi  d^parait  on  pen  sa  belle  figure,  disparat  tsot-i- 
coap  poor  Aire  place  k  Texpression  do  bonhenr.  Le  presdex 
chant  de  la  MaseieroniaMa,  que  Monti  r^cita  presqM  « 
eatiar,  valncn  par  les  acclamatlona  des  aaditeaiv,  casm  k 
pins  Vive  seasatioB  k  l*antear  de  ChiHe  HarsM.  Je  s*sa- 
blieral  Jamais  VexpressioB  divine  VWs  traUs:  C^«t|itl^ 
serein  de  la  poiisance  el  da  giide,  et  salsaat  MP  I^ 
Bynm  n*avait,  en  oe  mMoenf,  aoeanaftalMlaa  Ai 
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llej  are  kept  io  the  AmbroMui  Libmry,  which  I 
«Aa  Tinted  to  look  them  orer— to  the  aeaidal  of  the 
Unriu,  who  wanted  to  enlighten  me  with  mindry 
nloBble  liSS.,  dapieal,  philoeophical,  and  pious. 
But  I  iliek  Id  the  Pope's  daughter,  and  wiih  mjself 


H  hne  wen  the  fineit  parts  of  Switserland,  the 
fiUie,  the  Rhone,  and  the  Swiss  and  Italian  lakes; 
fcrthe  besnties  of  which  I  refer  you  to  the  Guide- 
book. The  north  of  Italy  is  tolerably  free  from  the 
EbgU;  hot  the  south  sWarms  with  them,  I  am  told. 
Madtae  de  Stael  I  saw  frequently  at  Copet,  which 
the  Ruiefs  remarkably  pleasant.  She  has  been  par- 
tieaUy  kind  to  me.  I  was  for  some  months  her 
Ba|U»iir,  in  a  country-hodse  caOed  Diodati,  which 
I U  on  the  Lake  of  GeoeTa.  My  plans  are  Tery 
ibMud;  but  it  is  probable  that  you  will  see  me -hi 
fi^hsil  in  the-  spring.  I  hare  some  business  there. 
V  joa  write  to  me,  will  you  address  to  the  <;are  of 
MBis.Hentsch,  fianqnier.  Genera,  who  reoeiTes  and 
{■nrudi  oy  letters.  Remember  me  to  Rogers,  who 
vnle  to  me  lately,  with  a  short  account  of  your 
poen,  which,  I  trust,  is  near  the  light.  He  speaks 
tfilMithigfafr. 

"My  health  is  Tery  endurable,  except  that  I  am 
■kject  to  casual  giddiness  and  faintnesses,  which  is 
»iU  a  fine  kdy,  that  I  am  rather  ashamed  of  the 
^■oHer.  When  I  sailed,  I  had  a  physician  i^irilh 
>M,  vkoB,  afiter  some  months  of  patience,  I  found  it 
o^dmt  to  part  with*  before  I  left  Geneva  some 
tBe.  jOn  arriring  at  Milan,  I  found  this  gentleman 
BToy  good  sAciety,  where  he  prospered  for  some 
vfcb;  bat,  at  \eagihf  at  the  theatre  he  quarrelled 
viih'aii  Aostrian  officer,  and  was  sent  out  by  the 
in  twen^-four  hours.    I  was  not  present 


tt  bii  sqnabUe ;  but,  on  hearing  that  he  was  put 
ttder  ■nest,  1  went  and  got  him  out  of  his  confine- 
t,  bnt  could  not  prevent  his  being  sent  off,  which, 
■deed,  he  partfy  deserved,  being  quite  in  the  wrong, 
ni  having  begun  a  row  for  row's  sake.  I  had  pre- 
ceded the  Anstriaaf^vemment  some  wedcs  myself, 
kpmg  hhn  his  cang6  from  Geneva.  He  is  not  a 
^  Uow,  but  very  young  and  hot-headed,  and 
■■K*e  Bkdy  to  incur  diseases  than  to  cure  them, 
^o^iioiiie  and  myself  found  it  useless  to  intercede  for 
koi  Hoi  hi^ipaied  some  time  before  we  leftMilan. 
^iigwetoPkNrence. 

"AtlGhu  I  saw,  and  vras  visited  by,  Monti,  the 
>ttt  odehrated  of  the  Uving'  Italian  poets.  He 
*>m  near  sixty :  in  ikce  he  is  Uke  the  late  Cooke 
^  actor.  His  frequent  changes  in  politics  have 
Mde  hiB  Toy  unpopular  as  a  man.  I  saw  many 
■ore  of  their  literati ;  but  none  whose  names  are  well 
uown  in  England,  except  Aoerbi.  I  lived  much 
with  the  Ita£ms,  particularly  vrith  the  Marquis  of 
fteae's  fiunily,  who  are  very  able  and  intelligent 
^  apedally  the  Abate.  There  was  a  fiunDus 
^(xoTvisatore  who  hekl  forth  while  I  was  there. 
Hh  Aacncy  astonished  me;  but,  although  I  nnder- 
•tedltaliaa,  and  speak  it  (with  more re^liness  than 
J^wacf),  I  oould  only  carry  off  a  few  very  common- 
paoe  DythologiGal  images,  and  one  Ime  about  Ar- 
''^■"•t  and  another  about  Algiers,  with  sixty  words 
^  oitire  tragedy  about  Eteocles  and  Polynices. 
^'^  of  the  Italians  liked  him— others  called  his 
I'^t^onMice '  seocatom'  (a  devilish  good  wwd,  by 


the  way)    lad  all  Blilan  was  in  cootroveny  about 

**  The  State  of  morals  in  these  parts  is  in  some  sort 
lax.  A  mother  and  son  were  pointed  out  at  the 
theatre,  as  being  pronounced  by  the  Milanese  workl 
to  be  of  the  Theban  dynasty— but  this  was  all.  The 
narrator  (one  of  the  first  men  in  MibuO  seemed  to  be 
not  sufficiently  scandalised  by  the  taste  or  the  tie. 
An  society  in  Milan  is  carried  on  at  the  opera :  they 
have  private  boxes,  where  they  play  at  cards,  or 
talk,  or  any  thing  eke ;  but  (except  at  the  Cassino) 
there  are  no  open  houses,  or  balls,  &c  &c.     *       * 

**  The  peasant  girls  have  all  very  fine  dark  eyes, 
and  many  of  them  are  beautiful.  There  are  also 
two  dead  bodies  in  fine  preservation — one  Saint  Carb 
Bororoeo,  at  Milan;  the  other  not  a  saint,  but  a  chief, 
named  Visconti,  at  Monza— both  of  which  appeared 
very  agreeable.  In  one  of  the  Boromean  isjei  (the 
Isola  Bella),  there  is  a  large  laurel— the  largest  knovm 
— on  which  Buonaparte,  slaying  there  just  before  the 
battle  of  Marengo,  carved  with  his  knife  the  word 
*Battaglia.'  I  saw  the  letters,  now  half  worn  out 
and  partly  erased. 

*t  Excuse  this  tedious  letter.  To  be  tiresome  is 
the  privilege  of  old  age  and  absence :  I  avail  myself 
of  the  latter,  and  the  former  I  have  anticipated.  If 
I  do  not  speak  to  you  of  my  own  affairs,  it  is  not 
from  want  of  confidence,  but  to  spare  you  and  my- 
self. My  day  is  over — what  then  ? — I  have  had  it 
To  be  sure,  I  have  shortened  it;  and  if  I  had  done 
as  much  by  this  letter,  it  would  haye  been  as  well 
But  you  win  forgive  that,  if  not  the  other  faults  of 
*^  Yours  ever  and  most  affectionately, 

•P.S.  Nov.7.  WW. 
**  I  have  been  over  V«rona.  The  amphitheatre  is 
vronderful— beats  even  Greece.  Of  the  truth  of 
Juliet's  story,  they  seem  tenacious  to  a  degree,  in- 
sisting on  the  fiact — giving  a  date  (1303),  and  show- 
ing a  tomb.  It  is  a  plain,  open,  and  partly  decayed 
sarcophagus,  l^ith  withered  leaves  in  it,  in  a  wfld  and 
desolate  conventual  garden,  once  a  cemetery,  now 
ruined  to  the  very  graves.  The  situation  struck  me 
as  veif  appropriate  to  the  legend,  being  blighted  as 
their  love.  I  have  brought  away  a  few  pieces  of  the 
granite,  to  give  to  my  daughter  and  my  nieces.  Of 
the  other  marvels  of  this  city,  paintings,  antiquities, 
&c,  excepting  the  tombs  of  the  Scaliger  princes,  I 
have  no  preten  ions  to  judge.  .The  Gothic  monu- 
ment of  the  ScaUgers  pleased  me,  but  'a  poor  vir- 
tuoso am  1/  and 

•*  Ever  yours.** 

It  must  have  been  observed,  in  my  account  of 
Lord  Byron's  life  previous  to  his  marriage,  thai, 
vrithout  leaving  altogether  unnoticed  (what,  indeed, 
vras  too  notorious  to  be  so  evaded)  certain  affiurs  of 
gaHantry  in  which  he  had  the  reputation  of  being 
engaged,  I  have  thought  it  right,  besides  refraining 
from  such  details  in  my  narrative,  to  suppress  also 
whatever  passages  in  his  Journals  and  Lettera  might 
be  supposed  to  bear  too  personally  or  particularly  on 
the  same  delicate  topics.    Incomplete  as  the  strange 
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hiilQry  of  liii  miiMl  and  hart  moat,  iQ  ose  of  ili  mott 
uiteresdog  chapters,  be  left  by  these  omiauoDe,  still 
%  deference  to  that  peculiar,  sense  of  deoorum  ia  this 
oountry,  which  maits  the  mentioa  of  such  frailties 
aa  hardly  a  less  crime  than  the  eottmiaaon  of  them, 
and»  still  more,  the  refard  due  to  the  ieeliogs  of  the 
liring,  who  ought  not  rashly  to  be  made  to  suffnr  for 
the  erroM  of  the  dead,  hare  oombined  to  render  this 
sacrifice,  boweyer  muck  it  may  bt  regretted, 
neoessaiy. 

We  have  now,  however,  shifted  the  scene  to  a 
regioa  where  less  caution  is  requisite; — where,  from 
the  different  standard' applied  to  female  momis  in 
these  respects,  if  the  wrong  itself  be  not  lessened  by 
•this  dimmutioo  of  the  oonscioustteis  of  it,  less  scryple 
may  be,  aA  least,  felt  towards  persons  so  drcom- 
stanced,  and  whatever  delicacy  We  may  think  right 
to  exercise  in  speaking  of  their  frailties  must  b^  with 
reference  rather  to  our  views  and  usages  than  theirs. 

Availing  myself,  with  this  Ifitter  qualification,  of 
the  greater  latitude  thys  allowed  me,  I  shall  venture 
so  far  to  depart  from  the  plan  hitherto  pursued,  as  to 
give,  with  but  little  suppression,  the  noble  poet's 
letters  relative  to  his  Italian  adventuiss.  To  throw 
a  veil  altogether  over  these  irregularities  of  his  prifato 
life  would  be  to  afford — ^were  it  even  practicable — . 
but  a  partial  portraiture  of  his  character ;  while,  on 
the  other  hand;  to  rob  him  of  the  advantage  of  being 
himself  the  historian  of  his  errors  {where  no  injury 
to  others  can  flow  from  the  disckMure)  would  be  to 
deprive  him  of  whatever  softening  light  can  be  thrown 
round  such  trangressions  by  the  vivacity  and  fiincy, 
the  passionate  k»ve  of  beauty,  and  the  strong  yearning 
after  aflectkin  which  will  be  found  to  have,  more  or 
less,  mingled  with  even  the  least  refined  of  his 
attachments.  Neither  is  any  great  danger  to  be 
apprehended  from  the  sanction  or  seduction  of  such 
an  example;  as  they  who  would  dare  to  plead  the 
authority  of  Lord  Byron  for  their  errors  must  first  be 
able  to  trace  them  to  the  same  palliating  sources, — 
to  that  sensibility,  whose  very  excesses  showed  its 
strength  and  depth, — that  stretch  of  imagination,  to 
the  very  verge,  perhaps,  of  what  reason  can  bear 
witltout  giving  way, — that  whole  combination,  in 
short,  of  grand  but  disturbing  powers,  which  akme 
eouM  be  aUowed  to  extenuate  such  moral  desange- 
ment,  but  which,  even  in  him  thus  dangerously  gifted, 
were  insufficient  to  excuse  it. 

Having  premised  these  few  observatfens,  I  shall  now 
proceed,  with  less  interruption,  to  by  his  correspon- 
dence, during  this  and  the  two  succeeding  years, 
before  the  reader.  ' 

• 

LETTER  CCLin. 

TO  MS  MOORB. 

«  Venice,  Norember  17ih,  181ft. 
**  I  wrote  io  you  from  Verona  the  other  day  in  my 
progress  hither,  which  letter  I  hope  you  will  receive. 
Some  three  ywn  ago,  or  it  may  be  -more,  I  recollect 
your  telling  me  that  you  had  received  a  letter  from 
our  friend  Sam,  dated  *  On  board  hiagondola.'  My 
gondola  is,  at  this  present,  waiting  for  me  on  the 
canal ;  but  I  prefer  writing  to  yon  in  the  house,  it 
being  autumn— «od  rather  an  Eiq^ah  autumn  than 


It  is  iiy  iBteiitiOD  Io  lenam  atVsaioe 
during  the  winter,  probably,  as  It  has  alwajs  bees 
(next  to  the  East)  the  greenest  iiknd  of  b| 
imaginatMp.  It  has  nM  disappointed  me;  thssgli 
its  evident  decay  woukl,  perlM^  have  that  cfeet 
upon  others.  But  I  have  been  familtar  mlh  nam 
too  kngto^isUke  desolation.  Besides,  I  have  Uka 
ink>ve,  which,  next  to  falling  into  the  canal  (wUeh 
wouM  be  of  no  use,  as  I  can  swim),  is  the  bcitorthe 
worst  thiag  I  could  do.  I  have  got  some  extresMf 
good  apartments  in  the  house  of  a  'Merohast  if 
Venice,'  who  is  a  good  deal  occupied  with  I 
and  has  a  wife  in  ho*  twenty -seoond  year, 
(that  is  her  name)  is  in  her  appearance  akogeikflr 
like  an  antek^.  She  has  the  laige,  black,  orieslil 
Oyes,' with  that  peculiar  expression  ia  them  whiek  ii 
seen  rarely  among  JBurcipeanf — even  the  IislisM-- 
and  which  many  of  the  Turkish  woven  givethsaMcbei 
by,  tiqging  the  eyeUdr-an  art  not  known  out  cf  tint 
country,  I  bidieve.  This  expresskm  she  has  mO^- 
ra//jf  ,--and  something  mor?  than  this.  Ia  AoH^  I 
calmot  describe  the  effect  of  this  kind  of  eycr-atlesa 
upon  me.  Her  features  are  regubr,  mid  ntber 
aquiline— mouth  small— skin  dear  and  soft,  widi  § 
kind  of  hectic  ook>ur->-forehead  remarkably  good:  ba 
hair  is  of  the  dark  gkws,  curi,  and  eokrar  of  M 
J^'s:  her  figure  is  light  and  pretty,  and  she  ii • 
fomous  ssngstress— scientifically  so:  her  nattsal  f«ee 
(in  conversation,  I  mean)  is  very  sweet ;  sad  4ke 
naivete  of  the  Venetian  dialect  is  always  f\mwm  ■ 
the  mouth  of  a  woflum.  ^ 

•NoreatarSl 

**  You  win  'perceive  that  my  descriptioB,  wWeh 
was  proceeding  with  the  minuteness  of  a  paapcrti 
has  been  interrupted  for  several  days.  In  die  oeta 
time         ••••«' 


•OeoeiBberl 
''Since  my  former  dates,  I  do  not  know  that  I  bare 
much  to  add  on  the  subject,  and,  hickily,  nothiof  <o 
take  away ;  for  I  am  more  pleased  than  ever  wilb  sv 
Venetian,  and  begin  to  frel  vei7  •erkms  on  that  poiot 
— so  much  so,  that  1  shall  be  aOent. 

♦  »  ♦  ♦  • 

**  By  way  of  divertisement,  I  am  studying  diiirt 
at  an  Armenian  monastery,  the  Armenian  Isagmf^- 
I  found  that  my  mind  wanted  something  oaggy  ^ 
br^k  upon ;  and  this— «s  the  most  difficult  thiof  I 
could  discover  here  for  an  amusement— I  ^^ 
chosen,  to  torture  me  into  attention.  ItisaiichltB* 
guage,  however,  and  would  amply  rq)ay  say  <* 
the  trouble  of  learning  it.  I  try,  and  shaH  go  oa  {- 
but  I  answeibfor  nothbg,  least  of  aU  forny  (B**"^ 
or  nyr  success.  There  are  some  very  cuiioa*  M*- 
in  the  monaAery,  as  well  as  books ;  transhtioos  v^ 
from  Greek  originals,  now  Vml^  and  from  Peniss  naA 
Syriac,  &c.;  besides  works  of  their  own  peop^ 
Four  yean  ago  the  French  mstituted  an  Aibcv** 
professorship.  Twenty  pupils  presented  thoosehcs 
on  Monday  morrihg,  full  of  noble  ardour,  ipgaoflt* 
youth,  and  impregnable  industry.  They  pefserfltdj 
with  a  courage  worthy  of  the  nation  and  of  univerw 
conquest,  till  Thursday ;  when  /^fte^m  of  the  twftif 
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to  dw  axaiid-tWMitieth  letter  of  the  a1- 
^hibeL  •  It  is,  to  be  rare,  a  Waterloo  of  an  Alpha- 
kMbit  nan  be  «ud  lor  tbem.  But  it  is  ao  like 
AcK  USom,  to  do'by  it  at  they  did  by  their  eore- 
RVM-abtndoo  both;  to  parody  tl^e  old  rhymet, 
'lUttalhingaadgiTea  thing'— *  Take  a  King  and 
pieaRiiif.'  Tbcgr  are  the  worrt  of  aninals,  except 
(kdreonqueron. 

"  I  hear  that  H— n  is  your  neighbour,  baring  a 
Eiii|iB  Derbyshire.  You  will  find  bin}  an  excellent- 
kuled  feOoir,  as  well  as  one  of  the  cIeTerest;a 
Ettk,  peibsps,  too  much  japanned  by  preferment  in 
Aeehaieh  and  the  tuition  of  youth,  as' well  as  ino- 
obldwiih  the  disease  of  domestic  felicity,  besides 
b«|  omnm  with  fine  fedings  about  woman  and 
MMtacy  (that  small  change  of  Lore,  which  people 
exact* ii|^dl|,  receire  in  rach  counterfeit  coin,  and 
Rmii  baser  metal) ;  but,  otherwise,  a  Tery  worthy 
■a,  who  bu  lately  got  a  pretty  wife,  and  (I  suppose) 
I  diid  bf  this  time.  Pray  remember  me  to  bin, 
ttd  ay  that  I  know  not  which  to  enyy  mosi— his 
■agUioariiood,  him,  or  yea. 

"Of  Veoice  I  shall  say  Utile.  You  must  hate 
I  wi  Moy  descriptions;  and  they  are  most  of  them 
I  Ae.  It  ii  a  poetical  place;  and  chssical,  to  us, 
!  6«Shahq>eare  and  Otway.  I  ha?e  not  yet  sinned 
)  •9Mii<itiB  ferw,  nor  do  I  know  that  I  shall  do  so, 
Mg  been  tuneless  mnce  I  crossed  the-AIpe,  and 
fecfal,  ss  yet,  no  renewal  of  the '  estro.'  By  the 
j  sir,  lasppose  you  hare  seen  'Glenarroik'  Madame 
^8im1  lest  it  ne  to  read  from  Copet  hut  autumn. 
It  ran  to  ne  that,  if  the  authoress  had  written  the 
M,  aa^DOthmg  but  the  truth— the  whole  truth— 
ftensnaee  would  not  only  have  been  more  ronum- 
tie,  but  Bore  entertaining.  As  for  the  likeness,  the 
pietBie  csa't  be  good— I  dd  not  sit  long  enough. 
WWsjos  bsTe  leisure,  let  me  hear  from  and  of  you, 
^Mag  me  er er  and  truly  yours  most  affectionately. 

«B. 

"P-S.  Oh!  your  Poatu— is  it  out?  I  hope 
Loagnsa  has  paid  his  thousands :  but  don't  you  do 
n^  T^*t  father  did,  who,  baying  made  money 
bya^oartotour,  became  a  tinegar  merchant;  when, 
^^  hb  Tiaegar  turned  sweet  (and  be  d — d  to  it)  and 
nMitm.  My  last  letter  to  you  (from  Verona)  waff 
ocM  lo  Murray — have  you  got  it?  Direct  to  me 
A»«,  pott9  rniamt;  There  are  no  Engliih  here  at 
piaesL  There  were  sereral  in  Switzeriand— some 
**Mi;  but,  except  Lady  Dalrymple  Hamfltoo,  most 
tfte  ssnglf  as  fhrtue— at  least,  those  that  I  saw.** 

LETTER  CCLUI. 
to  Mft.  Moom. 

•Venke.  December  Mth»  1810. 
"I  hat«  takena  fit  of  writing  to  you,  which  por- 
M  poatage-  once  firom  Verona— once  from  Venice, 
^  igaia  from  Venice— ^Artcs  that  is.  For  this 
J«B  may  thank  yourself,  for  I  heard  that  you  com- 
9^iM  of  my  aiknce— so,  here  goes  for  garrulity. 

''I  timtthatyou  receired  my  other  twain  of  letters. 
f(j '  way  of  hfe'  (or  *  B^  of  life,'  which  is  it,  acoord- 
1*1  ts  the  coomientators?)— my '  way  of  life'  is  fallen 
B^  gnat  regularity.  In  the  momiogs  I  go  orer  m 
■r  gowtob  to  babble  Armenian  with  the  friars  of  the 
of  St  LAarus,  and  to  help  one  of  them  in 


correcting  tha  EagUshofaa  Engfish  and  Armenlui 
grammar  which  he  is  publishing.  In  (he  erenings  1 
do  one  of  many  nothings— eitho'  at  the  theatres,  or 
some  of  the  oonrersasionee,  which  are  like  our  route, 
or  rather  worse,  for  the  women  sitina  semieirde  by 
the  kdy  of  the  mansion,  and  the  men  stand  about 
the  room.  To  be  sure,  there  is  one  improreoitat 
uponours— instead  of  lemonade  with  their  ices,  they 
hand  about  t^  r»m-puHcJt^^pvnch,  by  my  palate ; 
and  this  they  think  EnglUh.  I  would  not  disabuse 
them  of  so  agreeable  an  error, — *  no,  not  for  Venice.* 

^'lAst  night  I  was  at  the  Count  Gorernor's,  which, 
of  course,  comprises  the  best  society,  and  is  very 
much  like  other  gregarious  meetings  in  ereiy  country, 
— as  in  ours,— except  that,  instead  of  the  Bishop  of 
Winchester,  you  hare  the  Patriarch  of  Venice;  and 
a  motley  crew  of  Austrians,  Oermans,  noble  Vene> 
tians,  foreigners,  and,  if  you  see  a  quia,  you  may  be 
sure  he  is  a  Consul.  Oh,  by  the  way»  I  forgot,  when 
I  wrote  from  Verona,  to  tell  yen  that  at  Milan,  I 
met  with  a  countryman  of  yours — a  colooel  ****,  a 
Tery  excellent,  good  natured  fellow,  who  knows  and 
showb  all  about  MiUn,  and  is,  as  it  were,  a  natire 
there.  He  is  particularly  civ^  to  strangers,  and  this 
is  his  histoQT, — at  least,  an  episode  of  it. 

^  Six-and-twenty  years  ago  Col.  **** ,  then  an 
'ensign,  being  in  Italy,  feD'  m  bve  with  the  Mar- 
chesa  ****,  and  she  with  him.  The  lady  must  be,  at 
least,  twenty  years  his  senior.  The  war  broke  out ; 
he  returned  to  England,  to  serve — not  his  country, 
for  that 's  Ireland — but  England,  which  is  a  different 
thing;  and  sAe— liearen  knows  what  she  did.  In 
the  year  1814,  the  first  annunciation  of  the  Definitire 
Treaty  of  peace  (and  tyranny)  was  developed  to  the 
astonished  Milanese  by  the  arrival  of  Col.****,  who, 
flinging  himself  fiiO  length  at  the  feet  of  Madame****, 
mnrmured  forth,  in  balf^forgotten  Irish  Italian,  eter- 
nal vows  of  indelible  constancy.  The  lady  screamed 
and  exclaimed,*  Who  are  you  f  The  Colonel  cried, 
'  What,  don't  you  know  roe?  I  am  so  and  so,'&c. 
&o.  &c;  tin,  at  length,  the  Marchesa,  mounting 
from  reminiscence  to  reminiscence,  through  the  lovers 
of  the  intermediate  twenty-five  years,  arrived  at  last 
at  the  recollection  of  her  |>overo  sub-lieutenant.  She 
then  said,  *  Wasthere  ever  such  virtue  ?'  (that  was 
her  very  word)  and,  being  now  a  widow,  gave  him 
i4>artments  in  her  palace,  remstated  him  in  all  the 
rights  of  wrong,  and  held  him  up  to  the  admiring 
word  as  a  miracle  of  incontinent  fidelity,  and  the 
unshaken  Abdiel  of  absence. 

"  Methinib  this  is  as  preUy  a  moral  tale  as  any  of 
Marmonters.  Here  is  another.  The  same  lady,  se- 
veral years  ago,  made  an  escapade  with  a  Swede, 
Count  Person  (the  same  whom  the  Stockhohn  mob 
quartered  and  lapidated  not  fvy  kmg  since),  and 
they  arrived  at  an  Osteria  on  t^  itad  to  Rome  or 
thereabouto.  It  was  a  summtr  evening^  and,  while 
they  were  at  supper,  they  were  suddenly  regaled  by 
a  qrmpbony  of  fiddles  in  an  adjacent  apartment,  so 
prettily  played,  that,  wishing  to  hear  them  more  dis- 
tinctly, the  Count  rose,  and  going  into  the  musical 
society,  said,  *  Gentlemen,  I  am  sure  that,  as  a  com- 
pany of  gaUaut  cavaliers,  you  will  be  delighted  t6 
show  your  skill  to  a  hdy,  who  feeb  anxious,'  &c.  &c. 
The  men  of  harmony  were  all  acquiescence— every 
instrument  was  tuned  And  toned,  and,  striking  up 
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one  of  their  motft  ambrooJ  ain,  the  whole  band  fol- 
lowed the  Count  to  the  lady's  apartment  At  their 
head  waa  the  fint  fiddler,  who,  bowing  and  fiddling 
at  the  Hune  moment,  headed  his  troop  and  advanced 
up  the  room.  Death  and  discord  1— it  was  the  Mar* 
quis  himself,  who  was  on  a  serenading  partj  in  the 
country,  while  his  spouse  had  run  away  from  town. 
The  rest  may  be  imagined— but,  first  of  all,  the  ]tidj 
tried  to  persuade  him  that  she  was  there  on  purpose 
to  meet  him,  and  had  chosen  this  method  for  an  har- 
monic surprise.  So  much  for  this  gossip,  which 
amused  me  when  I  heard  it,  and  I  send  it  to  you,  in 
the  hqpe  it  may  have  the  like  effiict.  Now  we'll  re- 
turn to  Venice. 

**  The  day  after  to-morrow  (to-morrow  being  Christ- 
mas-day) the  Carnival  begins.  I  dine  with  the  Coun- 
tess Albriizi  and  a  party,  and  go  to  the  opera.  On 
that  day  the  Phenix  (not  the  Insurance  Office,  but  the 
thea&e  of  that  name]  opens:  I  have  got  me  a  box 
there  for  the  season,  for  two  reasons,  one  of  which  is, 
that  the  music  is  remarkably  good.  The  Contessa 
Albrizsi,  of  whom  I  haTe  made  mention,  is  the  De 
Stael  of  Venice,  not  young,  but  a  Teiy  learned,  unaf- 
fected, good-natured  woman,  very  polite  to  strangers, 
and,  I  believe,  not  at  all  dissolute,  as  most  of  the 
women  are.  She  has  written  very  well  on  the  works 
of  Canova,  and  also  a  volume  of  Characters,  besides 
other  printed  matter.  She  is  of  Corfu,  but  married 
a  dead  Venetian — that  is,  dead  since  he  married. 

**  My  flame  (my  '  Donna'  whom  I  spolv  of  in  my 
former  epistle,  my  Marianna)  is  still  my  Marianna, 
and  I  her — what  she  pleases.  She  is  by  fiar  the 
prettiest  woman  I  have  seen  here,  and  the  most 
loveable  I  have  met  with  any  where— as  well  as  one 
of  the  most  singular.'  I  believe  I  told  you  the  rise 
and  progress  of  our  tiaison  in  m/  former  letter.  Lest 
that  should  not  have  reached  you,  I  will  merely  re- 
peat that  she  is  a  VenetiaiH  two-and-twen(y  years 
old,  married  to  a  merchant  well  to  do  in  the  world, 
and  that  she  has  great  black  oriental  eyes,  and  all 
the  qualities  which  her  eyes  promise.  Whether 
being  in  love  with  her  has  steeled  me  or  not,  I  do  not 
know ;  but  I  have  not  seen  many  other  women  who 
seem  pretty.  The  nobility,  in  particular,  are  a  sad- 
looking  race — the  gently  rather  better.  And  now, 
what  art  ikoti  doing  ? 


'  Wbat  are  yoa  doins  now, 

Oh  Thomas  Moore? 
What  are  yon  dofaajt  now* 

Oh  Thomas  Moore  ? 
Sighlns  or  salng  now. 
Rhyming  or  wooing  now, 
Billing  or  cooing  now» 
Which,  Thomas  Moore  ? 


Are  you  not  near  (he  Luddites?  Bj  the  Lordl  H 
there's  a  rov,  but  1^9  ie  among  ye!  How  go  on  the 
weavers— the  breakers  of  frames— the  Lutherans  of 
polittca— the  reformers  ? 


1. 
*  As  (he  IJberty  &uls  o'er  the  tea 
Bought  their  flfvodom,  and  eheaplj,  with  Uood, 
So  we,  boyi.  we 
WU1di«llgfatlBg,orAMflree,    . 
And  dowa  with  aU  kings  bat  Kiai  Lndd ! 


«  When  the  web  that  we  weave  li  eottplete, 
And  the  ihattle  exchanged  for  the  sword. 

We  will  fling  tlie  winding-sheet 

O'er  the  deapot  at  onr  feet. 
And  dye  it  desp  in  the  gore  ha  hM  poorU 


"Hioagh  Mack  M  his  heart  itihne.  | 

Since  liis  veins  are  eormpted  to  mad, 
Tet  this  is  the  dew 

Which  the  tree  shall  renew 

Of  Liberty,  planted  by  Ludd  i 

There's  ao  amiable  ehmton  for  you— aQ  impronpto. 
I  have  written  it  principally  to  shock  your  neighbout 
***%whoisall  dcrgy  andloyal^— auHhaadinw- 
oenoe— mOk  and  water. 

*  But  the  Gamival^  coming. 

Oh  Thomas  Moore  I 
The  CamiTal*a  coming. 

Oh  Thomas  Moore  I 
Masking  and  hamming. 
Fifing  and  druraming^ 
Onitarring  and  stnunndng, 

O  Thomas  ^loore ! 


The  other  night  I  saw  a  new  p1«jr,-*4uid  the  author. 
The  subject  was  the  sacrifice  of  Isaac.  The  play 
succeeded,  and  they  called  for  the  authoi^-aooordiaf 
to  continental  custom — end  he  presented  hioBeU^  • 
noble  Venetian,  Mali,  or  Malapiero,  Immune.  Bfsk 
was  his  name,  and  j^esstmal^  productioo,— atksit, 
I  thought  so,  and  I  ought  to  know,  having  i«ad  more 
or  less  of  five  hundred  Druiy-lane  o&rUigs,  donnf 
my  coa4jutorship  with  the  sub  and  super  Committee. 

**  When  does  your  Poem  of  Poems  come  out?  I 
hear  that  the  E.  R.  has  cut  up  Coleridge's  Ghriita- 
bel,  and  declared  against  me  for  praising  it  1 
praised  it,  firstly,  because  I  thought  well  of  it;  » 
oondly,  because  Coleridge  was  in  great  distress,  sad, 
after  doing  what  little  I  could  for  him  in  essentisk,  I 
thought  that*  the  public  avowal  of  vag  good  opisioa 
might  help  him  further,  at  least  with  the  book- 
sellers. I  am  very  sorry  that  J  ^  *  has  attacked  him, 
(^ecause,  poor  fellow,  it  will  hart  him  in  misj  ssd 
pocket.  As  for  me,  he  is  welcome— I  shall  neier 
think  less  of  J  **  ^  for  aiqr  thing  he  may  say  sgiisit 
me  or  mine  in  future. 

**  I  suppose  Murray  has  sent  you,  or  wifl  pend  (for , 
I  do  not  know  whether  they  are  out  or  no),  the  poem, 
or  poesies,  of  mine,  of  last  summer.  By  the  bis«! 
they're  sublime — '  Ganion  Coherisa'— gaiony  wbo, 
dares  1  Pray,  let  me  hear  from  you,  and  of  yoa,  sod, 
at  least,  let  me  know  that  you  have  received  tbeie 
three  letters.  Direct,  right  ^re,  posU  resUmit* 
"  Ever  and  ever,  &c. 

''P.S.  I  beard  the  other  day  of  a  pret^  trick  of 
a  bookseller,  who  has  published  some  d— d  nooscswt 
swearing  the  bastards  to  me,  and  saying  he  gare  me 
five  hundred  guineas  for  them.  He  lies— I  serer 
wrote  such  stuff,  never  saw  the  poems,  nor  the  poh- 
lisher  of  them,  in  my  life,  nor  had  any  coonom- 
cation,  directly  or  indirectly,  with  the  fidkm.  Pnj 
say  as  much  for  me,  if  need  be.  I  have  written  to 
Murray,  to  make  him  oo&tradict  the  impostor." 
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LBTTEE  CCLIV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Venice,  Norerober  25th.  181ft. 
**  It  is  some  moaths  since  I  haye  beard  from  or  of 
joo— I  think,  not  lince  I  left  Diodati.  From  Milan 
1  wrote  once  or  twice ;  but  have  been  bere  some  little 
tine,  and  iotend  to  pasn  the  winter  without  remo?- 
ia;.  1  wu  much  pleased  with  the  Uigo  di  Oarda, 
aad  with  Verona,  particularly  the  amphitheatre,  an.d 
t  sarcophagus  in  a  couvent  garden,  which  they  show 
u Juliet's:  they  insist  on  the  trutA  of  her  history. 
!  Sisee  my  arriTal  at  Venice,  the  lady  of  the  Austrian 
I  pntnot  loM  roe  that  between  Verona  and  Vicenza 
titere  are  still  ruins  of  the  castle  of  the  Montecchi, 
vd  a  chapel  once  appertaining  to  the  Capulets. 
Roaeo  seems  to  haTe  been  of  Vicenza,  by.  the  tra- 
(iiiioa;  but  I  was  a  good  deal  surprised  to  find  so 
(m  s  fiuth  in  Bandello's  norel,  which  seems  really 
tohxt  been  foooded  on  a  fact. 

Yeoice  pleases  me  as  much  as  I  expected,  and  I 
^tpeeted  much.  It  is  one  of  those  places  which  I 
^before  I  see  them,  and  has  always  haunted  me 
iV  won  after  the  Eaat.  I  like  the  gloomy  gaiety  of 
i^irgODdolas,  and  the  silence  of  their  oanals.  I  do 
>o(  eren  dislike  the  evident  decay  of  the  city,  though 
I  RSret  the  siqgularity  of  ita  Tanished  costume : 
|>0werer,  there  is  much  lefl  still;  the  CanuTal,  too, 

"St Mark's,  and  indeed  Venice,  is  most  alive  at 
B>S^  The  theatros  are  not  open  till  tttne,  and  the 
■Kiety  isproportionably  bite.  All  this  is  to  my  taste, 
bat  Bost  of  your  countrymen  miss  and  regret  the 
nak  of  hackney  coaches,  without  which  they  can't 

'^I  hare  got  remarkably  good  apartments  in  a  pri- 
nte  bouse ;  I  see  something  of  the  inhabitants  (hav- 
iaghadagood  many  letters  to  some  of  them) ;  I  have 
sot  my  gondobi ;  I  read  a  little,  and  luckily  could 
^pesk  Iialiaa  (more  fluently  that  correctly)  long  ago. 
I  an  studying,  out  of  curiosity,  the  Venetian  dialect, 
^"^  is  very  naive,  and  soft,  and  peculiar,  though 
not  tt  an  classical ;  I  go  out  frequently,  and  am  in 
T»y  good  contentment. 

"  He  Helen  of  Canova  (a  bust  which  is  in  the 
bnise  of  Madame  the  County  d'Albrizzi,  whom  I 
^*^)  n,  without  exception,  to  my  mind,  the  ^nost 
P^f^y  beautiful  of  human  conception,  and  far 
bqad  oy  ideas  of  human  execution. 

'  la  tUt  beloved  marble  view. 

Above  (be  works  and  (bouxbta  of  oian, 
Wbat  Nature  comtd,  bat  wimtd  not  do. 

And  Beauty  and  Canova  can  I 
Beroad  ianghiation's  power. 

Beyond  tbe  bard's  defeated  art. 
Wttk  iauBortalitjr  bef  dower. 

BtboU  tbe  Helen  ot  On  heart  r 

Talking  of  the '  heart '  reminds  me  that  I  have  fallen 
n  ioT»-4athomle8s  love ;  bat  lest  you  should  make 
•DBe  splendid  mistake,  and  envy  me  the  possession 
« some  of  those  princesses  or  countesses  with  whose 
^^^ctiooB  your  English  voyagers  are  apt  to  invest 
ihraaelies,  I  beg  leave  to  tell  you  that  my  goddess 
i"  «ly  the  wife  of  a  *  Merchant  of  Venice ; '  but  then 


she  is  pretty  as  an  antelope,  is  but  two-and-twenty 
years  old,  has  the  large,  black,  oriental  eyes,  with 
tbe  Italian  countenance,  and  dark  glossy  hair,  of  the 
curl  and  cobur  of  Lady  J^  *  's.  Then  she  lias  the 
voice  of  a  lute,  ■  and  the  song  of  a  seraph  (though  not 
quite  so  sacred),  besides  a  long  postscript  of  graces, 
virtues,  and  accoropUshments,  enough  to  furnish  out 
a  new  chapter  for  Solomon's  Song.  But  her  great 
merit  is  finding  out  mine — there  is  nothing  so  amiable 
as  discernment. 

^  The  general  race  of  women  appear  to  be  hand- 
some; but  in  Italy,  as  on  almost  all  the  continent,  the 
highest  orders  are  by  no  means  a  well^loukiog-gene- 
ration,  and  indeed  reckoned  by  their  countrymen 
very  much  otherwise.  Some  are  exceptions,  but 
most  of  them  as  ugly  as  Virtue  herself. 

^  If  you  write,  address  to  me  here,  poete  res- 
tantt,  as  I  shall  probably  stay  the  whiter  over.  I 
never  see  a  newspaper,  and  know  nothing  cfEogland, 
except  in  a  letter  now  and  then  from  my  sbter.  Of 
tbe  MS.  sent  you,  I  know  nothing,  except  that  you 
have  received  it,  and  are  to  publish  it,  &c.  &c  ;  but 
when,  where,  and  how,  you  leave  me  to  guess;  but 
it  dotf  t  much  matter. 

**  I  suppose  you  have  a  world  of  works  passing 
through  your  process  for  next  year?  When  does 
Moore's  Poem  appear?  I  sent  a  letter  for  him, 
addressed  to  your  care,  the  other  day.  " 

LETTER  CCLV. 

TO  MR    MURRAY. 

•Venice.  Dec.  4th.  1810. 

^  I  have  written  ta  you  so  frequently  of  late,  that 
you  will  think  me  a  bore;  as  I  think  you  a  very 
impolite  person,  for  not  answering  my  letters  from 
Switzerhmd,  Milan,  Verona,  and  Venice.  There 
are  some  things  I  wanted,  and  want,  to  know;  viz. 
whether  Mr  Davies,  of  inaccurate  memory,  had  or 
had  not  delivered  the  MS.  as  delivered  to  him ;  be- 
cause, if  he  has  not,  you  vrill  fmd  that  he  will  boun- 
tifully bestow  transcriptions  on  all  the  curious  of  his 
acquaintance,  in  which  case  you  may  probably  find 
your  publication  anticipated  by  the  *  Cambridge'  or 
other  Chronicles.  In  the  next  place, — I  forget  what 
was  next;  but,  in  the  third  place,  I  want  to  hear 
whether  you  have  yet  published,  or  when  you  mean 
to  do  so,  or  why  you  have  not  done  so,  because  in 
your  last  (Sept  20th,— you  may  be  ashamed  of  the 
date),  you  talked  of  this  being  done  immediately. 

^  From  England  I  hear  nothing,  and  know  nothing 
of  any  thing  or  any  body.  I  have  but  jonc  correspon- 
dent (except  Mr  Kinnaird  on  business  now  and 
then),  and  her  a  female ;  so  that  I  know  no  more  of 
your  island,  or  city,  than  the  Italian  version  of  the 
French  papers  chooses  to  tell  me,  or  the  advertise- 
ments of  Mr  Colbum  tagged  to  the  end  of  your  Quar- 
terly Review  for  the  year  ago,  I  wrote  to  you  at 
some  length  last  week,  and  have  little  to  add,  except 
that  I  have  begun,  and  am  proceeding  in,  a  study 
of  Che  Armenian  language,  which  I  acquire,  as  well 
as  I  can,  at  the  Armenian  nonvent,  where  I  go  every 
day  to  take  le«ons  of  a  learned  friar,  and  have  gained 
some  singular  and  not  useless  information  with  regard 
to  the  literature  and  customs  of  that  oriental  people. 
33 
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They  have  an  establishmeDt  here — a  church  and  CDn- 
vest  of  nmety  monks,  Tery  learned  and  accomptisfaed 
men,  some  of  then.  They  have  alsp  a  pre»,  and 
make  great  efibrts  for  the  enlightening  of  their  na- 
tion. I  find  the  language  (which  is  tunn,  the  literal 
and  the  vulgar)  difficult,  but  not  inTincible  (at  least, 
I  hope  not).  I  shall  go  on.  I  found  it  necessary  to 
twist  4Qy  mind  round  some  severer  study,  and  this, 
as  being  the  hardest  I  could  devbe  here,  will  be  a 
file  for  the  serpent. 

**  I  mean  to  remain  here  till  the  spring,  so  address 
to  me  dirtctfy  to  Venice,  paste  restante. — ^Mr  Hob- 
house,  for  the  present,  is  gone  to  Rome,  with  his 
brother,  brother's  wife,  and  sister,  who  overtook 
him  here  :  he  returns  in  two  months.  I  should  have 
gone  too,  but  I  fell  m  love,  and  must  stay  that  over. 
I  should  think  that  and  the  Armenian  alphabet  will 
last  the  winter.  The  lady  has,  luckily  for  mc,  been 
less  obdArate  than  the  language,  or,  between  the 
two,  I  shouki  ha>e  lost  my  remains  of  sanity.  By  the 
way,  she  is  not  an  Armenian  but  a  Venetian,  as  I 
believe  I  told  you  in  my  last.  As  for  Italian,  I  am 
fluent  enough,  even  in  its  Venetian  noodifioation) 
which  is  something  like  the  Somersetshire  version  of 
EogUsh ;  and  as  for  the  more  classical  dialects,  I  had 
not  forgot  my  former  practice  much  during  my 
▼(^yaging. 

•*  Yours,  ever  and  truly, 

**  P.S.  Remember  me  to  Mr  Gifibrd. " 


LETTER  CCLVL 

TO  MB  UURRAT. 

«  Venice,  Dec.  Wh,  WW. 

**  In  a  letter  from  England,  I  am  informed  that  a 
■lan  named  Johnson  has  taken  upon  himself  to  pub- 
lish some  poems  called  a  *  Pilgrimage  to  Jerusalem, 
a  Tempest,  and  an  Address  to  my  Daughter,  *  &c. 
and  to  attribute  them  to  me,  adding  that  he  had  paid 
five  hundred  guineas  for  them.  The  answer  (o  this 
is  short :  I  never  toroie  such  poems,  never  received 
the  sum  he  meniions^  nor  any  other  in  the  same 
quarter,  nor  (as  far  as  moral  or  mortal  certainty  can 
be  sure)  ever  had,  directly  or  indirectly ,  the 
sUyhiest  communication  with  Johnson  in  my  Itfe; 
■ot  being  aware  that  the  person  exited  till  this  in- 
lelUgence  gave  me  to  understand  <hat  there  were 
■uch  pe«ple.  Nothing  surprises  me,  or  this  perhaps 
would,  and  most  thhigs  amuse  me,  or  this  probably 
would  not.  With  regard  to  nvaelf,  the  man  has 
merely  lied;  that's  natural— his  betters  have  set 
him  the  example :  but  with  regard  to  you,  his  as- 
sertion may  perhaps  injure  you  in  your  publioations; 
and  I  desire  that  it  may  receive  the  most  public  and 
unqualified  oontradictioo.  I  do  not  know  that  ftere 
is  any  punishmeat  for  a  thing  of  this  kind,  and  if 
there  were,  I  should  not  feel  disposed  to  punue  this 
ingenioas  mountebank  farther  than  was  necessary  for 
bis  confutation;  but  thus  far  it  may  be  oecessaiy  to 
proceed. 

**  You  win  make  what  use  yon  please  of  Uiis  let- 
ter; and  Mr  Khmaird,  who  has  power  to  act  for 
Rie  in  my  absence,  will,  I  am  sure,  readily  job  you 
in  any  steps  which  it  may  be  proper  to  take  with  re- 


gard to  the  absurd  fislsehood  of  this  poor  creature. 
As  you  will  have  recently  received  several  letten 
from  me  on  my  way  to  Venice,  as  well  ^  two  written 
since  my  arrival,  I  will  not  at  present  trouble  you 
further. 

•*Ever,&c 

".P.S.  Pray  let  me  hear  that  you  have  rtoeired 
this  letter.    Address  to  Venice,  posts  ristonte. 

^  To  prevent  the  recurrenee  of  similar  fabrica- 
tions, you  may  state,  that  I  consider  my adf  respon- 
sible fqr  no  publication  from  the  year  1813  up  (othe 
present  dale,  which  is  not  from  your  pnas.  I  speak 
of  course'  from  that  period,  because,  prerioudy, 
Oawthora  and  Ridge  bad  both  printed  compoMtiont 
of  mSne.  *  A  Pilgrimage  to  Jerusalem  T  bow  the 
devil  should  I  wri!e  id>out  Jerusalem,  never  bsTini 
yet  been  there?  As  for  *  A  Tempest,'  it  was  »«/  a 
tempest  when Ileft England,  but  afery  freA  breese: 
and  as  to  an  'Address  to  Kttle  Ada'  (who,  by  the 
way,  is  a  year  old  to-morrow),  I  never  wrote  a  Use 
about  her,  except  in  *  Farewell '  and  tbe  TUn) 
Canto  of  Childe Harold.^ 


.  LETTER  CCLVa 
TO  MIL  inmRAir* 

*  Venice,  Dee.  Tfk,  016. 

''As  the  demon  of  sileoce  teems  to  have  poneMd 
y Oft,  I  am  determined  to  have  my  revenge  is  postage : 
this  is  my  sixth  «r  seventh  ]et4er  shice  sunnier  and 
S witserland.  My  last  was aA  injunction  to  eoslradict 
and  consign  to  confusion  that  Cheapside  impostor, 
who  (I  heard  by  a  letter  from  your  island]  had  tbouglit 
proper  to  append  my  name  to  his  spurious  pseif,  of 
which  I  know  nothmg,  nor  of  his  pretended  purchase 
or  copyright  I  hope  ydu  have,  at  least,  receired 
that\eiieT, 

'^  As  the  neirs  of  Venice  must  be  very  interestiof 
to  you,  I  win  regale  ypu  with  it 

"  Yesterday  being  the  feast  of  St.  Stephen,  enry 
mouih  was  put  in  motion.  There  was  nothing  but 
fiddling  and  playing  on.  the  virginals,  and  all  kivb  of 
conceits  and  divertisements,  on  every  eanal  of  thii 
aquatic  city.  I  dined  with  the  Countess  Albriszi  and 
a  Paduan  and  Venetian  party,  and  afterward*  went 
to  the  opera,  at  the  Fenice  theatre  (which  opeai  i<r 
the  C^nivnl  on  that  day},~the  finest,  bytbe  way,  I 
have  ever  seen :  it  beats  our  theatref  hottnw  in  bsanty 
and  scenery,  and  those  of  Milan  and  Brescia  how  be- 
fore it.  The  opera  and  its  sirens  were  much  like  otber 
operas  and  women,  but  the  subject  of  tbe  said  optfi 
was  something  edifying;  it  turned— tbe  plpt  va 
conduct  thereof— upon  a  &ct  narrated  by  Liv/  ^  ' 
hundred  and  fifty  married  ladies  having  poisoned  a 
hundred  and  fifty  husbands  in  goed  old  times.  The 
bachebrs  of  Rome  believed  tbb  extraordinsiy  b<^ 
tattty  to  be  merely  the  common  effect  of  matriaoqy  ^ 
a  pestilence;  but  the  surviving  Benedicts,  heiogsB 
seized  with  the  cfiolic,  examined  into  the  matter,  and 
found  that  'their  possets  had  been  drugged;*  die 
consequence  of  which  was,  much  scandal  and  *<'^^ 
suits  at  kw.  This  is  reaUf  and  truly  the  subject  of 
the  musical  pieee  at  the  Peaice ;  and  yon  cu*^/^ 
ceive  what  pretty  things  are  sung  and  rrcitstiroed 
about  the  horr^nda  strage.    The  condosion  wai  s 
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yft  had  about  to  b«  chopped  off  bj  a  KcCor,  but 
\  (luiiorry  to  aaj)  he  left  k  od,  and  she  got  up  and 
M{  t  trio  with  the  two  Consuls,  the  Senate  in  the 
badt-srouiul  beio^  chorus.  The  ballet  if  as  distin- 
'  {Qkhed  bjr  nothing  remarkable,  except  that  the  prin- 
,  dpsl  ibe-ikncer  went  into  oonTuIsions  because  she 
m sot  applauded  on  her  first  appearance;  and  the 
Boater  came  forward  to  ask  if  there  was  *  ever  a 
|pbjadanin  the  theatre.'  There  was  a  Greek  one  in 
|ij box,  whom  I  wished  Tery  much  to  vohinleer  his 
I  MTices,  being  sure  that  in  this  case  tliese  would  hare 
I  beci  the  last  conrufaions  which  would  hare  troubled 
iW  balbrifla;  but  he  would  not.  Tlie  crowd  was 
;  (QonKwii  aiul  in  coming  out,  having  a  lad  j  under  my 
>m.IwasohIig^,  innukbgway,  ahnostto  'beata 
Vadiaa  and  traduoe  the  states'  being  compelled  to 
rcfak  a  perwn  with  an  E^lish  punch  in  the  guts, 
«ldeh  teot  him  as  far  back  m  the  squeeze  and  the 
PMge  would  admit.  He  did  mm  ask  for  another, 
K  vith  great  signs  of  disapprobation  and  dismay, 
■ppeiktf  to  h»  compstriota,  who  laughed  at  him« 

"I  aa  going  on  with  my  Armenian  studies  in  a 
aornng,  and  assisting  and  stimulating  m  the  EUiglish 
ptttioa  of  an  ElngUsh  and  Armenian  gjnunmar,  now 
(xUiikbig  at  the  convent  of  St  Lasarus. 

"Ilie  sBperior  of  the  friars  is  a  bishop,  and  a  fine 
M  Mbw,  with  the  beard  of  a  meteor.  Father  Pas-* 
eU  ii  abo  a  learned  and  pious  soul.  He  was  two 
}*n  IB  Eoglaod. 
*I  ta  Hill  dreadfully  in  Joto  with  the  Adriatic  lady 
vlxn  I  ipake  of  in  a  former  letter  (and  not  in  this — 
I  tid,  for  fear  of  mistakes,  for  the  only  one  mentioned 
a  tile  first  part  of  this  epistle  is  elderly  and  bookish, 
tvo  ikings  which  I  hare  ceased  to  admire),  and  love 
ittliispartof  the  world  is  no  sinecure.  This  is  also 
tie  smoo  when  eveiy  body  make  up  their  intrigues 
^tiwemoing  year,  and  cut  for  partners  for  the  next 

'^  And  now,,  if  you  don't  write,  I  don't  know  what 
1  won't  aaj  or  do,  nor  what  1  will.    Send  me  some 


**  Yours  very  truly,  ficc  Ice.  &c« 

"P.S.  Rimember  me  to  Mr.  Giflbrd,  with  all  duty. 

*I  hear  that  the  Edinburgh  Review  has  cut  up 
Coioidge's  Ckristabel,  and  me  for  praising  it,  which 
^ea,  I  think,  bodes  na  great  good  to  your  forthoome 
'enuBgCBnto  and  Castle  (of  ChUkmK  My  run  of 
hAvithiB  die  kist  year  seems  to  have  taken  a  turn 
f**}  waj ;  bot  never  mind,  I  will  bring  myself  through 
■  t^  tad-Hf  not,  I  can  be  bat  where  I  began.  In 
^■caa  lisM,  I  am  not  displeased  to  be  whore  1  an 
-I  aeaa,  at  Venice.  My  Adriatic  nymph  is  this 
*^nt  here,  and  I  must  therefore  repose  from  this 
ietkr." 

LETTER  OCLVIU. 

TO  MB.  inntRAT. 

•Venice,  Jan.  9,  1817. 
^Yflor  letter  has  arrived.  Pray,  in  publishrog  the 
J^  Canto,  have  you  omiittd  any  passagesf  I 
■Jpe««<;  and  indeed  wrote  to  you  on  my  way  over 
"**  Alps  to  prevent  such  an  incident.  Say  in  your 
'^  whetha  or  Ml  the  uMb/t  of  the  Canto  (aa  sent 


to  you)  has  been  published.  I  vrrote  to  you  again  the 
other  day  {twice,  I  think),  and  shall  be  glad  to  hear 
of  the  reception  of  those  letters. 

«  To-day  is  the  3d  of  January.  On  this  day  three 
years  ago  the  Corsair's  publication  is  dated,  I  think, 
in  my  letter  to  Moort.  On  this  day  two  years  I 
married  (*  Whom  the  Lord  k)veth  he  chasteneth,'— I 
sha'n't  forget  the  day  in  a  huny);  and  it  is  odd  eaough 
that  I  this  day  received  a  letter  from  you  announcing 
the  publication  of  Childe  Hardd,  &c.  &e.  on  the  day 
of  tho  date  of  the  *Corsair;'  and  I  also  received  one 
from  my  sister,  vrritten  on  the  10th  of  December,  my 
daughter's  birth-day  (andrekttive  chiefiy  to  my  daugh- 
ter), and  arriving  on  the  day  of  the  date  of  my  mar- 
riage, this  present  9d  of  January,  the  tnonth  of  my 
birth,— 4md  various  other  astrok>gous  matters,  which 
I  have  no  time  to  enumerate. 

^  By  the  way,  you  might  as  well  write  to  Hentsch, 
my  Geneva  banker^  and  inquire  whether  the  two 
packets  consigned  to  his  care  were  or  were  not  de- 
livered to  Mr  St  Aubyn,  or  if  they  are  still  in  his 
keeping.  One  contains  papers,  letters^  and  aU  the 
original  MS.  of  your  Third  Canto,  as  firat  conceived ; 
and  the  other  some  bones  from  the  field  of  Morat. 
Many  thanks  for  your  news,  and  the  good  spirits  in 
which  your  letter  is  writlca. 
^  "Venice  and  I  agree  veiy  well ;  but  I  do  not  know 
that  I  have  any  thing  new  lo  say,  except  of  the  la/st 
new  opera,  which  I  sent  in  my  kite  letter.  The 
Carnival  is  oonunencing,  and  there  ia  a  good  deal  of  fun 
here  and  there — besides  buainess;  for  all  the  world 
are  making  up  their  intrigues  for  the  season,  changing, 
or  going  on  upon  a  renewed  lease.  I  fyn  very  well 
of  with  Marianna,  who  is  not  at  all  a  person  to  tire 
me ;  firstly,  because  I  do  not  tire  of  a  woman  per- 
eontdly,  but  because  they  are  generally  bores  in 
their  disposition;  and,  secondly,  because  she  ii 
amiable,  and  has  a  tact  whidi  is  not  alvraya  the  por- 
tion  of  the  fiair  creation ;  and,  thirdly,  ^  ia  very 
pretty ;  and,  fourthly, — ^but  there  ia  no  occasion  foi 
farther  specification.  •♦•♦•* 
So  far  we  have  gone  oo  very  well;  as  to  the  future, 
I  never  anticipate,~carp«  db'eM— the  past  at  least  ii 
one's  own,  which  is  one  reason  for  making  aure  of  the 
present.    So  much  for  my  proper  liaieom, 

**  The  genera]  state  of  morals  here  is  mueh  the  same 
as  in  the  Doges'  time :  a  woman  ii  virtuons  (accord- 
ing to  the  code)  who  limits  herself  to  her  husband  and 
one  k>ver ;  those  who  have  two,  three,  or  more^  are  a 
little  uM;  but  it  is  only  those  who  are  indiscrimi- 
nately diffuse,  and  form  a  k>w  connexion,  such  as  the 
Princess  of  Wales  with  her  courier  (who,  by  the  way, 
is  made  a  knight  of  Malta),  who  are  coinidered  at 
overstepping  the  modesty  of  nMurriage.  In  Venice, 
the  nobility  have  a  trick  of  marrying  witb  dancen 
and  ai&gerB ;  and,  truth  to  say,  the  women  of  their  owi 
order  are  by  no  means  handsome;  but  the  genera] 
race,  the  vromen  of  the  aecond  and  other  orders,  the 
wives  of  the  merchants,  and  proprietors,  and  unu'tled 
gentry,  are  mostly  beP  sangue^  and  it  is  with  these 
that.the  more  amatory  connexions  are  usually  formed. 
There  are  also  instances  of  stupendous  constancy.  ] 
know  a  woman  of  fifty  who  never  had  but  one  bver, 
vrho  dying  early,  she  became  devout^  renouncing  all 
but  her  husband.  She  piques  herself,  as  may  be 
pnisunied,  upon  this  miraculotiB  fidelity,  talkmg  of  il 
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occamonally  with  a  species  of  misplaced  morality, 
which  is  rather  amusing.  There  is  no  oonrincing  a 
woman  here  that  she  is  in  ihe  smallest  degree  deviitaog 
from  the  rale  of  right  or  the  fitness  of  things  in  hayiog 
an  amoroso.  The  great  sin  seems  to  lie  in  conceaUng 
it,  or  having  more  than  one,  that  is,  unless  sack  an 
extension  of  the  prerogative  is  understood  and  ap< 
proved  of  by  the  prior  claimant. 

^  In  another  sheet,  I  send  you  some  sheets  of  a 
grammar,*  English  and  Armenian,  for  the  use  of  the 
Armenians,  of  which  I  promoted,  and  indeed  in- 
duced, the  publication.  (It  cost  me  but  a  thousand 
francs— French  livrcs.)  I  still  pursue  my  lessons  in 
the  language  without  any  rapid  progress,  but  ad- 
vancing a  little  daily.  Padre  Paschal,  with  some 
little  help  from  me,  as  translator  of  his  Italian  into 
English,  is  also  proceeding  in  a  MS.  Grammar  for 
the  English  acquisilion  of  Armenian*  which  will  hie 
printed  abo,  when  finished. 

"  We  want  to  know  if  there  are  Armenian  types 
and  letter-press  m  England,  at  Oxford,  Cambridge, 
or  elsewhere  r  You  know,  I  suppose,  that,  many 
years  ago,  the  two  Whistons  published  in  England 
an  original  text  of  a  history  of  Armenia,  with  their 
own  Latip  translation?    Do  those  types  still  exist? 


*  To  tlie  Armenian  Orsmmsr  mentioned  tbove,  the  fol- 
lowing intcretting  ftvgment,  found  among  his  papers, 
seetna  to  have  been  intended  aa  a  preface. 

«  The  English  reader  will  probably  be  snrprised  to  find 
my  name  associated  with  a  worli  of  the  present  description, 
and  inclined  to  give  me  more  credit  for  my  attainments  as 
a  linguist  than  they  desorre. 

«  As  1  would  not  willingly  be  guilty  .of  a  decepfion,  I 
will  state,  as  shortly  as  I  can,  my  own  share  in  the  compi- 
lation, with  the  motives  which  led  to  it.  On  my  arrlral  at 
Venice  in  the  year  1816,  1  found  my  mind  in  a  state  which 
required  study,  and  study  of  a  nature  ^hich  should  leave 
little  scope  for  the  imagination,  and  ftimiah  some  difficulty 
in  the  pursuit. 

*  At  this  period  I  was  much  stmclc-4n  common,  I  believe, 
with  erery  other  traveller— With  the  society  of  the  Convent 
v(  St.  Lazarus,  which  appears  to  unite  all  the  advantages 
of  the  mooastic  institution,  without  any  of  its  vices. 

"  The  neatness,  the  comfort,  the  gentleness,  the  nnaf- 
ftcted  devotion,  the  accomplishments,  and  the  virtues  of 
the  brethren  of  the  order,  are  well  fltted  to  strike  the  man 
of  the  world  with  the  conTiction  that '  there  is  another  and 
a  better'  even  in  this  life. 

"  These  men  are  the  priesthood  of  an  oppressed  and  a 
noble  nation,  which  hss  partaken  of  the  proscription  and 
bondage  of  the  Jews  and  of  the  Greeks,  without  the  sullen- 
ness  of  the  former  or  the  servility  of  the' latter.  This  people 
has  attained  riches  without  usury,  and  all  the  honours  that 
can  be  awarded  to  slavery  without  intrigue.  But  they  have 
long  occupied,  nererlheleas,  a  part  d  'the  House  of 
Bondage,'  who  has  lately  multiplied  her  many  mansions. 
It  would  be  difficult,  perhaps,  to  find  the  annals  of  a  nation 
less  stained  with  crimes  than  those  of  tbe  Armenians, 
whose  virtues  have  been  those  of  peace,  and  their  vices 
those  of  compulsion.  But  whatever  nuy  hare  been  their 
destiny— and  It  has  been  bitter— whatever  it  may  be  in 
Aiture.  their  conotry  must  ever  lie  one  of  the  most  in> 
terestiog  on  the  globe ;  and  perhaps  their  language  eoly 
requires  to  be  more  studied  to  become  more  attractive.  If 
the  Scriptures  are  rightly  understood  it  was  in  Armenia 
that  Paradise  was  placed— Armenia,  which  has*  paid  as 
dearly  as  the  descendants  of  Adam  for  that  fleeting  partici- 
pation of  its  soil  in  the  happiness  of  him  who  was  created 
trunk  its  dust.  It  was  in  Armenia  that  the  flood 'first 
abated,  and  the  dove  alighted.  But  with  the  disappearance 
of  Paradise  itself  may  be  dated  almost  the  unbappiness  of' 
the  country,  for  though  long  a  powerful  kingdom,  it  vras 
scarcely  ever  an  independent  one,  and  the  satraps  of  Persia 
and  the  pachas  of  Turkey  have  alike  desolated  the  region 
whera  God  created  man  In  his  own  image.* 


and  where?  Pray  inquire  among  your  learned  so- 
quaintancc. 

^  When  this  Grammar  (I  mean  the  one  now  priat- 
iog)  is  done,  will  you  have  aoj  objeotion  to  take  forty 
or  fifty  oopies,  which  will  not  cost  in  sJl  above  he 
or  ten  guineas,  and  try  tbo  curiosity  of  the  learned 
with  a  sale  of  them  f  Say  yes  or.no,  as  yon  like. 
I  can  assure  you  that  they  haveaome  vsty  cnrioui 
books  and  MS3.,  chiefly  translations  from  Gnck 
originals  now  bst  They  ar^,  besides,  a  muck  re- 
spected and  leaned  comBuiaty,  and  the  stod;  d 
their  kmguajjpe  was  taken  up  with  great  ardour  by 
some  literary  FreDchmcn  in  Buonaparte's  time. 

*^\  have  not  done  a  stitdl  of  poetry  sbcelWt 
Switzerland*  and  have  not  at  present  tke  estro  upon 
me.  The  truth  is,  that  you  are  c^aid  of  hsvisg  t 
Fottrth  Canto  before  September,  and  of  another 
copyright,  but  I  have  at  present  no  thoughM  of  re> 
suming  that  poem,  nor  of  beginning  any  olber.  If 
I  write,  I  think  of  tryfaig  prose,  but  I  dread  iotro- 
ducing  living  peojile,  or  applications  which  night  be 
made  to  living  pegp^e.  Perhaps  ene  day  or  odier  I 
nmy  attempt  some  work  oflaacy  in  prose,  descripliffe 
of  Jlallan  manners  and  of  human  passioos;  but  at 
present  I  am  preoccupied.  As  for  poesy,  nioe  ii 
the  dream  of  (he  sleeping  passions;  when  tbey  are 
awake,  I  cannot  speak  their  famgnage,  only  in  their 
somnambulism,  and  Just  now  they  are  not  donnsot. 

^If  Mr.  Gifibrd  wants  atrtw  blanohe  as  to  tbe 
Siege  of  Corinth,  he  has  it,  and  may  do  as  be  likes 
with  it.  . 

**  I  sent  you  a  letter  contradictory  of  the  Cbe^de 
man  (who  invented  the  ifory  you  speak  of)  the  other 
df^.  My  best  respects  to  Mr.  •Giflbrd,  and  web  of 
my  friends  as  you  may  see  at  your  house.  1  wish 
you.all  prosperity  and  new  year's  gratulatioo,  and  am 
.    .  •*  Yours,  &c»' 

LETTER  CCUX. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Venice,  Jsnttai7|8tb,  I8If. 
^  Your  letter  of  the  8th  is  before  me.  Thereoetl? 
for  your  plethora  is  simple — abstinence.  1  w 
obliged  to  have  recourse  to  the  like  some  yetn  a|o, 
I  mean  in  point  of  diet,  and,  with  the  exceptioo  of 
some  convivial  weeks  and  days  (it  might  be  noDtbi, 
DOW  and  then),  have  kept  to  Pythagoras  ever  nsre- 
For  all  this,  let  me  hear  that  you  are  better.  Ym 
must  not  indulge  in  *  filthy  beer,'  nor  in  porter,  sor 
eat  stoppers— the  last  are  the  devil  to  tkoie  who 
swaUow  dinner. 

**  I  am  truly  sorry  to  hear  of  your  father*!  m- 
fortune — cruel  at  any  time,  but  doubly  cruel  is  ad- 
vanced life.  However,  you  will,  at  iMst,  have  tbe 
satisfiftction  of  doing  your  part  by  him,  and,  di^Ksd 
upon  it,  it  will  not  be  in  vain.  Fortime,  to  be  mre, 
is  a  female,  but  not  sueh  a  b  *  *  as  tbe  rest  (sl«V 
excepting  your  wife  and  my  sister  from  such  sweep- 
ing terms) ;  for  she  generaljf  has  some  justios  is  the  j 
bng  run.  I  have  no  q>ite  against  her,  thoogb,  be<  | 
tween  her  and  Nemesis,  I  have  had  some  sore  gtoot- 
lets  to  run— but  then  I  hate  done  my  best  lodeMrre 
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mhetxer.    But  to  fou,  she  is  a  gpod  <^1  in  arrear, 

ud  the  will  come  jt>UDd— mind  if  she  don't :  yen 

kw  the  Tigoar  of  life,  of  independence,  of  lalent, 

^ilk,  and  chaneter  aU  with  you.  '  What  jou  can 

d»  fiv  yourself,  you  hare  done  and  will  do;  and 

svely  there  are  some  others  in  the  world  who  would 

Mt  be  mrry  to  he  of  use,  if  yott  would  aUoir  them  to 

'  be  OKfol,  or  at  least  attempt  it. 

I   **!  think  of  being  ia  England  in  the  spring.    If 

I  there  ii  a  row,  by  the  seeptre  of  King  Ludd,'  but  111 

beooe;  and  if  there  is  none,  and  only  a  tontinuance 

I  of  'thii  meek,  piping  time  of  peace,'  I  will  take  a 

entage  a  hnodred  yajfds  to  the  south  of  your  abode, 

lad  become  your  neighbour ;  and  we  will  compose 

nch  caoticlM,  and  bold  such  dialogues  as  shall  be 

thctMTorof  the  THmea  (including  the  newspaper  of 

thatisne),  and  the  wonder,  and  honour,  and  praise 

«f  the  Uoming  Chronicle  and  posterity. 

"1  rejoice  to  hear  of  your  forthcoming  in  February 
-though  1  tremble  for  the  *■  magnillcence'  which  you 
iitnbvte  to  the  newr  Childe  Harold.  1  am  glad  you 
ike  it;  it  is  a  fin»  indistinct  piece  of  poetical  desola- 
tioB,  and  my  farourita.  I  wasjialf  mad  dmjng  the 
ISBeof  its  composition,  between  Bfietapbysics,  moun- 
hiiB,  Jakes,  lore  nneztinguishable,  thoughts  unut- 
InUe,  and  the  night-mare  of  my  own  deliaquenoies. 
IihoaU,  many  a  good  day,  haTe  blown  my  brains 
oit,  bot  for  the  recolleetion  that  it  would  bava  given 
pkanre  to  my  mother-in-law ;  and,  eveq  iAen,  if  1 

(shU  have  been  certain  to  haunt  her but  I  won't 

dweQ  Qpon  these  trifling  hmiij  matters. 

"  Venice  is  in  the  etiro  of  her  caraiTal,  and  I  haTe 
ka  up  these  last  twa.  ni^Us  at  the  lidotto  and  the 
open,  and  all  that  kind  of  thing.  Now  for  an  ad- 
Kitare.*  A  few  days  ago  a  goodoUer  brought  me  a 
^d  widiont  a  subscription,  intimating  a  y^h  on 
the  psit  of  the  writer  to  meet  me  either  in  gondola, 
oratthe  iibnd  of  San  Lazaro,  or  at  a  third raodez- 
foost  indiealed  in  the  note.  *t  know  the  cdilntry's 
^Mitioh  well,' — m  Venice  '  they  do  let  heaven  see 
thne  tridu  they  dare  not  show,'  &c  &c. ;  so,  for  all 
K^ioiMe,  I  said  that  neither  of  the  three  places  suited 
at;  bat  that  I  would  either  be  at  home  at  ten  at 
>^ht  o/ions,  or  be  at  the  ridOtto  at  midnight,  where 
the  writer  might  meet  me  masked.  At  ten  o'clock  1 
w  at  home  and  alone  (Marianna  was  gone  with 
W  hatband  to  a  conversazionej,  when  the  door 
,  ^  By  apartment  opened,  and  in  walked  a  weH- 
\^^j^  and  (for  an  Italian)  bionda  girl  of  about 
I  ■Meen,  who  informed  me  that  she  was  married  to 
I  (he  brodier  of  my  ttmoroMat  and  wished  to  have 
"■<  ooQvermuion  with  me.  I  made  a  decent  reply, 
■■d  we  had  some  talk  in  Italian  and  Romaic  (her 
Bnher  betog  a  Greek  of  Corfu),  when,  k>  1  ia  a  very 
fewBsnates  in  marches,  to  my  very  great  astonish- 
■ew,  Marianna  S  •  *,  tn  propria  persond,  and, 
tfier  Slaking  a  most  poUte  oortsy  to  her  sister-in-law 
*|>^  to  me,  vrithout  a  mngle  word  seizes  her  said 
*iter*ia-kw  by  the  hair>  and  bestows  upon  her  some 
*>^teai  ikps,  which  would  have  made  your  ear  ache 
^  to  bar  their  echo.  I  need  not  describe  the 
•owning  which  ensued.  The  luckless  visitor  took 
^^'  I  seized  Marianna,  who,  after  several  vain 
'fcrts  to  get  away  b  pursuit  of  the  enemy,  fairiy 
vestiato  fits  in  my  arms;  and,  in  spite  of  reasoning, 
<>u  de  Cok)gtte,  vmegar,  half  a  pint  of  water,  and 


Ood  kftows  what  other  waters  betide,  oontinoed  so 
till  past  midnight. 

^  After  damning  nqr  servants  lor  letting  people  in 
vrithout  apprizing  me,  I  found  that  Mariannain  the 
morning  had  seen  her  sister-in-law's  gondolier  on  the 
staiis;  and,  suspecting  that  his  apparition  boded  her 
no  good,  had  either  returned  cf  her  own  acoord,  or 
been  followed  by  her  nmids  or  some  other  spy  of  her 
people  to  the  convenazione,  from  whence  she  return- 
ed to  perpetrate  this  piece  of  pugilism.  I  had  seen 
fits  before,  and  also  some  smaU  scenery  of  the  same 
genus  in  and  out  of  our  island;  but  this  was  not  aU. 
Aftsr  about  an  hour,  iacomes-^who?  why,.Signor 
S*^,  hfer  lord  and-huiband,  aad  finds  me  with  his 
wife  fainting  upon  a  soCi,  and  all  the  apparatus  of 
confusion^  dislieveUed  hair,  bats,  handkerchiefs, 
salts,  smelting  bottles— «nd  tlie  Udy  as  pale  as  ashes, 
without  sense  or  motion.  His  first  question  was, 
*  What  is  all  this  ?'  The  Lady  could  not  reply— so 
I  did.  I  told  him  the  explanation  was  the  eaaieA 
thing  in  the  world;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  it  would 
be  as  well  to  recover  his  wife — at  least,  her  senses. 
This  camaabo^t  in  due  time  of  suspiration  and  res- 
piration.   • 

^  You  need  not  be  akrraed^ealousy  is  not  the 
,  order  of  the  day  in  Venice,  and  daggers  are  out  of 
^  fashion,  while  duek,  on  love  matters,  are  unknown — 
at  least^  with  the  husbands.  But,  fur  all  this,  it  was 
an  awkward  affair;  and  though  he  must  have  known 
that  I  made  love  to  Marianna,  yet  I  believe  he  was 
not,  tin  that  evening,  aware  of  the  extent  to  which 
it  had  gone.  It  is  very  well  known  that  ahnost  all 
the  married  women  have  a  lover;  but  it  is  usual  to 
keep  up  the  forms,  as  in  other  nations.  I  did  not. 
tbersCore,  know  what  the  devil  to  say.  I  could  not 
out  with  the  truth,  out  of  regard  to  her,  and  I  did  not 
.choose  to  lie  for  my  sake ; — besides,  the  thing  toki 
itself.  I  thought  the  best  wa^  would  be  to  let  her 
explain  it  as  she  chose  (a  woman  being  never  at  a 
kiss— the  devil  always  sticks  by  them)---only  deter- 
mining to  protect  and  carry  her  oflT,  in  case  of  any 
ferocity  on  the  part  of  the  Signer.  I  saw  that  he  was 
quite  calm.  She  went  to  bed,  and  next  day— how 
they  settled  it,  I  know  not,  but  settled  it  they  did. 
Well— then  I  had  to  explain  to  Marianna  about  this 
nenrer  to  be  sufficiently  confounded  sister-in-law; 
which  I  did  by  swearing  innocence,  eternal  con- 
stancy, &c.  &c.*  ♦  *  *  But  the  sister-in-Uw, 
very  much  discomposed  with  being  treated  in  such 
wise,  has  (not  having  her  own  shame  before  her 
eyes)  told  the  affair  to  half  Venice,  and  Ibe  servants 
(who  were  summoned  by  the  fight  and  the  fainting) 
to  the  other  half.  But,  here,  nobody  minds  such 
trifles,  except  to  be  amused  by  them.  I  don't  know 
whether  you  wiU  be  so,  but  I  have  scrawled  a  k)ng 
letter  out  of  these  follies. 

"  Believe  me  ever,  he/* 

LETTER  CCLX. 

TO  MR  MUBRAY. 

'Venice,  Janoary  Mtb,  1817. 
«  «  «  ¥  ¥ 

**  I  have  been  requested  by  the  Countess  .\lbriiKi 
here  to  present  her  with  *the  Works;' and  with  you 
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therefore  to  seftd  me  a  eopy,  that  I  may  comply  with 
her  requisition.  You  may  inchide  the  last  published, 
of  which  I  have  seen  and  kaow  nothing,  but  from 
your  letter  of  the  13th  of  December.' 

**  Mrs  Leigh  teUi  me  that  most  of  her  friends  prefor 
the  two  first  Cantos.  1  do  nol  know  whether  this  be 
the  general  opmion  or  not  (It  is  not  hers);  but  it  is 
natural  it  should  be  so*  I,  however,  think  differently, 
which  is  natural  also;  but  who  is  right,  or  who  is 
wrong,  is  of  very  Uttle  oonsequenoe. 

**  Dr.  Polidc^ri,  as  I  hear  iron  hiin  by  letter  from 
Pisa,  is  about  to  return  to  England^  to  go  to  the 
Brazils  on  a  medical  specuktibn  withihe  Danish 
consul.  As  you  are  in  the  £iTOur  of  the  powers  that 
be,  oould  you  not  get  him  tKime  letters  of  reconmien- 
dation  from  some  of  your  government  friends  to  some 
of  the  Portuguese  settlors?  he  understands  his  profes- 
sion ^eH,  and  has  no  want  Df  general  talents;  his 
fiiults  are  the  fitults  of  a  pardonable  tanity  and  youth. 
His  r^mainbg  with  me  was  out  of  the  question :  I 
haTO  enough  to  do  to  manage  my  own  scrapes;  and 
as  precepts  withont  example  are  not  the  most  gracious 
homilies,  I  thought  it  better  to  give  him  his  cong^ : 
but  I  know  no  great  harm  of  him,  and  some  good. 
He  is  dever  and  aecompKiihed ;  knows  htf  profession, 
by  all  accounts,  well;  and  m  honourable  hi  his  deal- 
ings, and  not  at  aU  malevolent.  I  think,  with  hick, 
he  will  turn  out  a  useful  member  of  society  (from 
which  he  will  lop  the  diseased  members)  ahd  the 
CoUege  of  Physicians.  If  ydtx  can  be  of  any  use  to 
him,  or  know  any  one  who  cUi,  pray  be  so,  as  he  has 
his  fortune  to  make.  He  has  kepi  a  mediceUjounud 
under  the  eye  of  Vacca  (the  ^  surcpon  on  the  con« 
linent)  at  Pisa :  Vacea  has  corrected  it^  and  it  must 
contain  some  valuable  hints  or  information  on  the 
practice  of  this  country.  If  you  can  aid  him  in  pub- 
lishing this  also,  by  your  influence  with  yonr 
brethren,  do;  I  do  not  ask  yon  to  publish  it  yourself, 
because  that  sort  of  request  is  too  personal  and  em- 
barrassing. He  has  also  a  tragedy,  of  which,  having 
seen  nothing,  I  say  nothing:  but  the  vei7  circum* 
stance  of  his  having  made  these  efforts  (if  they  are 
only  eflbrts),  at  one-and-twenty,  is  in  his  favour,  and 
proves  hmt  to  have  good  dispositions  for  his  own 
improvement.  So  if,  in  the  way  of  commendation 
or  recommendation,  you  can  aid  his  olqects  with  ydur 
government  friends,  I  wish  you  would.  I  should 
think  some  of  your  Admiralty  Board  might  be  likely 
to  have  it  h  their  power." 


LETTER  CCLXI. 

TO  MB  MURRAY. 

'Venice,  February  tfth,  1817. 

'^I  hate  received  your  two  letters,  but  not  the 
parcel  you  mention.  As  the  Waterloo  spoils  are 
arrived,  I  will  make  you  a  present  of  them,  if  you 
choose  to  accept  of  them ;  pray  do. 

**  I  do  not  exactly  understand  from  your  letter  what 
has  been  omitted,  or  what  not,  in  the  publication ;  but 
I  shall  see  probably  some  day  or  other.  I  could  not 
attribute  any  but  a  good  motive  to  Mr  Gifibrd  or 
yourself  in  such  omission;  but  as  our  politics  are  so 


very  opposite,  we  should  prohaU[y  iSSSat  as  to  the 
passages.  However,  if  it  is  only  a  note  or  notes,  or 
a  line  or  so,  it  cannot  signify.  You  say  '  a  fiom; ' 
what  poem?    You  can  tell  me  in  your  next 

^  Of  Mr  Hobhouse's  quarrel  with  the  QnaHedy 
Heview,  I  know  very  little  except  *  ^'s  article  itielf, 
which  was  certainly  harsh  enoogh :  but  I  quite  agree 
that  it  would  have  beegr  better  not  to  answer— {larli- 
cular^y  after  Mr  YT.  IT .  who  never  more  will  MiUe 
yon.  trouble  you.  I  have  been  uneasy,  befiaiMe 
Mr  H.  told  me  that  hk  letter  or  preface  was  to  be 
addressed  to  me.  Now,  he  and  I  are  friends  of  nsof 
yearvi  I  have  rimny  obligatioaa  to  him,  and  he  nose 
to  me,  which  have  not  been  cancelled  and  more  than 
repaid  ;  bm  Mr  Gifibrd  and  I  are  friends  also,  and 
he  has  SMrireoTer  been  literarQy  so,  through  tliifi 
and  thin,  in  despite  df  difference  of  years,  niorsh, 
habits,  and  even  pofitioe;  and  therefore  I  feel  is  a 
very  awkward  situation  between  the  two,  Mr  Qif&rd 
and  my  friend  Hobhouse,  and  can  aoly  wish  thattbei 
had  00  difierence,  or  that  suoh  as  they  hare  ititt 
accommodate  The  Answer  I  have  not  seen,  ix" 
it  is  odd  enougb  for  people  so  intimate—but  l^lrfiob- 
house  and  I  are  vei^  sparing  of  our  literaiy  oooS- 
dences.  For  example,  th«  other  day  he  wished  lo 
hare  a  MS.  o^  the  Third  Canto  to  read  orer  tolw 
brother,  &c.  which  was  refused ;— and  I  have  Bcier 
seen  his  journals,  nor  he  mine — (I  only  kept  the  abort 
one  of  the  mountains  for  jny  sister)— nor  do  I  thiak 
diat  hardly  ever  he  or  I  taw  any  of  the  other's  pfo- 
ductiens  previous  to  their  puhUcatiop. 

""The  article  in  the  Edinburgh  Review  on  Cole- 
ridge I  have  not  seen ;  but  whether  I  am  attacked  is 
it  or  not,  or  in  any  other  of  the  sane  jonraal,  I  afaaD 
never  think  ill  of  Mr  Jeffirey  on  that  account,  nor  for- 
get that  his  conduct  towards  me  has  been  eeilaiaty 
most  handsome  during  the  kist  four  or  moi«  yeark 

^  I  forgot  to  mention  to  you  that  a  kind  of  Foes 
in  dia](^e  ^  (in  blank  verse)  or  Drama,  from  which 
'  the  Incantation '  is  an  exlraeC,  begun  kutsosMser 
in  Switzerland,  is  finished ;  it  ia  m  three  acts;  but 
of  a  very  wild,  metaphysioal,  and  iaexplioahle  kind. 
Afanost  alt  Ihe-persons— but  two  or  threes-are  Spinti 
of  the  earth  and  air,  or  the  waters;  the  scene  ia  is 
the  Alps ;  the  hera  a  Und  of  magician,  who  ii  tor- 
mented by  a  species  of  remorse,  the  cause  of  which  ii 
left  half  unexplained.  He  wanders  about  inToUsf 
these  Spirits,  which  appear  to  him,  and  are  of  so 
use;  he  at  bMt  goes  to  the  -very  abodeof  the  Evil 
Principle,  m  proprid  porfond,  to  evooate  a  |)m(* 
which  appears,  and  gives  him  an  afeabiguous  and  dis- 
agreeable answer;  imdin  the  thirdad he  is  fimsd  br 
his  attendants  dying  in  a  tower  where  be  hadatndicd 
his  art.  You  may  perceive  by  this  outline  that  I 
have  no  great  opinion  of  this  piece  of  phantasy;  btf 
I  have  at  least  rendered  it  quiie  ia^oeeibU  tor  the 
stage,  for  which  my  intercourse  with  Drury-koshM 
given  m«  the  greatest  contempt. 

**  I  have  not  even  copied  it  off,  and  feel  too  iMT 
at  prosent  to  attempt  the  whole;  but  when  I  bars^ 
I  will  send  it  you,  and  you  may  cither  throw ili"^ 
the  fire  ornot." 

•Manfred. 
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LETTER    CCLXU. 

TO  MS  MURRAY 

«  Y«niee,  Febraary  VOi,  BIT. 

I  wrote  to  70a  the  other  day  in  aQ0#er  to  yimr 
letter;  at  pr^^ent  I  would  trouble  yon  with  a  com- 
if  you  would  be  kind,  enough  to  undertake  it. 

Tov  pefhape  know 'Mr  Love,  the  jeweller,  of 
OMBood-streeC?— In  1813,  when  in. the  intention  of 
retvmog  le  Turkey,  I  purchased  of  him,  and  paid 
(argetU  comptoHtJ  about  a  dozen  snuff-boxes,  of 
■ore  9r  kss  rahie,  as  presents  for  some  of  iby  Mae- 
nlnu  icqoaintance.  These  I  have  now  with  me. 
1^  other  day,  baring  occasion  to  make-an  aHeralioB 
k  tht  fid  of  one  (to  place  a  portrait  in  it),  it  has 
taDed  out  to  be  tilver-gili  iiistead  of  goldf  for  which 
hit  it  Was  sold  and  paid  for.  This  was  discovered 
bf  Ae  workman  in  trying  It,  before  taking  off  the 
b^a  and  working  upon  the  lid.  I  hare  of  course 
Railed  and  pres^rred  the  bok  in  $ta;iu  quo.  What 
I  widi  you  tP  do  is,  ttf  see  the  said  Mr  Lore,  and 
iibm  hiiD  of  this  circumstance,  adding,  from  me, 
tbt  1  wiD  take  oare  he  shall  not  have  dmie  this  with 


"if  ilere  is  ro  remedy  jn  law,  Aere  is  at  least  the 
eqoilabie  one  of  making  known  hi§  pmf^— that  is,  hit 
■>nr-9t/^,  and  be  d-^  to  hmt. 

1  ikH  carefully  preserve'  all  the  puithasea  I 
BMieofhimonthat  occasion  for  my' return,  as  the 
I^oe  in  Turkey  is  a  barrier  to  travelling  there  at 
PMot,  Of  rather  the  endless  quarantine  which  would 
'  ^  the  consequence  before  one  could  land  fai  coming 
j  buk.  Pray  state  the  matter  to  him  with  due  ferocity. 
I  ^Itent  you  tbe  other  day  some  extracts  from  a 
,  Ud  of  Drama  which  I  had  begun  in  Switzerland 
'  ud  laiihed  here;  you  will  tell  me  if  they  are  re- 
'  «iwd.  They  were  only  m  a  letter.  I  have  not  yet 
I M  energy  to  copy  it  out,  (Ar  I  would  send  you  the 
*k>le  in  diffiffen(  covers. 
I   *'The  Oamival  dosed  this  day  last  week. 

''Mr  Hobhouse  is  still  at  Rome,  I  believ^e.  I  am 
I  tt  preKot  a  little  unwdl;— sitting  up  too  late,  and 
,  Koe  subsidiary  dissipations,  have  lowered  my  blood 
'  a  good  deal ;  but  I  have  at  present  tbe  quiet  and 
j  toiperanoe  of  Lent  before  me.  ^  ; 

I  *'  Believe  me,  &c. 

''P.S.  Remember  me  to  Mr  Gifford. — ^I  have  not 
I  RceiTed  year  parcel  or  parcels. — Ltook  into  'Moore's 
;  ^  Moore's)  View  of  Italy '  for  me ;  in  one  of  the 
^^iiatn  you  win  find  an  account  of  the  Doge  VeUiere 
fit  wgkt  to  be  Falieri)  and  his  conspiracy,  or  the 
fKtiTes  of  it.  Get  it  tranycHbed  for  me,  and  send  i( 
IB  a  letter  to  me  soon.  I  want  it,  and  cannot  find 
*  pod  an  account  of  that  business  here ;  though  the 
'^  patriot,  and  the  place  where  he  was  crowned, 
^afterwards  decapitated,  still  exist  and  are  shown. 
1  hre searched  all  their  histories;  but  the  policy  of 
dw  old  aristocracy  made  their  writers  silent  •n  his 
■"tives,  which  were  aprtvate  grievance  against  one 
''tliepatridaBS. 

"  I  mean  to  wnrite  a  tragedy  on  the  subject,  which 
Bppcsn  to  me  very  dramatic :  an  old  roan,  jealous, 
aidooBBpiring  against  the  state  of  which  he  vms  the 
KtuaDy  reigning  chief.  The  hist  circumstance  makes 
it  the  moat  remarkable  and  only  fiict  bf  the  kind  in 
tflkiatori  of  aH  nations." 


LETTER   CCLXm. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Venice,  Febmary  S8th,  I8I7. 

**  You  win,  perhaps,  complain  as  much  of  the  fre- 
quency of  my  letters  now,  as  you  were  wont  to  do  of 
their  rarity.  I  think  this  is  the  fourth  within  as  many 
moons.  .  I  feel  abiious  to  hear  from  you,  even  more 
than  usual,  because'your  last  indicated  that  you  weee 
unwell.  At  present,  t  am  on  the  invalid  regimen 
n^yself.  The  Carnival — that  is,  the  Jatter  part  of  it 
— and  sitting  up  late  o*nights,  had  knocked  me  up  a 
little.  But  it  is  over^ — and  it  is  now  Lent,  with  all 
i(fe  abs^ence  and  Sacred  Music. 

^The  mumming  cbsed  with  a  masked  ball  at  the 
Fenioe,  where  I  went,  as  also  to  most  of  the  ridottos, 
&c.  &c.  and,  though  I  did  not  dissipate  much  upon 
the  whole,  yet  1  ftid  *  the  ftword  wearing  out  the 
soabbard,*  though  I  hare  but  just  turned  the  eomer 
oftwenty-nin^. 

*  Se.  we*n  go  no  more  a  rovinff 

80  late  into  the  night, 
Though  the  hear  tbe  atll  as  loving. 

And  Hie  moon  be  still  as  bright. 
For  the  «word  oat-weart  ita  iheath. 

And  the  toal  wean  oat  the  breast. 
And  the  heart  mast  paoae  to  breaithe, 

A  nd  Love  itself  have  rest 
Though  the  night  was  made /or  loving. 

And  the  day  returns  too  soon. 
Yet  we  ilgo  normore  a  roving 

By  tbe  light  of  the  moon. 

I  hare  kUely  had  some  news  af  littero/oor,  as  I 
heard  the  editor  of  the  Monthly  pronounce  it  once 
upon  a  time.  I  hear  that  W.  W.  has  been  pub- 
lishing, and  responding  to  the  attacks  of  the  Quar- 
terly, in  the  learned  Peny's  Chronicle.  I  read  his 
poesies  last  autumn,  and,  amongst  them,  foimd  an 
epitaph  on  his  bull-dog,  and>another  on  myself.  But 
I  beg4e&Ve  to  assqre  him  (iike  %lte  aatrebger  Par- 
tridge) that  I  am  not  only  alive  now,  but  v^as  alive 
also  at  the  time  he  vnrote  it.  ♦       ♦       »       ♦ 

Hobhouse  has  (I  hear,  also]  expectorated  a  letter 
against  the  Quarterly,  addressed  to  me.  I  feel  awk- 
wardly situated  between  him  and  Gifford,  both  being 
my  friends. 

**  And  this  is  jHour  month  of  going  to  press — by  the 
body  of  Diana !  [a  Venetian  oath)  I  fee)  as  anxious 
— but  not  fearful  for  you — as  if  it  were  myself  coming 
out 'in  a  work  of  humour,  which  would,  you  know, 
be  the  antipodes  of  all  my  previous  publications.  I 
don't  think  you  have  any  thing  to  dread  but  your 
own  reputation.  You  must  keep  up  to  that.  As 
you  never  showed  me  a  line  of  your  work,  I  do  not 
even  know  your  measure;  but  you  must  send  me  a 
copy  by  Murray  forthwith,  and  then  you  shall  hear 
what  I  think.  I  dare  say  you  are  in  a  pucker.  Of 
all  authors,  you  are  the  only  really  modest  one  I  ever 
met  with, — which  would  sound  oddly  enough  to  those 
who  recollect  your  morals  when  you  were  young- 
thai  is,  when  you  were  extremely  young — I  don't 
mean  to  stigmatise  you  either  with  years  or  morality. 

^I  believe  I  told  you  that  the  E.  R.  had  attacked 
me,  in  an  article  on  Coleridge  (I  have  not  seen  it)— 
*Et  tUt  Jeffrey?*—*  there  is  nothing  but  roguery  in 
villanotts  man.'    But  I  absolve  him  of  all  attacks. 
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present  and  future ;  for  I  think  he  had  already  pnshdd 
his  clemency  in  my  behoof  to  the  utmost,  and  I  shall 
always  think  well  of  him.  I  only  wonder  that  he  did 
not  begin  before,  as  my  domestic  destruclion  was  a 
fine  opening  for  all  the  world,  of  which  all,  who  could, 
did  well  to  arail  themselves. 

"  If  I  live  ten  years  longer,  you  will  see,  howeyer, 
that  it  is  not  over  with  me — 1  don't  mean  in  litera- 
ture, for  that  is  nothing ;  and  it  may  seem  odd  enough 
to  say,  I  do  not  thmk  it  my  vocation.  But  you  will 
see  that  I  shall  do  something  or  other — the  times  ami 
fortune  permitting — that,  *  like  the  cosmogony,  or 
creation  of  the  world,  will  puzale  the  philoaopheri  of 
afl  ages.'  But  I  doubt  whetttfcr  my  constitution  will 
hold  out.  I  have,  at  interval!,  ^exorcised  it  mMt 
devilishly. 

"  I  have  not  yet  fixed  a  time  of  return,  but  I  think 
of  th}*  spring.  I  shall  have  been  away  a  year  in 
April  next.  You  never  mention  Rogers,  ner  Hodg- 
son, your  clerical  neighbour^  who  has  lately  got  a 
living  near  you.  Has  Jie  also  got  a  chBd  yetf-^his 
desideratum,'  when  I  saw  him  last.     *    *        *        * 

**  Pray  let  me  hear  from  you,  at  your  timis  and 
leisure,  believing  me  ever  and  truly  and  affection- 
ately, &c.*» 

LETTER   CCLXIV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Venice,  ftarch  3d.  1817. 

"In  acknowledging  the  arrival  of  the  article  from 
the  'Quarterly,'*  which  I  received  two  days  ago,  I 
cannot  express  myself  better  than  in  the  words  of  my 
sister  Augusta,  who  (speaking  of  it)  says,  (hat  it  is 
written  in  a  spirit  *  of  the  most  feeling  and  kind  na- 
ture.' It  in,  however,  something  more ;  it  seems  to 
me  (as  far  as  the  subject  of  it  may  be  permitted  to 
judge)  to  be  very  well  written  as  a  composition,  and 
I  think  will  do  the  journal  no  discredit,  because  even 
those  who  condemn  its  partiality  must  praise  its  ge- 
nerosity. The  temptations  to  take  another  and  a  less 
favourable  view  of  the  question,  have  been  so  great 
and  numerous,  that,  what  with  public  opinion,  poli- 
tics, &c.  he  must  be  a  gallant  as  well  as  a  good  man, 
who  has  ventured,  in  that  place,  and  at  this  time, 
to  write  such  an  article  even  anonymously.  Such 
things  are,  however,  their  own  reward ;  and  I  even 
fialter  myself  that  the  writer,  whoever  he  may  be 
(and  I  have  no  guess],  will  not  regret  that  the  pe- 
rusal of  this  has  given  me  as  much  gratification  as 
any  composition  of  that  nature  could  give,  and  more 
than  any  other  has  given, — and  I  have  had  a  good 
many  in  my  time  of  one  kmd  or  the  other.  It  is  not 
the  mere  praise,  but  there  is  a  teici  and  a  delictKy 
throughout,  not  only  with  regard  to  me,  but  to 
oMers,  which,  as  it  had  not  been  observed  elae- 
xvhere^  I  had  till  now  doubted  whether  it  could  be 
observed  anywhere. 

**  Perhaps  some  day  or  other  you  will  know  or 
tell  roe  the  writer's  name.  Be  assur^,  had  the  article 
been  a  harsh  one,  I  should  not  have  asked  it. 

«  «  An  article  in  No.  31  of  this  Review,  written,  as  Lord 
Byron  afterwards  discovered,  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  and 
well  meriting,  by  tbe  kind  and  generous  spirit  that  breathes 
through  it,  the  warm  and  lasting  gmtttude  it  awakened  in 
the  noble  Poet. 


**  I  have  ktely  written  to  you  frequently,  with 
extratts,  &c.  which  I  hope  you  have  received,  or 
will  reoeive,  with  or  before  this  letter.— Ever  since 
Ihe  conclusion  of  the  Carnival  I  have  been  unwell 
(do  not  menlaon  this,  on  any  account,  to  Mrs.  Leig:b; 
for  if  I  grow  worse,  she  vrill  know  it  too  soon,  andif 
I  get  better,  there  is  no  occasion  that  she  should  know 
it  at  all),  and  have  hardly  stirred  out  of  the  house. 
However,  I  don't  want  a  physician,  and  if  I  did,  vei; 
hickily  those  of  Italy  are  the  worst  in  the  world,  to 
that  I  should  still  have  a  chance.  They  have,  I 
believe,  one  famous  surgeon,  Vacca,  who  lives  at 
Pisa,  who  might  be  useful  fai  case  of  dtssection: 
— but  he  is  some  hiudred  miles  off.  My  maladj  is  s 
sort  of  lowish  fever,  originating  from  what  mj( '  pastor 
and  master,*  Jackson,  woidd  call  *  taking  tao  much 
out  of  one's  self.'  However,  I  am  better  within  this 
day  oc  two. 

*'  I  missed  seeing  the  new  Patriarch's  proccssioa 
to  St.  Mark's  the  other  day  (owing  to  my  indispositioo}, 
with  six  hundred  and  fifty  priests  in  his  retr-a 
*  goodly  aimy .'  The  admirable  government  of  Vienna, 
in  its  edict  from  thence,  authorizmg  his  instaSatioa, 
prescribed,  as  part  of  the  pageant,  'a  coach  and  four 
iiorses.'  "ro  show  how  very  very  *German  to  the 
matter'  this  was,  you  have  only  to  suppose  our  ptrlis- 
ment  commanding  the  Arphbishop  of  Canterlnirf  to 
proceed  from  Hyde  Park  Corner  to  StPaul's  Cathedra] 
in  the  Lord  Mayor's  barge,  or  the  Margate  hoy.  There 
is  but  St.  Mark's  Phioe  in  all  Venice  broad  enough 
for  a  carriage  to  move,  and  it  is  paved  with  hrgc 
smooth  flag-stones,  so  that  the  chariot  and  hones  of 
Elijali  himself  vrould  be  puzzled  to  manoeuvre  upoo  it. 
Those  of  Pharaoh  might  do  better ;  for  the  oanals,- 
and  particularly  the  Grand  Canal,— are  suffidentij 
capacious  and  extensive  for  bis  whole  host.  Of 
course,  no  coach  could  be  attempted;  but  the 
Venetians,  who  are  vef:y  naive  as  well  as  arch,  were 
much  amused  with  the  ordinance.  I 

"  The  Armenian  Grammar  is  pubKsbed ;  but  ay  j 
Armenian  studies  are  suspended  for  the  present  till 
my  head  aches  a  little  less.  I  sent  you  the  other  daj, 
in  two  covers,  the  First  Act  of  'Manfred,'  a  drama  as 
mad  as  Nat.  Lee's  BedUm  tragedy,  which  was  ia 
25  acts  and  some  odd  scenes :— mine  is  but  in  Three 
Acts.  .  , 

"  I  find  1  have  begun  this  letter  at  the  wrong  «m  -  • 

never  mind ;  I  must  end  it,  then,  at  tbe  right.  | 

"  Yours  ever  very  truly  I 

"  and  obligcdly,  ^cc."         • 

LETTER  CCLXV. 

I 

TO  MR  MURRAY.  ' 

•Venice,  UsrchMh.!^-  . 
"  In  remitting  the  Third  Act  of  the  sortof  «|»JJ^ 
poem  of  which  you  will  by  this  time  have  received  the 
Two  First  (at  knst  I  hope  so),  which  were  •«»  ■ 
within  the  hist  three  weeks.  I  have  Uttle  to  ohserre, 
except  that  you  must  not  publish  it  (if  it  «»*  ■ 
pubUshed)  without  giving  me  previous  ^^^\ 
have  really  and  truly  no  notion  whether  »^**^Jt2  \ 
bad;  and  as  this  was  not  the  case  with  the  pra»j*J 
of  my  former  publications,  1  am,  therefore,  inctow 
to  rank  it  rery  humbly.     You  wiB  submit  it  w 
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Mr  OSSxdf  and  to  whomtoeTer  70a  please  bendes. 
WUii  regard  to  the  question  of  copyright  (if  it  'ever 
cones  to  publication),  I  do  not  know  whether  you 
muU  think  Hree  Ai«d^erfguipea»  anoTcr-estifflnt*; 
ipm  do,  you  may  diminish  it :  I  do  not  think  it  worth 
■re ;  to  you  may  see  I  make  some  diflSerenoe  between 

itiaddieothen. 

*»  I  have  iecei?ed  your  two  ReWows,  (but  not  the 
<  Ttkt  of  my  Landbrd') ;  the  Quarterly  1  acknow- 
ledged particularly  to  you,  on  its  arriral,  tea  days 
ago.   What  you  tell  roe  of  Perry  petrifies  me;  it  is 
a  rank  imposition.    In  or  about  February  or  March, 
1B16, 1  was  giren  to  understand  that  Mr  Croker  was 
Botidy  a  coadjutor  in  the  attacks  of  the  Couries  in 
1814,  but  the  author  of  some  lines  tolerably  ferocious, 
d»  recently  published  in  a  morning  paper.    Upon 
tbk  I  wrote  a  reprisal.    The  whoW  of  the-  Imea  I 
kre  ibi^tten,  and  even  the  purport  of  them  I  scaree- 
If  lenember ;  for  on  yowr  assuring  me  that  he  was 
out,  See.  &c.  I  pot  them  into  the  fire  before  your 
feuy  and  there  never  was  but  that  one  rough  copy. 
Mr  Diries,  the  only  person  who  ever  beard  them 
rwl,  wanted  a  copy,  which  I  refused.    If,  Jiowever, 
by  RRne  trnpoesibiiUy,  which  I  cannot  divine,  the 
ghoit  of  these  rhymes  should  walk  into  the  world,  I 
amr  win  deny  what  I  have  really  written,  but  hold 
nridrpersoDally  responsible  for  satisfaction,  though 
Ireierre  to  myself  the  right  of  disarowmg  all  or  any 
fabrieatiom.  To  the  previous  facts  you  are  witness, 
lid  best  know  how  hr  my  recapitulation  is  coirecl ; 
lid  I  request  that  you  wift  inform  Mr  Perry  from  me, 
tbU  I  wonder  he  should  permit  such  an  abuse  of  my 
■flie  in  his  paper ;  I  say  v  abueet  beoause  my 
aboee,  at  least,  demands  some  respect,  and  my 
pieseoce  and  poeitiTe  sanction  could  alone  justify  him 
in  soeh  a  proceeding,  even  were  the  tines  mine ;  and 
if  Mw,  there  are  no  words  for  him.    I  r^eat  to  you 
tbat  the  original  was  burnt  before  yon  on  your  assu- 
ranet,  and  there  never  was  a  copy,  nor  even  a  verbal 
Rpetitiott,— very  nauch  to  the  discomfort  of  suae 
Ksloos  Whigs,  who  bored  me  for  them  (having 
bevd  it  bruited  by  Mr  Davies  that  there  were  such 
mattm)  to  no  purpose ;  for,  having  written  them 
niely  widi  the  notion  that  Mr  Croker  was  the  aggres- 
ii>r,and  for  »iyo»oisandnot  pwty  reprisals,  I  would 
not  lend  me  to  the  zeal  of  any  sect  when  I  vrasmade 
snare  that  he  was  net  the  writer  of  the  oflfensive 
piMses.    Toti  inow,  if  there  was  such  a  thing,  I 
would  not  deny  iL    I  mentioned  it  openly  at  the 
tiae  to  you,  and  joa  will  remember  why  and  where 
1  de«royed  it ;  and  no  power  nor  wheedling  on  earth 
■honkl  have  made,  or  couki  make,  me(if  I  recollected 
ihesi]  give  a  copy  after  that,  unless  I  was  well 
•amedthat  Mr  Croker  vras  really  the  author  of  that 
wlueh  you  assured  me  he  was  not 

*'I  intend  for  England  this  spring,  v?here  I  hi^ve 
■one  a&irs  to  adjust;  but  the  post  hurries  me.— 
Por  thk  month  past  I  have  been  unwell,  but  am 
getfiDg  better,  and  thinking  of  mpving  homewards 
innudiMay,  vrithout  going  to  Rome,  as  the  un- 
healthy season  cones  on  soon,  and  I  can  return  when 
I  htre  settled  the  business  I  go  upon,  which  need 
ut  be  kng.  *  ^  *  *  I  shoukl  have  thought  the 
Aiifrian  tale  very  succeedable. 

**I  mw,  in  Mr  W.  W.'s  poetry,  that  he  had 
written  my  epitaph;  I  would  rather  have  written  his. 


^  The  thing  I  have  sent  you,  you  vrill  see  at  a 
glimpse,  could 'hever  be  attempted  or  thought  of  for 
the  stage;  I  much  doubt  it  for  publication  even.  It 
is  too  much  in  my  old  style;  but  I  composed  it  ac- 
tually with  A  horror  of  the  stage,  and  with  a  view  to 
render  the  thought  of  it  impiacticiible,  knowing  the 
zeal  of  my  friend*  that  I  should  try  that  for  which  I 
have  an  invincible  repugnayce,  viz.  a  representation. 

^  I  certainly  am*  a  devil  of  a  maimerist,*and  must 
leave  off;  but  what  could  I  do?  Without  exertion 
of  some  kind,  I  should  have  sunk  under  my  imagina- 
tion and  reality.  My  best  respects  to  Mr  Gifibid,  to 
Walter  Scott,  and  to  all  friends. 

't  "  YoQrs  ever.*' 

# 

•   LETTER  CCLXVI. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

•Venice.  H^rch  10th,  1817. 

***  I'  wrote  again  to  you  lately,  but  I  hope  you 
woni  be  sorry  to  have  another  epistle.  I  have  been 
unwell  this  last  mon|h,  with  a  kind  of  slow  and  k>w 
fever,  which  fixes  upon  me  at  night>  and  goes  off  in 
the  morning;  but,  however,  I  am  now  bettct.  In 
spring  it  is  probable  we  may  meet;  at  least  I  intend 
for  EngUnd,  where  I  have  business,  and  hope  to 
meet  your  in  your  restored  health  and  additional 
laurels. 

^  Murray  has  sent  me  the  Quarterly  and  the  Edin- 
burgh. When  I  tell  you-that  Walter  Scott  is  the  au- 
thor of  the  article  in  the  former,  you  will  agree  with 
me  that  such  an  article  is  still  more  hqaourable  to 
him  than  to  myself.  I  am  perfectly  pleased  with 
Jeffrey's  also,  which  I  wish  you  to  tell  him,  with  my 
remembrances — not  that  I  suppose  it  is  of  any  conse- 
quence to  him,  or  ever  could  have  been,  whether  I 
am  pleased  or  not, — but  simply  in  my  private  relalioi^ 
to  him,  as  his  well-wisher,  and  it  may  be  one  day 
as  his  acquaintence.  I  wish  you  would  also  add, 
what  you  know, — that  I  was  not,  and,  indeed,  am 
not  even  now^  the  misanthropical  and  gloomy  gentle- 
roan  he  takes  me  for,  but  a  facetious  companion, 
well  to  do  with  those  with  whom  I  am  intimate,  and 
as  loquacious  and  kughing  as  if  I  were  a  much  cle- 
verer feUow. 

^  I  suppose  now  I  shall  never  be  able  to  shake  off 
my  sables  in  public  imagination,  more  particulariy 
since  my  moral  *  ♦  clove  down  my  fame.  However, 
nor  that,  nor  more  than  that,  has  yet  extinguished 
my  spirit,  which  always  rises  with  the  rebound. 

**  At  Venice  we  are  in  Lent,  and  I  have  not  lately 
moved  out  of  doors, — my  feverishness  requiring  quiet, 
and — by  way  of  being  more  quiet— here  is  the  Si- 
gnora  Marianna  just  come  in  and  seated  at  my  elbow. 

**  Have  you  seen  ♦  ^  *'s  book  of  poesy  ?  and,  if 
you  have  seen  it,  are  you  not  delighted  with  it  ?  And 
have  you — I  really  cannot  go  on.  There  is  a  pair  of 
great  black  eyes  looking  over  my  shoulder,  like  the 
angel  leaning  over  St  Blatthew's,  in  the  old  frontis- 
pieces to  the  EvangelistejT-so  that  I  roust  turn  and 
answer  them  instead  of  you. 

«Bver,&c'» 
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LETTER  CCLXVU- 


TO  MR  MOORK. 


«  Venice.  March  95Ui.  1817. 
**  I  hare  at  last  learned,  in  default  of  your  own 
writing  (or  not  writing— which  should  it  be?  for  I 
am  not  very  dear  as  to  the  application  of  the  word 
tUfauU]t  rfrom  Marray,  two  particulars  of  (or  be-* 
longing  to)  you;  one,  that  you  are  removing  to 
Homsey,  which  is,  I  presume,  to  be  nearer  London; 
and  the  other,  that  your  Poem  is  announced  by  the 
name  ef  Lalla  Rookfa.  I  am  glad  of  it,— first,  that 
we  are  to  have  it  at  last,  and  next,  I  like  a  tough 
title  myself — witness  the  Giaour  and  Childe  Harold, 
which  choked  half  the  Blues  at  starting.  Besides, 
it  is  the  tail  of  Alclbiades's  dog, — not  that  I  su]^x>se 
you  want  either  dog  or  tail.  Talking  of  tail,  I  wish 
you  bad  not  called  it  a  'Persian  Title.'  ^  Say  a 
•Poem' or 'Romance,' but  not  *  Tale.'  I  am  veiy 
sorry  that  I  called  some  of  my  own  things  *  Tales,' 
because  I  think  that  they  are  something  better. 
Besides,  we  have  had  Arabian,  and  Hindoo,  and 
Turkish,  and  Assyrian  Tales.  But,  after  all,  this  is 
frivokius  in  me;  you  won't,  however,  mind  my  non- 


^  Really  and  truly,  I  want  you  to  make  a  great 
liit,  if  onit  out  of  self-love,  because  we  happen  to  be 
old  cronies ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  you  will — I  am  sure 
you  cixn.  But  you  are,  I H  be  sworn,  in  a  devil  of 
a  pucker;  and  /  am  noi  at  your  elbow,  and  Rogers 
tf .  I  envy  him ;  which  is  not  fair,  because  he  does 
not  envy  any  body,  Mmd  you  send  to  me— thai  is, 
make  Murray  send— the  moment  you  are  forth. 

^  I  have  been  very  ill  with  a  slow  fever,  which  at 
last  took  to  flying,  and  became  as  quick  as  need  be.f 
But,  at  length,  after  a  week  of  half  delirium,  burn- 
ing skin|  thirst,  hot  headache,  horrible  pulsation, 
and  no  ueep,  by  the  blessing  of  barley  vmter,  and 
refusing  to  see  any  physician,  I  recovered.  It  is  an 
epidemic  of  the  place,  which  is  annual,  and  visits 
strangers.  Here  foll6w  some  vcrsides,  which  I  made 
one  sleepless  night. 

«Ir«adt]io'Chriftmbel:* 

Veiy  welt : 
I  rsad  the '  MiMionary  ;* 

Pretty— very: 
Itriedat'Ilderiin;* 

Ahem! 
I  read  a  sheet  of '  Margaret  of  Jn/M  ;* 

Can  pou  ? 
I  tum'd  a  paxe  of  •*  •••  Wsiefioo  j* 

Pooh  I  po<ih( 
f  Ibok'd  at  Wonbworth's  ailk^hite '  RyMone  Doe  :* 

HiUof 

*  He  had  been  ndiinforioed  on  this  point^the  work  in 
foestloa  hariag  been,  tnm  the  first,  entitled  an  «  Oriental 
Roiaance.*  A  much  worse  mistake  (becaose  wilftil.  and 
with  no  very  charitable  design)  was  that  of  certain  per- 
sons, who  would  have  it  that  the  Poem  was  meant  to  be 
Epic  I— Even  Mr  D'lsraeU  has,  for  the  sake  of  a  theory, 
given  in  to  this  very  gratoitoos  assumption  :—«ThflLAna- 
creooCle  post  (he  says)  remains  only  Anacreontic  in  his 
Epic* 

t  In  a  note  to  Mr  Mvrrajr.  si^oined  to  some  corrections 
Ibr  Manfred,  he  says,  "Since  I  Wrote  to  you  last,  the  alow 
fever  I  wot  of  tlHMVht  proper  to  mend  its  pace,  and  became 
similar  toooe  wliich  I  caught  some  years  ago  in  the  marshes 
ofEUs,intheMorea." 


**•  I  have  ndt  the  least  idea  where  I  am  going,  nor 
what  I  am  to  do.  I  wished  to  have  gone  to  Rome; 
but  at  present  it  is  pestilent  vrith  English,-'-a  pared 
of  staring  boobies,  who  go  about  gaping  and  wiihi&g 
to  be  at  once  cheap  and  magnificent.  A  nan  is  a 
fool  who  travels  now  in  France  or  Italy,  till  this  tribe 
of  wretches  is  swept  home  again.  In  two  or  three 
years  the  first  rush  vrill  be  over,  and  the  Contioeot 
will  be  roomy  and  agreeable. 

"  I  staid  at  Venice  chiefly  because  itiiDotoaeof 
their  *  dens  of  thieves ;'  and  here  they  but  pause  iixl 
pass.  In  Switzerland  it  vras  really  noxioos.  Luck- 
ily, I  was  early,  and  had  got  the  prettiest  pkce  oo 
all  the  Lake  before  they  were  quickened  into  mo- 
tion with  the  rest  of  reptiles.  BEut  they  crossed  me 
eveiy  where.  I  met  a  Dunily  of  children  and  old 
women  half-way  up  the  Wengen  Alp  (by  tbeJuog- 
frau)  upon  mules,  some  of  them  too  old  andotherstoo 
young  to  be  the  least  aware  of  what  they  saw. 

**  By  the  way,  I  think  the  Jungfrau,  and  all  that 
region  of  Alps,  which  I  traversed  in  September- 
going  to  the  very  top  of  the  Wengen,  which  ii  not 
the  highest  (the  Jungfrau  itself  is  inacoessiblej  but  the 
best  point  of  view — much  finer  than  Mont-fflaoc  and 
Chamouni,  or  the  Simpkm.  I  kept  a  journal  of  ibe 
whole  for  my  sister  Augusta,  part  of  which  she  copied 
and  let  Mumy  see. 

**  I  wrote  a  sort  of  mad  Drama,  for  tbesakeof 
introducing  the  Alpine  scenery  in  descriptioo;  snd 
this  I  sent  lately  to  Murray.'  Ahnost  all  the  dram, 
pera.  are  spirits,  ghosts,  or  magicians,  and  the  scene 
is  in  the  Alps  apd  the  other  world,  so  you  nihy  suppose 
what  a  bedhun  tragedy  it  must  be :  make  hin.sbow 
it  you.  I  sent  him  all  three  acts  piecemeal,  by  tbo 
post,  and  suppose  they  have  aimed. 

"  I  have  now  written  to  you  at  least  six  lettcfSt  or 
.letterefs,  and  all  I  have  reeeiTed  in  return  is  a  note 
about  the  length  you  used  to  write  from  Bmy-street 
to  James's-streetf  when  we  used  to  dine  with  Rogeri, 
and  talk  laxly,  and  go  to  parties,  and  bssr  poor 
Sheridan  now  and  then.  Do  you  remember  one 
night  he  vras  so  tipsy  that  1  vras  forced  to  puthis 
cocked  hat  oo  for  him, — for  he  could  not,— snd  I  let 
him  dovm  at  Brookes's  much  as  be  must  since  htn 
been  let  down  into  his  grave.  Heigh  bo !  I  wiifa  I 
was  drunk — but  I  have  nothing  bat  this  d— d  bsd^ 
water  before  me. 

'^  I  am  stfll  IB  love, — which  is  a  dreadful  drsw> 
back  in  quitting  a  pkee,  and  leant  stay  at  Venice 
much*  kmger.  What  I  shall  do  on  this  point  I  don't 
know.  The  girl  m^ans  to  go  vrith  me,  bdl  I  do  not 
like  this  for  her  own  sake.  I  have  had  lo  raasf 
oonfljpts  in  my  own  mind  on  this  subject,  that  I  a« 
not  at  all  sure  they  did  noi  help  b»  to  the  ferer  I 
mentioned  above.  I  am  certainly  very  mueh  at*^ 
tached  to  her,and  I  have  cause  to  be  so^  if  you  knetr 
all.  But  she  has  a  child;  and  though,  like  all  tbs 
*chiUrenof  the  sun,' she  consults  nothing  but  pssoosi 
it  is  neoessaiy  I  should  think  for  both ;  and  it  is  oslr 
the  virtuous,  like  ^  *  *  ^,  who  eaq  afibrd  to  five  up 
husbai^  and  chikl,  and  live  happy  ever  after. 

**  The  Italian  ethics  are  the  moat  singukr  ercT 
met  vrith.  The  perrersioo,  naltmly  of  ac6oa,brf 
of  reasoning,  is  singular  in  the  iromen.  It  is  aottM 
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tbcy  do  not  eonsader  Ihe  thing  itselCai  wrongs  and 
Ttry  wrong,  bat  lovt  (the  sentiment  of  lore)  is  not 
Beri^  an  excuse  for  it,  but  makes  it  an  etctualvir- 
tme,  provided  it  is  disbterested,  and  not  a  caprice,  and 
iscaafiaed  to  one  objed  They  hare  awful  notkms 
of  eoostancj ;  for  I  have  seen  some  ancient  figures  of 
I  ogfaty  pointed  out  as  Amorosi  of  forty,  fifty,  and 
1  uty  years  standing.  I  cau'tsay  I  have  ever  seen  a 
husband  and  wife  so  coupled.  ^Ever,  &c. 

"PpS.  IWarianna,  to  whom  I  hare  just  translated 
what  I  hare  written  on  our  subject  to  you,  says — *  If 
you  loved  me  thoroughly,  you  would  not  make  so 
■■ny  fine  reflections,  which  are  only  good  forbirti  i 
§ea€pi,' — that  is,  *  to  clean  shoes  withal,'— a  Venetian 
prsverb  of  appreciation,  which  is  applicable  to  reason- 
iqg  dfall  kinds." 

LETTER  CCLXVIIL 

TO  MH  MURRAT. 

«  Venice.  lUrcfa  96th.  1817. 
**  Your  letter  and  incfesure  are  safe;  but  'English 
l\  nlU  III!  11  *  nrr  if  rj  rsrr  nt  Irnst  in  Ynnirr  I  doubt 
whether  there  are  at  present  any,  save  the  consul  and 
\  with  neither  of  whom  I  have  the  slightest 
The  moment  I  can  pounce  upon  a 
I  win  send  the  deed  properly  signed :  but 
BHHt  be  necessarily  be  genteel?  Vem'ce  is  not  a  pbce 
where  the  English  are  gregarious ;  their  pigeon-houses 
are  Florence,  Naples,  Rome,  £e. ;  and  to  tell  you 
Ae  truth,  this  was  one  reason  why  I  staid  here  till 
theseanoo  of  the  purgation  of  Rome  from  these  people, 
which  is  inieoted  with  them  at  this  time^  shouU  arrive. 
w— i«*— ,  I  abhor  the  nation  and  the  nation  me;  it  is 
impoaibie  for  me  to  describe  my  own  sensation  on 
tfhat  poiat,  but  it  may  suffice  to  say,  that,  if  I  met 
with  any  olT  the  race  m  the  beautiful  parts  of  Switzer- 
kmd,  the  most  distant  glimpse  or  aspect  of  them 
peimned  the  whole  scene,  and  I  do  not  choose  to  have 
t&e  ftntheoo,  and  St  Peter's,  and  the  Capitol,  sp<Aled 
fior  me  loo.  This  feeling  may  be  probably  owing  to 
FBcest  events;  but  it  does  not  exist  the  less,  and 
while  it  O'zisls,  I  shall  conceal  it  as  little  as  any 


^1  have  been  seriously  ill  with  a  fever,  but  it  is 
fDW.  I  believe  or  suppose  it  was  the  indigenous 
fever  of  the  place,  which  comes  every  year  at  this 
tjose,  and  of  which  the  physicians  change  the  name 
aansaDy,  to  deq>atch  the  people  sooner.  It  is  a  kind 
oftyphttSy  and  kills  occasionally.  It  was  pretty  smart, 
h«t  aothinc^  particular,  and  has  left  me  some  debility 
and  a  gfeat  appetite.  There  are  a  good  many  ill  at 
present,  I  suppose,  of  the  same. 

^I  feid  sorry  for  Homer,  if  there  was  any  thing  in 
the  vrorld  to  mshe  him  like  it;  and  still  more  sorry  for 
Us  frvads,  as  there  was  much  to  make  them  regret 
Urn.    I  had  not  heard  of  his  death  till  by  your  letter. 

**8oiae  weeks  ago  I  wrote  to  you  my  acknowledg- 
ments of  Waker  Scott's  article.  Now  I  know  it  to 
he  lui,  it  cannot  add  to  my  good  opinion  of  him,  but 
it  adds  \o  that  of  myself.  £s,  and  Gifibrd,  and 
Moore»  are  the  only  regulars  I  ever  knew  who  had 
nothing  of  the  garrison  about  their  mannpr ;  no  non- 
sense, nor  aSeetatioiuiffookiroul  As  for  the  rest  whom 
1  have  known,  there  was  always  more  or  less  of  the 


author  about  them— the  pen  peeping  from  behind 
the  ear,  and  the  thumbs  a  little  inky,  or  so. 

^LaOa  Rookh'—you  must  recollect  that,  in  the 
way  of  title,  the  *  Giaottr*^ua  never  been  pronounced 
to  this  day ;  and  both  it  and  Childe  Harokl  sounded 
very  facetious  to  ihe  bhie-botlles  of  wit  and  humour 
about  town,  till  they  were  taught  and  startled  into  a 
proper  deportment ;  and  therefore  Lalla  Rookh,  which 
is  very  orthodox  snd  oriental,  is  as  good  a  title  as 
need  be,  if  not  better.  I  could  wish  rather  that  he 
had  not  caHed  it  'n.  Persian  Tale;*  firstly,  because 
we  have  had  Turkish  Titles,  and  Hindoo  Tales,  and 
Assyrian  Tales,  akeadjr ;  and  taU  is  a  word  of  which 
it  repents  me  to  have  nicknamed  pod^.  '  Fable ' 
would  be  better;  and,  secondly,  'Persian  Tale'  re 
minds  one  of  the  lines  of  Pope  on  Ambrose  Phillips; 
though  no  one  can  say,  to  be  sure,  that  tlus  tale  has 
been  '  turned  for  half-a-crown ; '  still  it  is  as  well  to 
avoid  such  dashings.  *  Persian  Story  '—why  not  ?— 
or  Romance  r  I  feel  as  anxious  for  Moore  as  I  could 
do  for  myself,  for  the  soul  of  me,  and  I  wouki  not 
have  him  succeed  otherwise  than  splendidly,  which  I 
trust  he  will  do. 

**  With  regard  to  the  *■  Witch  Drama,'  I  sent  all 
the  three  acts  by  post,  week  after  week,  within  this 
last  month.  I  repeat  that  I  have  not  an  idea  if  it  is 
good  or  bad.  If  bad,  it  must,  on  no  account,  be  risked 
in  publication ;  if  good,  it  is  at  your  serrice.  I  value 
it  at  three  ktmcbred  guineas^  or  less,  if  you  h*ke  it. 
Perhaps,  if  published,  the  best  way  will  be  to  add  it 
to  your  winter  volume,  and  not  publish  separately. 
The  price  will  show  you  I  don't  pique  myself  upon  it ; 
80  speak  out  You  may  put  it  m  the  fire.  If  yon  like, 
and  Gifibrd  don't  like. 

''The  Armenian  Grammar  is  publisned— that  is, 
one;  the  other  is  still  in  MS.  My  illness  has  pre- 
vented me  from  moving  this  month  past,  and  I  have 
done  nothing  more  with  the  Armenian. 

'^Of  Italian  or  rather  Lombard  manners,  I  could 
tell  you  little  or  nothing :  I  wept  two  or  three  times 
to  the  governor's  conversazione  (and  if  you  go  once, 
you  ^re  free  to  go  always),  at  which,  as  I  only  saw 
very  plain  women,  a  formal  circle,  in  short  a  worst 
sort  of  rout,  I  did  not  go  again.  I  went  to  Academic 
and  to  Madame  Albrizzi's,  where  I  saw  pretty  much 
the  same  thing,  with  the  addition  of  some  literati,  who 

are  the  same  blue*  by ,  all  the  world  over.    I 

fell  in  love  the  first  week  with  Madame  **,  and  I  have 
continued  so  ever  since,  because  she  is  very  pretty 
and  pleasing,  and  talks  Venetian,  which  amuses  me, 
and  is  niuve. 

•*Very  truly,  &c 

**P.S.  Pray  send  the  red  tooth-powder  by  a  sctfe 

hand,  and  speedily. 

♦       •       ♦       •       ♦       •J. 

"  To  hook  the  reader,  yoa,  John  Morray. 

Have  pnblish'd  '  AiOou'i  Nnrgaret/ 
Which  wont  be  sold  off  In  a  harry 

(At  least,  it  has  not  been  as  ret} ; 

«  Whenever  a  word  or  passage  oocnri  (as  in  this  in- 
stance) which  Lord  Byron  would  have  pronounced  em- 
phatically in  spealcing,  it  appears,  in  his  bandwritlof ,  as  if 
written  which  something  of  the  same  Yehemence. 

t  Here  follow  the  same  rhymes  ("I  read  the  Chria 
Ubel,*  &c.)  which  ha>o  already  been  giren  in  one  of  ho 
letters  to  myself. 
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And  then,  ftlll  Airther  to  bewilder  'em. 
Without  remone  yon  set  op  *  Ilderim ;' 

80  mind  you  don't  get  Into  debt, 
Becanae  as  how,  if  you  shoahl  fail. 
These  books  would  be  bat  baddish  bail. 
And  mind  you  do  not  let  escape 
These  rhymes  to  Morning  Post  or  Perry, 
Which  would  be  veiy  treacherous— very. 
And  get  me  Into  such  a  scrape  t 
For.  firstly,  I  should  hare  to  sally 
All  in  my  little  boat,  against  a  Oall^  ; 
And,  should  I  chance  to  slay  the  Assyrian  wight, 
HaTO  next  to  combat  with  the  female  knight. 


^  You  mi^  show  these  natters  to  Moore  and  the 
select,  but  not  to  the  prof tme  ;  and  tell  Moore,  that 
I  wonder  he  don't  write  to  one  now  and  then.** 


LETTER  CCLXIX. 

TO  MB  BOORE. 

"  Venice,  March  31st.  I8I7. 

^You  win  begin  to  think  my  epistolaiy  offerings 
(to  whatever  altar  you  please  to  de?o(e  them)  rather 
prodigal.  But,  until  you  cmswer,  I  shall  not  abate, 
because  you  deserve  no  better.  I  know  you  are  weD, 
because  I  hear  of  your  voyaging  to  London  and  the 
environs,  which  I  rejoice  to  learn,  because  your  note 
alarmed  me  by  the  purgation  and  phlebotomy  therein 
prognosticated.  I  also  hear  of  your  being  in  the 
press;  all  which,  methinlis,  might  have  furnished  you 
with  subject  matter  for  a  middle^iaed  letter,  con- 
sidering that  I  am  in  foreign  parts,  and  that  the  last 
month's  advertisements  and  obituary  would  be  ab- 
solute news  to  me  from  your  Tramontane  country. 

"  1  told  you,  in  my  last,  I  have  had  a  smart  fever. 
There  is  an  epidemic  in  the  pbce;  but  I  suspect, 
from  the  symptoms,  that  mine  was  a  fever  of  my  own, 
and  had  nothing  in  common  with  the  low,  vulgar 
typhus,  which  is  at  this  moment  decimating  Venice, 
and  which  has  half-unpeopled  Milan,  if  the  accounts 
be  true.  This  malady  has  sorely  discomfited  my 
serving  men,  who  want  sadly  to  be  gone  away,  and 
get  me  to  ren^pve.  But,  besides  my  natural  per- 
versity, I  was  seasoned  in  Turkey,  by  the  continual 
whispers  of  the  plague,  against  apprehensions  of 
contagion.  Besides  which,  apprehension  would  not 
prevent  it;  and  then  I  am  still  in  love,  and  *  forty 
thousand'  fevers  should  not  make  roe  stir  before  my 
minute,  while  under  the  influence  of  that  paramount 
delirium.  Seriously  speaking,  there  is  a  malac^  rife 
in  the  city — a  dangerous  one,  they  say.  However, 
mine  did  not  appear  so,  though  it  was  not  pleasant. 

^  This  is  passion-week— and  twilight— and  all  the 
world  are  at  vespers.  They  have  an  eternal  church- 
ing, as  in  all  catholic  countries,  but  are  not  so  bigoted 
as  they  seemed  to  be  in  Spain. 

^I  don't  know  whether  to  be  gbd  or  sorry  that  you 
are  leaving  Mayfield.  Had  I  ever  been  at  Newstead 
during  your  stay  thpre  (except  during  the  winter  of 
1813-14,  when  the  roads  were  impracticable),  we 
should  have  been  within  hail,  and  I  should  like  to 
have  made  a  giro  of  the  Peak  with  you.  I  know 
that  country  well,  having  been  all  over  it  when  a  boy. 
Was  you  ever  in  Dovedale?  I  can  assure  you  there 
are  things  in  Derbyshire  as  noble  as  Greece  or  Swit- 
scrland.    But  you  had  always  a  lingering  after  Lon- 


don, and  I  don't  wonder  at  it.  I  liked  it  as  wcO  as 
any  body,  myself,  now  and  then. 

**  Will  you  remember  me  to  Rogers?  whom  I  pre> 
sume  to  be  floturishing,  and  whom  I  regard  as  oar 
poetical  papa.  You  are  his  lawful  son,  and  I  the 
iUegitimate.  Has  he  begun  yet  upon  Sheridan!  If 
you  see  our  repubUfan  friend,  Leigh  Hunt,  pray 
present  my  remembrances.  I  saw  about  nine  monlltf 
ago  that  he  was  in  a  «dw  (like  my  friend  Hobkoose) 
with  the  Quarteriy  Reviewers.  ■  For  my  part,  I  never 
could  understand  these  quarrels  of  authors  vrith  cri- 
tics and  with  one  another.  '  FV>r  God's  sake,  gentle- 
men,  what  do  they  mean?' 

'''What  think  you  of  your  countgrnaa,  Blaturio? 
I  ^ke  some  credit  to  myself  for  having  done  my  bat 
to  bring  out  Bertram;  but  I  must  say  my  ooDengoei 
were  quite  as  ready  and  willing.  Walter  Scott,  how- 
ever, was  theJSrst  who  mentioned  him,  which  he  did 
to  me^  vrith  great  commendation,  in  1816 ;  and  it  ii  to 
this  Qasualty,  and  two  or  three  other  accidenti,  that 
this  very  clever  fellow  owed  his  first  and  weU-meriled 
public  success.   .What  a  chanee  is  fiune ! 

''Did  I  tell  you  that  t  have  transhOed  twoEpisdeir 
—«  correq[>ondence  between  St  Paul  and  the  Coris-i 
tfaians,  not  to  be  found  in  our  venion,  hot  the  A^ 
inenian— J)Ut  which  seems  to  me  very  orthodox,  aod 
I  have  done  it  into  scriptural  proea  English.* 

''Ev€r,&c.» 

LETTER  CCLXX, 

TO   MB  MURRAY. 

VVenlce,  Aprilld,  m7. 

''I  sent  you  the  whole  of  the  Drama  at  thne 
several  times,  act  by  act,  in  separate  coven.  I 
hope  that  you  have,  or  will  receive,  some  or  tbe 
whole  of  it. 

''So  Love  has  a  conscience.  By  Diana!  I  M 
make  him  take  back  the  box,  though  it  were  Pan- 
dora's. The  discovery  of  its  intrinaic  silver  occinTcd 
on  sending  it  to  have  the  lid  adapted  to  admit  Ma- 
rianna's  portrait  Of  course  I  had  the  box  renfitied 
in  statu  quo^  and  had  the  picture  set  in  anotkr, 
which  suits  it  (the  picture)  very  well.  The  de&oll- 
ing  box  is  not  touchy,  hardly,  and  was  not  in  li>' 
man's  hands  above  an  hour. 

**  I  am  aware  of  what  you  say  of  Otway ;  ^  "* 

*  The  only  plaiuiUe  claim  of  these  EpMles  to  aoOM- 
ticity  ariaes  flrom  the  circanatance  oTSt.  Fftul  haviag  (•£- 
cordini;  to  the  opinion  of  Mosheiin  and  others)  writteo  a> 
Epistle  to  the  Corinthiana,  befora  that  vhkh  ytttwrwaH 
hia  Firat.  They  are,  however,  nniveraally  gt^ea  ap  « 
■porioiu.  Thouirh  tteqntnUj  referred  to  as  existing  ia  tke 
Armenian,  hy  Primate  Uaher,  Johan.  Or^orios,  and  o(kr 
learned  men,  they  were  for  the  first  tiftie,  I  believe,  traat- 
lated  from  that  Utnguuge  by  the  two  Whiatons.  wko  >a^ 
J  oined  the  correspondence,  with  a  OreAk  and  Latin  vanioB, 

to  their  edition  of  the  Anneniui  History  of  Moses  of  Ck«- 
rene,  published  in  1730. 

The  translation  by  Lord  Byron  ia,  aa  for  aa  aa  I  can  lean, 
the  firat  (hat  haa  ever  boen  attumpted  m  Bngtish;  andss, 
proceeding  from  Aj«  pen,  it  must  poaaesa,  of  coiuse,  aMj* 
tional  intereat.  the rvader wUi not  be diapleased  to&idK 
in  the  Appendix.  Annexed  to  the  copy  in  my  P«**l!! 
are  the  following  worda.  ii.  hia  own  bandwrith« :-"  Dw* 
into  English  by  me,  Jannary,  February,  1817.  at  theC«s- 
vent  of  San  Lasaro,  with  tbe  aid  and  exposiUon  of  m 
Armenian  text  by  the  Father  Paschal  Anchor.  Ame^ 
friar— BYRON.  I  had  also  (he  adds)  the  Latin  ta|>* 
it  is  in  many  places  very  corrupt,  and  with  greet  ew* 
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«  ntj  great  admirer  of  his, — all  except  of  that 
■ndfiD  b— h  of  chaste  lewdness  and  blubbering 
cariMty,  BdTidera,  whom  I  utterly  despise,  abhor, 
nd  deteil.  But  the  story  of  Marino  Faliero  is  dif- 
ieiat,  and,  I  think,  to  much  finer,  that  I  wish  Ot- 
nj  had  taken  It  instead:  the  head  comapiring 
^utA  the  body  for  refusal  of  redress  for  a  real 
7,— jeaknsy,— treason, — with  the  more  fixed 
aad  isreterate  passions  (mixed  with  policy)  of  an  old 
V  dderij  oian--the  deril  himself  could  not  have  a 
Iter  nbjeet,  and  he  is  your  only  tragic  dramatist. 
*     •      •      *       *       * 

^Hiere  is  still,  in  the  Doge's  palace,  the  black  veil 
pttslcd  orer  Fafiero's  picture,  and  the  staircase 
vbcnsB  he  was  first  crown^  Doge  and  subsequently 
<i«apitated.  This  was  the  thing  that  most  struck 
BJ  iBBgioation  in  Venice — more  than  the  Rialto, 
wUd  I  Tiaitcd  for  the  sake  of  Shylock;  and  more, 
loo,  ihan  Schiller's  *■  Armenian,*  a  novel  which  took 
igreat  hold  of  me  when  &  boy.  It  is  also  called  the 
'Caoit  Seer,*  and  I  nerer  walked  down  St  Mark's 
i^BOod^ht  without  thinking  of  it»  and  'at  nine 
•"dock  be  died  T— But  I  hate  things  ail  fiction ;  and 
Mhn  the  Merchant  and  Othello  have  no  great 
B»ciiiioi|i  to  me ;  but  Pierre  has.  There  should 
^ys  be  some  foundatioo  of  fact  for  the  most  aiiy 
^bne,  sod  pure  invention  is  but  the  talent  of  a  liar. 

^'Matorin's  tragedy. — ^By  your  account  of  him  last 
}ev  10  Bte,  he  seemed  a  bit  of  a  coxcomb,  personallj. 
^Cdlow !  to  be  sure,  he  had  had  a  long  seasoning 
of  tdreniiy,  which  is  not  so  hard  to  bear  as  t'  other 
1^.  I  hope  that  this  won't  throw  him  back  into 
«ie*ik)agh  of  Despond.' 
"YoDfalk  of  '  marriage ;'— ever  since  my  own  fu- 
>n],  the  word  makes  me  giddy,  and  throws  me  into 
»«Wiweat.    Pray,  don't  repeat  it. 
"Tou  ibould  close  with  Madame  de  Stael.    This 
^  be  her  best  work,  and  permanently  historical ;  it 
■osbcr lather,  the  Revolution,  and  Buonaparte, &c. 
°^tetteii  toki  me  in  Switzerland  it  was  very  great. 
j '  IttTe.Dot  seen  it  myself,  but  the  author  often.    She 
l«MTayldndtomeatCopet        *       *       *       ♦ 
I   "There  have  been  two  articles  in  the  Venice  pa- 
|P«.  one  a  Review  of  Glcnarvoir  ♦  *  *  *,  and  the 
;^  t  Review  of  Clulde  Harold,  in  which  it  pro- 
'  ^^  iDe  die  most  rebellious  and  contumacious  ad- 
■ffv  of  Buonaparte  now  surviving  in  Europe.    Both 
^  articles  are  translations  from  the  Literary  Ga- 
zette of  German  Jena. 

'"IVn  me  that  Walter  Scott  is  better.  I  would 
Kt  hsTc  him  iO  for  the  worid.  I  suppose  it  was  by 
^J!*tby  that  I  had  my  fever  at  the  same  time. 
^  joy  in  the  success  of  your  Quarterly,  but  I  must 
^  >tKk  by  the  Edinburgh;  Jeffrey  has  done  so  by 
■e,  I  tarn,  say,  through  every  thing,  and  this  is 
*•«  ^  I  deserved  from  him.— -I  have  more  than 
*K  tdnowledged  to  you  by  letter  the  'Article' 
2^J«>cl«8);  say  that  you  have  received  the  said 
7^  as  I  do  oo»t  otherwise  know  what  letters  ar- 
JJf^^-Both  Reriews  came,  but  nothing  more.  M.'s 
W  and  the  extract  not  yet  come. 

•       *♦**» 
Write  to  say  whether  my  Magician  has  arrived, 
wtth  sB  his  scenes,  spclls,&c. 

**  Yours  ever,  &c. 


^  It  is  useless  to  send  to  the  Foreign-office :  nothing 
arrives  to  me  by  that  conveyance.  I  suppose  some 
zeatous  clerk  thinks  it  a  Tory  duty  to  prevent  it** 

LETTER  CCLXXI.  ^ 

TO  MR  ROGERS.  ' 

•'Venice,  April  4(h,  1817. 

**  It  is  a  considerable  time  since  I  wrote  to  you  kwt, 
and  I  hardly  know  why  I  should  trouble  you  now, 
except  that  I  think  you  will  not  be  sorry  to  hear 
from  me  now  and  then. — You  and  I  were  never  cor- 
respondents, but  always  something  better,  whicji  is, 
very  good  friends. 

^  I  saw  your  friend  Sharp  in  Switzerknd,  or  rather 
in  the  German  territory  (which  is  and  is  not  Switzer- 
land), and  he  gave  Hobhouse  and  me  a  very  good 
'  route  for  the  Bernese  Alps ;  however,  we  took  another 
from  a  German,  and  went  by  Clarens,  the  Dent  de 
Jaman  to  Montbovon,  and  through  Simmenthal  to 
Thoun,  and  so  on  to  Lauterbrounn ;  except  that  from 
thence  to  the  Grindelwald,  instead  of  round  about, 
we  went  right  over  the  Wengen  Alps'  very  summit, 
and  being  dose  under  the  Jungfrdu,  saw  it,  its  gla- 
ciers, and  heard  the  avalanches  in  all  their  glory, 
having  famous  weather  ther^or.  We  of  course 
went  from  the  Grindelwald  over  the  Sheidech  to 
Brienlz  and  its  lake;  past  the  Reichenbach  and  all 
that  mountain  road,  which  reminded  me  of  Albania 
and  iEtolia  and  Greece,  except  that  the  people  here 
were  more  civilized  and  rascally.  1  did  not  think  so 
very  much  of  Chamouni  (except  the  source  of  the 
Arveron,  to  which  we  went  up  to  the  teeth  of  the  ice, 
so  as  to  look  into  and  touch  the  cavity,  against  the 
warning  of  the  guides,  only  one  of  whom  would  go 
wiih  us  so  dose)  as  of  the  Jungfrau,  and  thel^isse- 
Vdche,  and  Simpbn,  which  are  quite  out  of  all  mortal 
competition. 

^  I  was  at  Milan  about  a  moon,  and  saw  Monti 
and  some  other  living  curiosities,  and  thence  on  to 
Verona,  where  I  did  not  forget  your  story  of  the  as- 
sassiaation  during  your  sojourn  there,  and  brought 
away  with  me  some  fragments  of  Juliet's  tomb,  and 
a  h'vdy  recollection  of  the  amphitheatre.  The 
Countess  Goetz  (the  governor's  wife  here)  told  me 
that  there  is  still  a  ruined  castle  of  the  Montecchi 
between  Verona  and  Vicenza.  I  have  been  at  Venice 
smce  November,  but  shall  proceed  to  Rome  shortly. 
For  my  deeds  here,  are  they  not  written  in  my  letters 
to  the  unreplymg  Thomas  Moore?  to  him  I  refer  you : 
he  has  received  them  all,  and  not  answered  one. 

^  Will  you  remember  me  to  Lord  and  Lady  Hol- 
land ?  I  have  to  thank  the  former  for  a  book  which  I 
have  not  yet  received,  but  expect  to  reperuse  with 
great  pleasure  on  my  return,  viz.  the  2d  edition  of 
Lope  de  Vega.  I  have  heard  of  Moore's  forthcoming 
poem :  he  cannot  wish  himself  more  success  than  1 
wish  and  augur  for  him.  I  have  also  heard  great 
things  of  '  Tales  of  my  Landlord,'  but  I  have  not  yet 
received  them ;  by  all  acoouilts  they  beat  even  Wa- 
verley,  &c.,  and  are  by  the  same  author.  Maturin's 
second  tragedy  has,  it  seems,  failed,  for  which  1 
should  think  any  body  would  be  sorty.  My  health  was 
very  victorious  till  within  the  hist  month,  wheu  1  had 
a  fever.    There  is  a  typhus  in  these  parts,  but  I  don't 
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think  it  wa«»tliat    Howerer,  I  got  ireli  without  a 
physician  or  drugs. 

^  1  forgot  to  tdl  70U  that,  hist  autumn,  I  funiished 
Lewis  with  'bread  and  salt'  for  some  days  at  Dio- 
dati,  in  reward  for  which  (besides  his  conversation) 
he  tranriated  *  Goethe's  Faust'  to  me  by  word  of 
mouth,  and  I  set  him  by  the  ears  with  Bladame  de 
Stael  about  the  skve  trade.  I  am  indebted  for  many 
and  kind  courtesies  to  our  Lady  of  Copet,  and  1  now 
k>Te  her  as  much  as  1  always  did  her  works,  of  which 
I  was  and  am  a  great  admirer.  When  are  you  to 
begin  with  Sheridan  ?  what  are  you  doing,  and  how 

doyou4P? 

**  Ever  Teiy  truly,  fcc." 


LETTER  CCLXXIT. 

TO  MB  MUBEAY. 

"Venice.  April  9(h,  I8I7. 

*<  Your  letters  of  the  18th  and  30th  anearriTed.  Jn 
my  own  I  have  given  you  the  rise,  progress,  decline, 
auid  fall,  of  my  recent  malady.  It  is  gone  to  the 
devil :  I  won't  pay  him  so  bad  a  compliment  as  to 
say  it  came  from  him; — he  is  too  much  of  a  gentle- 
omu.  It  was  nothing  but  a  slow  fever,  which 
quickened  its  pace  towards  the  end  of  its  journey.  I 
had  been  bored  with  it  some  weeks— with  nocturnal 
burnings  and  morning  perspirations;  but  I  am  quite 
well  again,  which  I  attribute  to  having  had  neither 
medicine  nor  doctor  thereof. 

''In  a  few  days  I  set  off  for  Rome :  such  is  my 
purpose.  I  shall  change  it  very  often  before  Mon- 
day next,  but  do  you  continue  to  diiiKCt  and  address 
to  Venice,  as  heretofore.  If  I  go,  letters  will  be 
forwarded :  I  say  '  ^,'  because  I  never  know  what  I 
shaH  do  till  it  is  done ;  and  as  I  mean  most  firmly  to 
set  out  for  Rome,  it  is  not  unlikely  I  may  find  myself 
at  St  Petersburg. 

**  You  tell  me  to  '  take  care  of  myself ;'— faith,  and 
I  will*  1  won't  be  posthumous  yet,  if  I  can  help  it. 
Notwithstanding,  only  think  what  a  'Life  and  Ad- 
ventives,'  while  I  am  in  fuD  scandal,  would  be  worth, 
together  with  the  membra' ofmy  writing-desk,  the  six- 
teen beginnings  of  poems  never  to  be  finished !  Do  you 
think  I  would  not  have  shot  myself  kit  year,  had  I  not 
luckily  recollected  that  Mrs  C*^  and  Lady  N*^,  and 
all  the  old  women  in  England  would  have  been  de- 
lighted;— besides  the  agreeable  *  Lunacy '  of  the 
*  Crowner's  Quest,'  and  the  regrets  of  two  or  three 
or  half  a  dozen?  *  *  »  ♦  ♦  Be  assured  that  I 
would  live  for  two  reasons,  or  more ; — there  are  one 
or  two  people  whom  I  have  to  put  out  of  the  world, 
and  as  many  into  it,  before^  can  '  depart  in  peace ; ' 
if  I  do  so  before,  I  have  not  fulfilled  my  mission.  Be- 
sides, when  I  turn  thirty,  I  will  turn  devout;  I  feel  a 
great  vocation  that  way  in  Catholic  churches,  and 
when  I  hear  the  organ. 

''So  *  *  is  writing  again  1  Is  there  no  Bedhim 
iu  Scotland?  nor  thumb-screw?  nor  gag  7  nor  hand^ 
cuff  f  I  went  upon  my  knees  to  him  ahnost,  some 
years  ago,  to  prevent  him  from  publishing  a  political 
pamphlet,  wliich  would  have  given  him  a  livelier 
idea  of  *  Habeas  Corpun '  than  the  worid  will  deriva 
from  his  present  production  upon  that  suspended 


subject,  which  wiD  doobtkn  be  followed  by  the 
suspension  of  other  of  his  majesty's  subjects. 

"  I  condole  vrith  Drury-kme  and  rejoice  with  *  *, 
—that  is,  in  a  modest  way,— on  the  tragical  end  d 
the  new  tragedy. 

"  You  and  Leigh  Hunt  have  quarrelled  thsn,  il 
fgfgg^?  «  «  V  «  Ihitroducehhnandhiipoen 
to  you,  in  the  hope  that  (malgr^  politics)  the  umoo 
would  be  benefidad  to  both,  and  the  end  is  elenal 
enmity;  and  yet  I  did  this  with  the  best  intention : 
I  introduce  ♦  ♦  ♦,  and  ♦  *  ♦  runs  away  witi 
your  money :  my  friend  Hobhouse  quarrels,  too,  with 
the  Quarterly :  and  (except  the  last)  I  am  the  innoccst 
Isthmus  (damn  the  word!  I  can't  spell  it,  though 
I  have  crossed  that  of  Corinth  a  dosen  times)  of  thete 
enmities. 

"  I  win  tell  you  something  about  Ch3kNb-A 
Mr  De  Lucy  ninety  years  old,  a  Swiss,  had  it  read 
to  him,  and  is  pleased  with  it, — so  my  sister  wriio. 
He  said  that  he  was  wUk  Raueeeau  at  CMm,vA 
that  the  description  is  perfectly  correct.  But  tliiiii 
not  all:  I  recollected  something  of  the  none,  and  fiid 
the  foDowing  passage  in  '  The  Coofesskms,'  voL  ^ 
page  34  7,  Uv.  8. 

" '  De  tons  ces  am  usemens  celui  qui  ne  pUit  dafsa- 
tage  fut  une  promenade  autour  du  L<ac,  que  je  is  en 
bateau  avec  De  Luc  p^re,  sa  bra,  ses  deuxfiU,  ci 
ma  Th^r^se.  Nous  mimes  sept  jours  a  cette  loanie 
par  le  plus  beau  temps  du  monde.  J'en  gardai  le  fif 
souvenir  des  sites  qui  m'avaient  fmpp6  a  I'sol'^ 
extr4mit6  du  Lac,  et  dont  je  fis  la  descHptiott,  qoel- 
ques  anndes  apres,  dans  la  Nouvelle  H^kaie.' 

"  This  nonagenarian,  De  Luc,  must  be  one  pf  tl|« 
'  deux  fits.'  He  is  in  England— infirm,  but  stOl  is 
faculgr-  It  is  odd  that  he  should  have  lived  10  kos» 
and  not  wanting  in  oddness,  that  he  should  bsTe 
made  this  voyage  with  Jean  Jacques,  and  afieiwardi, 
at  such  an  interval,  read  a  poem  by  an  Engfahaaa 
(who  had  made  precisely  the  same  circumnangaliflB) 
upon  the  same  scenery. 

'<As  for  «Manfred,'it  is  of  no  use  sending  pr«lf; 
nothing  of  that  kind  comes.  I  sent  the  ^fi^!^ 
different  times.  The  two  first  Acta  arc  best ;  the  M 
so  so;  but  I  was  Mown  with  the  first  and  sNOod 
heats.  You  must  call  it 'a  Poem,' for  it  iiiw-w 
ma,  and  I  do  not  choose  to  have  it  called  by  so  ♦ 
a  name— a  '  Poem  in  diah)gne,'  or— PantoauBe,  j 
you  will ;  any  thing  but  a  greeiHroom  tjmms^i  »■* 
this  is  your  motto— 

There  are  snore  tldnn  ia  heaven  luid  earfli.  Bon^ 
Tban  are  dreamt  of  m  year  phUoe<»hy.' 

"Yours  ever  to. 
"  My  k)ve  and  thanks  to  Mr  Giflbrd." 


LETTER  CCLXXm. 

lb  MR  M  OOBB. 

"Venfce,  April  ai^- 
"  I  shall  continue  to  write  to  you  while  thefii  ii  • 
mc,  by  way  of  penance  upon  you  for  your  fcrjjj 
comphunts  of  kmg  silenoe.  I  dare  say  you  *«*| 
blush,  if  you  could,  for  not  answering.  Nextwt* 
I  set  out  for  Rome.  Having  seen  ConslaatiDopk,  l 
should  like  to  took  at  t'other  fdtow.   Besides,  I  »•" 
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tone  tbe  Pope,  and  shall  take  care  to  tell  him  that  I 
fole  for  the  Catholics  and  no  Veto. 

"1  sliaVt  go  to  Naples.  It  is  but  the  second  best 
la-Tiew,  and  I  hare  seen  the  first  and  third,  viz. — 
OamiaDtifiople  and  Lisbon  (by  the  way,  the  last  is 
bat  a  rirer-Tiew;  however,  thqr  reckon  it  after 
SuBiboiiI  and  Naples,  and  before  Genoa),  and  Vesu- 
ras iiaknt,  and  I  have  passed  by  .^Una.  So  I  shall 
•'a  return  to  Venice  in  July;  and  if  you  write,  I 
jnjjmto  address  to  Venice^  which  is  my  head,  or 
oilier  mj  keari-quarten. 

"Jlf  Isto  physician.  Doctor  Polidori,  is  here,  on 
Uiiaj  to  Ei^nd,  with  the  present  Lord  G** 
nd  tbe  widow  of  the  late  earl.  Doctor  Polidori  has, 
Nbow,  no  more  patients,  because  his  patients  are 
MBnre.  He  had  lately  three,  who  are  now  all  dead 
-osecabahDed.  Hortier  and  a  child  of  Thomas 
Hope's  aie  interred  at  Pisa  and  Rome.  Lord  G** 
<fadof tn inflammation  of  the  bowels;  so  they  took 
tittnit,  and  sent  them  (on  account  of  their  discre> 
puciei),  separately  fronv  the  carcass,  to  England. 
CoKciTe  a  man  going  one  way,  and  his  intestines 
uoder,  and  his  immortal  soul  a  third  .'^was  there 
«*v  nch  a  discributioo  ?  One  certainly  has  a  soul ; 
^kow  k  came  to  aUow  itself  to  be  endosed  in  a 
Hrii  Boie  than  I  can  imagine.  I  only  know  if  once 
■iK  gen  cot,  rU  have  a  bit  of  a  tustle  before  I  let 
■f  8^  IB  again  to  that  or  any  other. 

''Asdiopoor^dear  Mr  Maturin's  second  tragedy 
^  been  neglected  by  the  discemmg  public.  **will 
^M  glad  of  this,  and  d— d  without  being  glad,  if 
<w  fail  omi  plays  coDie  upon  /any  stage.' 

"I  wrote  to  Rogers  the  other  day,  with  a  messaj^ 
^  !ia.  I  hope  that  he  flourishes.  He  is  the  Ti- 
i^ofpoetiy— immortal  already.  You  and  I  must 
•ifcrit. 

"  I  hear  nothing— know  nothing.  You  nmy  easfly 
*Ppoie  that  the  English  don't  seel  me,  and  I  avoid 
'^  To  be  sure,  there  are  but  few  or  none  here, 
***  PUKSfeo.  Florence  and  Naples  are  their 
IhiSateaod  Ramsgate,  and  much  the  same  sort  of 
tiiapaBr  too,  by  all  accounts ;  which  hurts  us  among 
Oeltafaas. 

I  wast  to  hear  of  Lafla  Rookh — are  you  out  ? 
^^sadtKeads!  why  don't  you  tdl  me  where  you 
VC|  what  you  are,  and  how  you  are?  I  shall  go  to 
^'''^  by  Ferrara,  instead  of  Mantua;  because  1 
**<U  nAa  see  the  cell  where  they  caged  Tasso. 
""^  where  he  became  mad  and  *  *j  than  his  own 
^  at  Modena,  .or  tbe  Bfantiian  birtlipbce  of  that 
^■nioiiiBni  plagiary  and  miserable  flatterer,  whose 
^^*f^  heiameters  were  <lrilled  into  me  at  Harrow. 
'«w  Venma  and  Vicensa  on  my  way  here— Ptidua 
too. 

1  BO  oiisM,- but  alone,  because  I  mean  to  return 
y-  I  only  want  to  see  Ronip.  I  have  not  the 
^oviosity  about  Florence,  though  I  must  see  it 
vibeiakeof  t|ie  Venus,  &c.  &e. ;  and  I  wish  also 
*  "wthePWl  of  Temi.  I  think  to  return  to  Venice 
«l  Rafenna  and  Rimini,  of  both  of  which  I  mean  to 
^BOCes  for  Leigh  Hunt,  who  will  be  ^kd  to  hear 
^  theacenwy  of  his  Poem.  There  was  a  devil  of  a 
'^'•w  of  him  in  the  Quarterly,  a  year  ago,  which  he 
••*«wd.  AB  answers  are  imprudent;  but,  to  be 
■v^  poetical  flesh  and  bk>od  must  have  the  last 
••"*-^hat*s  certain.    I  thought,  and  think,  Teiy 


highly  of  his  Poem;  but  I  warned  bun  of  the  row  his 
favourite  antique  phraseology  would  bnng  him  into. 

^  You  have  taken  a  house  at  Hornsey ;  I  had  much 
rather  you  had  taken  one  in  the  Apennines.  If  you 
think  of  coming  out  for  a  summer,  or  so,  tell  me,  that 
I  may  be  upon  the  hover  for  you. 

**Ever,&c.'»' 

LETTER  CCLXXIV. 

TO  MR  MURBAY. 

*'  Venice,  April  I4Ui»18]7. 

^  By  the  favour  of  Dr  Polidori,  who  is  here  on  his 
way  to  Engiaad  vrith  the  present  Lord  G**  (the  late 
earl  having  gone  to  England  by  another  road,  accom- 
panied by  his  bowels  in  a  separate  coflfer),  I  remit  to 
you,  to  deliver  to  Mm  Leigh,  two  mmiaiures  ;  but 
previously  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  desire 
Mr  Love  (as  a  peaccofiering  between  him  and  me)  to 
set  them  in  plain  gold,  with  my  arms  complete,  and 
'Painted  by  Prepiaai— Venice,  1817,' on  the  back. 
I  wrish  also  that  you  would  desire  Hohnes  to  make  a 
copy  of  .eocA — that  is,  both — for  myself,  and  that  you 
vrill  retain  the  said  copies  tiD  my  retura.  One  was 
done  while  I  vras  very  unwell ;  the  other  in  my  health, 
which  may  account  for  their  dissimilitude.  I  trust 
that  they  will  reach  their  destination  in  safety. 

^  I  recommend  the  doctor  to  your  good  offices  vrith 
your  government  friends ;  and  if  you  can  be  of  any  use 
to  him  in  a  literary  point  of  view,  pray  be  so. 

**  To-day,  or  rather  yesterday,  for  it  is  past  mid- 
night, I  have  been  up  to  the  battlemento  of  the  highest 
tower  in  Venice,  and  seen  it  and  its  view,  in  all  the 
glory  of  a  dear  Italian  sky.  I  also  went  over  the  Man- 
frini  Palace,  famous  for  its  pictures.  Amongst  them, 
there  is  a  portrait  of  Ariosio,  by  TitioHf  surpassing 
aH  my  anticipation  of  the  power  of  painting  or  human 
expression :  it  is  the  poetry  of  portrait,  and  the  por- 
trait of  poetry.  There  yma  a^  one  of  some  learned 
lady,  centuries  old,  whose  name  I  forget,  but  whose 
features  must  always  be  remembered.  I  never  saw 
greater  beauty,  or  sweetness,  or  wisdom : — it  is  tbe 
kind  of  face  to  go  mad  for,  because  it  cannot  walk  out 
of  its  frame.  There  is  also  a  famous  dead  Christ  and 
live  Apostles,  for  which  Buonaparte  offered  in  vain 
fiva  thousand  buis ;  and  of  which,  though  it  is  a  capo 
d'opem  of  Titian,  as  I  am  no  connoisseur,  I  say  Kttle, 
and  thought  less,  except  of  one  figure  in  it.  There 
are  ten  thousand  others,  and  some  very  fine  Gior- 
giones  amongst  them,  &c.  &c.  There  is  an  original 
Laura  and  Petrarch,  very  hideous  both.  Petraich 
has  not  only  the  dress,  but  the  features  and  air  of  an 
old  woman,  and  Laura  kioks  by  no  means  like  a  young 
one,  or  a  pretty  one.  What  struck  me  most  in  the 
general  collection  was  the  extreme  resembbnce  of  the 
style  of  the  female  faces  in  the  mass  of  pictures,  so 
many  centuries  or  gmentions  old,  to  those  you  see 
and  meet  every  day  among  the  existing  Italians.  The 
queen  of  Cyprus  and  Giorgione's  wife,  particuUuly  the 
latter,  are  Venetians  as  it  were  of  yesterday ;  the 
same  eyes  and  expression,  and,  to  my  mind,  there  is 
none^ner. 

"  You  must  recoHect,  however,  that  I  know  nothing 
of  painting ;  and  that  I  detest  it,  unless  it  reminds  me 
of  something  1  have  seen,  or  think  it  possible  to  fee ; 
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for  which  reason  I  spit  upoa  aod  abhor  all  the  Saints 
and  subjects  of  one  half  the  impostures  I  see  in  the 
churches  and  palaces;  and  when  in  Flanders,  I  nerer 
was  so  disgusted  in  my  life,  as  with  Rubens  and  his 
eternal  wives  and  infernal  glare  of  colours,  as  they 
appeared  to  me;  and  in  Spain  I  did  not  think  much 
of  Murillo  and  Velasquez.  Depend  upon  it,  of  all 
the  arts,  it  is  the  most  artificial  and  unnatural,  and 
that  by  which  the  nonsense  of  mankind  is  most  im- 
posed upon.  I  never  yet  saw  the  picture  or  the  statue 
which  came  a  league  within  my  conception  or  expec- 
tation; but  I  have  seen  many  mountains,  and  seas, 
and  rivers,  and  views,  and  two  or  three  women,  who 
went  aa  far  beyond  it, — ^besides  some  horses ;  and  a 
lion  (at  Veli  Pacha's)  in  the  Morea;  and  a  figer  at 
supper  in  Exeter  'Change. 

"  When  you  vrrite,  continue  to  address  'to  me  at 
Veniee.  Where  do  you  suppose  the  books  you  sent 
to  me  are  ?  At  Turin  !  This  comes  of  thePoreign 
'Q^c«,' which  is  foreign  enough.  God  knows,  for  any 
good  it  can  be  of  to  roc,  or  any  one  else,  and  be  d— d 
to  its  last  desk  and  first  chariatan,  Castlereagh. 

^  This  makes  my  hundredth  letter  at  least. 
**  Yours,  fee.** 

LETTER   CCLXXV 

,  TO  MR  MtnUlAT. 

'*  Venice,  AprU  14tk,  1817. 

**  The  present  proofs  (of  the  whole)  begin  only  at 
the  17th  page ;  but  as  1  had  corrected  and  sent  back 
the  First  Ai^t,  it  does  not  signify. 

^  The  Third  Act  is  certainly  d— d  bad,  and,  like 
the  Archbishop  of  Grenada's  homilj  (which  savoured 
of  the  palsy),  has  the  dregs  of  my  fever,  during  which 
it  was  written.  It  must  on  »•  account  be  published 
in  its  present  state.  I  will  try  and  reform  it, '  or  re- 
write it  altogether ;  bat  the  impuliie  is  gofie,  and  I 
have  no  chance  of  making  any  thing  ou(  of  it.  \ 
would  not  have  it  published  as  it  is  on  any  account 
The  speech  of  Manfred  to  the  Sun  is  the  only  part  of 
this  act  I  thaught  good  myself;  the  rest  is  certainly  as 
bad  as  bad  can  be,  and  I  wonder  what  the  devil 
possessed  me. 

**  I  am  very  glad  indeed  that  you  sent  roe  Mr  Gif-. 
ford's  opinion  without  dlri^tfc^toii.  Do  you  suppose 
me  such  a  booby  as  not  to  be  very  much  obliged  to 
him?  or  that  in  fact  I  was  not,  and  am  not,  convinced 
and  convicted  in  my  conscience  of  thi^  same  overt  act 
of  nonsense? 

**  I  shall  try  at  it  again :  ia  the  mean  time,  by  it 
upon  the  shelf  (the  whole  Drama,  I  mean);  but  pray 
correct  your  copies  of  the  First  and  Second  Act  from 
the  original  MS. 

^  I  am  not  coming  to  England ;  but  going  to  Rome 
in  a  few  days.  I  return  to  Venice  in  June;  so, 
pray«  address  afl  letters,  &c  to  me  here,  as  usual, 
that  is,  to  Veniee.  Dr.  PoUdori  this  day  left  this 
city  vrith  Lord  G  ^  *  for  England.  He  is  charged 
with  some  books  to  your  care  (from  me),  and  two. 
miniatures  also  to  the  same  address,  both  for  my  sister. 

^  Recollect  not  to  publish,  upon  pain  of  I  know 
not  what,  until  I  have  tried  again  at  the  Third  Act. 
I  am  not  sure  that  I  ehall  try,  and  still  less  that  I 
shiidtucoeed,  if  I  do;  but  I  am  very  sure,  that  (as 


it  is)  it  is  unfit  for  publication  or  pemaal ;  aad  ankn 
1  can  make  it  out  to  my  own  satisfaefiony  I  woa't 
have  any  part  published. 

^  I  write  in  haste^  and  after  having  htdy  written 
veiy  often. 

♦*Youn,&c.» 

LETTER  CCLXXVL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«Foligno,Aprll10tk,ISI7. 
I  wrote  to  you  the  other  day  from  Fk>renoe,  io- 
ck>sing  a  MS.  entitled  'The  Lament  of  Taiso.'  It 
was  written  in  consequence  of  my  having  been  btelj 
at  Ferrara.  Ia  the  hut  section  of  this  MS.  hutm 
(that  is,  the  penultimate),  I  think  that  I  have  omitted 
a  line  in  the  copy  sent  to  you  from  Rorence,  viz.  after 
theline-' 


.*  And  woo  companion  to  a  bUfhtAt  i 


insert, 

«  Sealing  tlie  sentenee  which  my  IbM  prod^. 

The  context  wiD  show  you  the  eense,  which  isn^t 
clear  in  this  quotation.  Remember,  I  write  tkn  m 
the  euppoeition  that  you  have  received  siy  f^- 
rentine  packet^ 

^  M  Fkirence  I  remamed  but  a  day,  haTing  a 
hurry  for  Rome,  to  which  I  am  thus  br'adrasced. 
liowever,  I  went  to  the  two  galleries,  from  wincfa 
one  returns  drunk  with  beauty.  The  Vemu  is  wan 
for  admication  than  tove ;  but  there  are  sonlpture  sad 
paiBtmg;  which  for  the  first  time  at  all  gare  me  so 
idea  of  what  people  mean  by  tlieir  cantt  aailvbtl 
Mr  Brahamoalls '  entusimusi'  (i.  e.  enthuaaam)  about 
those  two  most  artificial  of  the  arts.  What  itruck 
me  most  were,  the  mistress  of  Raphael,  a  portrait; 
thejnistress  of  Titian,  a  portrait;  a  Venus  of  Tiaaa 
in  the  Medici  ^11ery—t^«  Venus;  Canova's  Veaw 
also,  ia  the  other  gi^exy  :  Titian's  mistress  is  ako  ia 
the  other  gallery  (that  is,  in  diePitti  Palace  gaOo?}: 
the  Pares  of  Micbaiel  Angek),  a  picture;  aod  the 
Antinous,  the  Atexander,  and  one  or  two  not  Tery 
decent. groups  ia  marble;  the  Qenins  of  Death,  a 
sleeping  figure,  &c.  &c 

^  I  also  went  to  the  Medici  chapel— fioe  frippoT 
in  great  slabs  of  various  expensive  stones,  to  tomme- 
morate  fifty  rotten  and  forgotten  carcasses. '  h  >* 
unfinished,  and  will  remain  so. 

"  The  church  of  *  Santa  Croce'  contains  sack 
illustrious  nothing.  The  tombs  of  MachiavelH,  Mi- 
chael Angelo,  GalUeo  Galilei,  and  Alfieri,  make  it 
the  Weatminster  Abbey  of  Italy.  I  did  notadaire 
any  of  these  tombs — ^beyond  their  contents.  TW 
of  Alfieri  is  heavy,  and  all  of  them  seem  to  meoiff- 
loaded.  What  is  necessary  but  a  bust  ami  Buse* 
and  perhaps  a  date?  the  hut  for  the  unchroi»lop»' 
of  whom  I  am  one.  But  all  your  allegory  aod  ea^ 
is  infernal,  and  worse  than  the  loi^  wigs  of  Esgl^ 
numskulls  upon  Roman  bodies  in  &e  statusiy  of  tk 
reigns  of  Charles  II.,  William,  and  Anne. 

**  When  you  write,  write  to  Fenice,  aa  twasl;  1 
nyan  to  return  there  in  a  fortnight.  I  ahall  aoC  beB 
England  for  a  bng  time.  This  afternoon  I  sMt  I»n 
and  Lady  Jeraey,  Und  aaw  them  for  some  tive:  aO 
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vd;  ebildm  grown  and  healthj ;  ahe  rerj  preUy, 

koi  nnbunt;  he  verj  ack  of  traTdling;  bound  for 
I  hrii.  There  are  not  manj  Engliah  on  the  more^ 
j  ttd  tbow  who  are,  moetif  homewardi.  I  shall  net 
<  man  tin  busbeat  oMkes  me,  being  much  better 

wbtrelanio  health,  S^&c. 
1   "Pflrtbeaake  of  nqr  pereonal  comfort,  f  pray  you 

nd  ne  immediately  to  Venioit—mifd^  Venice-^ 

TO.  WaiUt*  to&H-powtUr,  red,  a  quantity ;  col- 

(M  magmtia,  of  the  best  quality,  a. quantity  ; 

ud  til  this  by  sale,  sore,  and  speedy  nieans;  and, 

brtbe Lord!  doit 
''I  hive  done  nothing  at.  Bfanfred's  Third  Act 

VoB  BMMt  wait;  IH  haje  at  it  in  a  week  (mt  two, 

9m.  ^  ' 

•*  Yourv  erer,  ficc.** ' 

LETTER   CCLXXVII. 

TO  MB  MtttRAY. 

• 

<^Roine.  May  6th.  1817. 

"Bf  Ihii  post  (or  next  at  farthest)  I  send  you,  in 

tso  Mtr  eoreri,  the  new  Third  Act  of*  Manfred.' 

Ihsn  le-written  the  greater  part,  and  returned  what 

s  lot  ihered  in  the  proof  you  tent  me.    The  Abbot 

simomeagood  man,  ami  the  SpiHts  ace  brought  in 

it  tbe  death.    Yon  will  find,  I  think,  some  good 

j  Pretty  b  this  new  Act,  here  and  there;  and  if  so, 

;  fHh  it,  without  sending  me  farther  proofs,  imder 

:  ^  GUhnft  correct iom^  if  be  will  hare  the  goed- 

,  M  lo  orerlook  it    Address  all  answers  to  Venice, 

jiiantl;  Imeanto  retum  there  in  ten  days. 

!   "'The  Lament  of  Tasso,'  which  I  sent  fromlHo- 

I  'cMe^  has,  I  trust,  arrired :  I  kwk  upon  it  as  a 

'  te  be  good  rhymes,'  as  Pope's  papa  said  to  him 

|*W«  he  was  a  boy.    For  the  two— it  and  the 

.  I^saa— yon  will  disburse  to  me  {via  Rinnaird)  six 

i^nM  goineas.    You  wiU  perhaps  be  surprised 

j^Ivt  die  same  price  upon''tliis  as  upon  the 

I^nat;  hot,  besides  that  I  kN>k  upon  it  as  good, 

1  ««'l  take  less  thao  three  h«ndred.guineas  for  any 

^^  Tlie  two  together  will  make  you  a  larger  pub- 

.  ™m  dun  the  *  Siege '  and  *  Pariaina ;' so  that  you 

!>>7lhiBkyoursdf  let  off  Yeiy  easy:  thai  is  lo  say,  if 

I  <^  poems  are  good  for  aqy  thing,  which  I  hope  and 

kficfe. 

"I  htfe  been  some  days  in  Rome  the  Wonderful. 
IiaisaBg  lights,  and  hare  done  nothing  else,  ex- 
feptths  new  Third  Act  for  you.  I  hare  this  mom- 
■fmaaire  pope  and  a  dead  cardinal :  Pius  VII. 
^  beca  buiynsg  Cardiaal  Braochi,  whose  body  I 
«WBitaie  at  the  Chiesa  Nuora.  Rome  has  ^ 
^iM  me  beyond  e?ery  thing,  smoe  Athens  and 
^fli<iniauple.  But  I  ahall  not  remain  long  this 
^  Address  to  Venice. 

**E?er,&c. 

"?•&  I  have  got  niy  saddle-horses  here,  and 
^  ridden,  and  am  riding,  an  about  the  country." 

P^  the  foregoing  letters  to  Mr  Murray,  we  may, 
^'^  Mae  curious  particulars  respecting  one  of  the 
|BMt  wiginal  and  sublime  of  the  noble  poet's  pro- 
^Ktioas,  the  Drama  of  Blanfred.  His  failure  (and  to 
a  eitent  to  which  the  reader  shall  be  enabled  pre- 
^■dy  l^ittdge),  in  the  completion  of  a  design  which 


he  had,  through  two  Acts,  so  maffoifioently  carried  I 
on,— the  ^pafience  with  which,  though  conscious  of 
this  failure,  he  as  usual  hurried  to  the  press,  without  \ 
deigning  to  woo,  or  wait  for,  a  happier  moment  of 
inspiratioa,P>->his  frank  dociU(y  in,  at  once,  surrender- 
ing up  his  Third  Act  to  reprobation,  without  urging 
one  parental  word  in  its  behalf, — the  doubt  he  evi- 
dently felt,  whether,  from  his  habit  of  striking  oflp 
these  creations  at  a  heat,  he  should  be  able  to  re- 
kindle his  imagination  on  the  subject, — and  4hcn, 
lastly,  the  complete  success  with  which,  when  his 
mind  did  make  the  spring,  he  at  once  cleared  the 
whole  space  by  which  he  before  fell  short  of  per- 
fecti6n, — all  these  circumstances,  connected  with  the 
production  of  this  grand  Poem,  lay  open  to  us  fea- 
tures^ both  of  bid  disposition  and  genius,  m  the  high- 
est degree  interesting,  and  such  as  there  is  a  plea- 
sure, second  only  to  that  of  perusing  the  Poem  itself, 
in  contemplating. 

As  a  literary  curiosity,  and,  still  more,  as  a  lesion 
to  genius,  never  to  rest  satisfied  with  imperfection  or 
mediocrity,  but  to  labour  on  till  even  failures  are  coo- 
verted  in  triumphs,  I  shall  here  transcribe  the  Third 
Act,  iaits  original  shape,  as  first  sent  to  the  publisher. 

ACT  UL— SCENE  L 

A  Han  in  the  CaatU  tifUamffd, 

MANrRBD  and  Hsriian. 

JToM.  What  is  the  hour? 

Her.  It  wants  Imt  one  till  snnset. 

And  promises  a  lovelj  twilight. 

Man,  Say, 

Are  aU  things  so  difpoeedofin  the  tower  * 
As  I  directed? 

Htr.  ,         All,  my  lord,  are  ready : 

Here  is  the  key  and  cailiet. 

Man.  ItlsweU: 

Thqu  may'ft  retire.  \Exii  HeaiiAii. 

Man.  (o/ofM.)         lliere  is  a  calm  upon  me— 
Inexplicftbla  stillness !  which  till  now 
Did  not  l>elong  to  what  I  knew  of  lift. . 
If  that  I  did  not  know  philosophy 
*&>  be  of  all  oorvanitlM  the  nkotUest, 
The  merest  word  that  ever  fooi'd  the  ear 
From  cot  tlie  schoolman'!  Jargon,  1  should  deem 
The  golden  secret,  the  sought  "Kalon.**  foond. 
And  seated  in  my  seal.   It  wiUnot  last. 
Bat  it  is  well  to  have  known  it,  though  bat  once: 
It  hath  enlarged  my  thoughts  with  a  new  sense. 
And  I  within  say  tablets  would  note  down 
That  there  is  such  a  foeling.    Whois  there? 

Be-enter  HaaiUN. 

Her.   My  lord,  the  Abbot  of  St.  Bfaurice  craves 
To  greet  your  presence. 

Bmur  the  Abbot  or  9t.  BUusicb. 

Abbot.  Peace  be  with  Coant  Manfred  1 

Man.   Thanks,  holy  Ihther  I  welcome  to  these  wails; 
Thy  presence  honours  them,  and  blesseth  those 
Who  dwell  within  them. 

Abbot.  Would  it  were  so.  Count ! 

But  I  would  fhin  confer  with  thee  alone. 

Man.  Herman,  mtire.  What  would  my  roTerend  guest? 
[Exit  Hbrhan. 

Ahbot.  Thus,  without  prelude:— Age  and  seal,  my  office. 
And  good  intent,  must  plead  my  pririlege; 
Our  near,  thsisgh  not  acquainted  neighbourtiood, 
May  also  be  my  herald.   Rumours  strange. 
And  of  unholy  nature,  are  abroad. 
And  busy  with  thy  name-a  noble  name 
For  oantnries ;  may  be  who  bears  it  now 
Transmit  It  nnimpair'dl 

Man.  Proceedf-IIkten. 

3i 
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Abbot,  lis  add  (boa  holdettcoBTenewitiittie  things 
IHiich  are  forbidden  to  the  uetttch  of  m«n ; 
That  with  the  dwellers  of  the  dark  abodes. 
The  many  evil  and  osbearenly  spirits 
Vihieh  walk  the  YaUey  of  the  ibade  of  death, 
Thott  commtinest.    I  know  that  with  mankind, 
Thy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Exchange  thy  thoughts,  and  that  thy  solitode 
Is  as  an  anchorite's,  were  it  bat  holy. 

Man.  And  what  are  they  who  do  arouch  these  things? 

Abbot.  My  pious  brethren— the  scared  peasantry— 
Even  thy  own  vassals— who  do  look  on  thee 
«¥ilh  most  nnqolet  eyes.   Thy  lifb  's  in  perO. 

Man.   Take  it. 

Abbot.  I  come  to  save,  and  not  destroy— 

I  would  not  pry  into  thy  secret  soul ; 
But  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  still  is  time  • 

For  penitence  and  pity  :  reconcile  thee 
With  tlie  tme  church*  and  tlirongh  the  church  to  tiearen. 

Man.  I  hear  thee.    This  is  my  reply :  whale'er 
I  may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  rest  between 
Heaven  and  myself.— I  shall  not  choose  a  mortal 
To  be  my  mediator.    Hare  I  sina*d 
Against  your  ordinances  ?  prove  and  punish  I  * 

Abbot,  Then,  hear  and  tremble  t   For  the  headstrong 
wretch 
Who  In  the  mail  of  innate  hardihood 
Would  shield  himself,  and  battle  for  his  sins. 
There  Is  the  stake  on  earth,  add  beyond  earth  eternal— 

Mom.  Cliarity,  most  reverend  flither, 
Becomes  thy  lips  so  much  more  than  this  menace. 
That  1  would  call  thee  back  to  it ;  but  say. 
What  wonldst  thou  with  me  ?  • 

Abbot.  It  may  be  there  are 

Things  that  would  shake  thee— but  I  keep  thembacik, 
And  give  thee  till  to-morrow  to  repent. 
Then  if  thou  dost  not  all  devote  thyself 
To  penance,  and  with  gift  of  all  thy  lands 
To  tlie  monastery 

Man.  I  understand  theer-weU  I 

Abbot.  Expect  no  mercy ;  I  have  warned  thee. 

Man.  (opening  the  caiket.)  Stop- 
There  isa  gift  for  thee  within  tliis  casket. 

[  MANrRBD  open*  the  caeJtet,  strikes  u  Kght,  and 
bums  ffosM  incense. 
HolAshtaroth! 

Tke  \}t.um  ham hxxnu  appearst  singing  as  follows . 

The  raven  sits 

On  the  raven-stone. 
And  liis  black  wing  flits 

O'er  tlte  milk  white  bone ; 
To  and  fro,  as  the  night-winds  blow. 

The  carcass  of  the  assassin  swings ; 
And  there  alone,  on  the  raven-stone,  f 

The  raven  flaps  his  dusky  wings. 
Tin  fetters  creak— and  his  ebon  beak 

Croaks  to  the  close  of  the  hollow  soond; 
And  this  is  the  tune  by  the  light  of  the  moon 

To  which  the  witches  dance  their  round. 
Merrily,  merrily,  cheerily,  cheerily. 

Merrily,  merrily,  speeds  the  ball ; 
The  dead  in  their  shrunda,  and  the  demons  hi  clouds. 

Flock  to  tlie  witches'  carnival.    < 


Abbot.  Ifeartheenot— hence— hence— 
Avaunt  thee,  evil  one !— help,  bo !  without  there! 

Man.  Convey  this  man  to  the  Shreckhom— to  its  peak- 
To  its  extremest  peak— watch  with  him  there 
From  now  till  sunrisa ;  let  him  gaze,  and  knovT 
He  ne'er  again  will  be  so  near  to  lieaven. 
But  barm  him  not  i  and,  when  the  morrow  breaks. 
Set  him  down  safe  in  his  celt— away  with  him  t 

Ash.  Had  I  not  better  bring  his  brethren  too. 
Convent  and  all,  to  bear  him  company  ? 

Man.  No,  this  will  serve  for  the  present.  Take  bim  np. 

*  It  will  he  perceived  that,  as  for  as  this,  the  original 
natter  of  the  Third  Act  las  been  retained. 

t  *'  Raven  stone  ( Rabenstein).  a  translation  ci  tho  Ger- 
man word  for  the  gibbet,  which  in  Germany  and  Switser- 
land  is  permanent,  and  made  of  stone." 


Ash.  Come,  friar !  dqiw  an  exereism  «r  twa, 
And  we  shaH  fly  the  lifter. 

ASHTAROTH  tUsopptors  With  the  ABBOT,  sbtgtng  at 
foOows: 

A  prodigal  son  and  a  maid  undone, 

And  a  widow  re-wedded  within  the  year; 
And  a  worldly  monk  and  a  iireguant  aaa, 
Axe  things  whi^h  eveiy  di^  appear. 

HaNPabo  aloiu, 
Man,  Why  would  this  fool  break  in  on  me,  andtow 
My  art  to  pnmks  fontastical  ?-«o  maUer. 
It  was  not  of  my  seeking.    My  heart  sifckens 
And  weighs  a  fix'd  foreboding  on  my  soul ; 
But  it  is  calm— calm  as  a  sullen  sea 
After  the  hurricane ,  the  winds  are  still. 
But  the  hold  waves  swell  high  and  heavily, 
'   And  there  is  danger  in  them.    Such  a  rest 
Isttorepose.    My  Ufo  hath be(«i a  combat. 
And  every  thought  a  wound,  till  I  am  scan 
In  the  immortal  part  of  me.— What  now? 

Re-enter  Hbbmax. 
Her:  My  lord,  yon  bade  roe  wait  on  yon  at  saniet : 
He  sinks  bAind  Jhe  mountain. 

Man.  Dothheao? 

I  win  look  on  him. 

[MANntBO  advances  to  ths  windia 
^ihehaa. 

Glorioasorb«liheiM 
Of  early  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 
Of  nndlseased  mankind,  the  giant  sons 
Of  the  embrace  of  angels,  with  a  sex, 
More  beautiftil  thhn  they,  which  did  draw  down 
The  erring  spirits  who  can  ne'er  retnm— 
Most  glorious  orb  i  that  wert  a  worship,  era 
The  mystery  of  thy  making  was  reveal 'd ! 
Iliou  earliest  minister  of  the  ALmii^ty, 
Which  gladden'd,  on  their  OMnniUin  tops,  the  hoaitt 
Of  the  ChaMean  shepherds,  tUl  they  ponr^ 
Themselves  in  orisons  I  Tiion  material  Ood  I 
And  representative  of  the  Uhknown— 
Who  chose  thee  for  his  shadow  I  Thou  chief  star  I 
Centre  of  many  stars  I  which  makes!  our  earlh 
Endurable,  and  temperest  the  hoes 
And  hearts  of  till  who  walk  within  thy  rays  I 
Sire  of  the  seasons  I  Monarch  of  the  cliaaes. 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them  I  for,  near  or  for, 
Oar  inbocn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  tliee, 
Even  as  our  outward  aspects ;— thou  dost  rise. 
And  shine,  and  set  in  gloty.    Fare  tliee  well  I 
I  ne'er  shall  see  thee  more.    As  my  flrst  gtttice 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  the«,  then  take 
My  latest  laok ;  thou  wilt  «ot  beam  on  one 
To  whom  the  gifts  of  life  and  warmth  have  been 
'  Of  a  more  fotal  native.   He  is  gene: 
I  follow.  [JbttiumiB' 


SCENE  II. 

The  MctKntains—The  Castle  ^Mattf)re4 1  seme  dIsU 
— il  Terrace  before  a  Tetesr— TVais,  r«<MI> 


HiKiuN,  Manubl,  mnd  other  Dependants  sf  l»- — 

Her.  *Tis  strange  enough;  night  alter  n^  forycia 
He  hath  pursued  long  vigils  in  this  tower. 
Without  a  witness.    I  have  been  IvitUn  it,- 
8o  have  we  all  been  oft-times;  bat  from  it. 
Or  its  contents,  it  were  impossible 
To  draw  conclusions  absolute  of  aaght 
Hb  studies  tend  to.    To  be  sure,  there  is 
One  chamber  where  none  enter ;  I  would  give 
The  fee  of  what  I  have  to  come  these  three  yean. 
To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

Manuel.  'Twere  dangeroos ; 

Content  thyself  with  what  thou  knoWst  already. 
Her.  Ah !  Manuel  I  thou  art  eMerly  and  wise. 
And  couldst  say  much,  thooMst  dwelt  within theeaia^- 
How  many  years  is  t  ? 


*  This  flne  soliloquy,  and  a  great  part  of  the  s 

scene,  have,  it  is  hardly  necessary  to  mnark,  hera  retain*' 
in  the  present  form  of  the  DrauMi. 
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Era  Count  M«nfired*f  birth, 

I  tentd  hk  fttlier,  wbdto  he  nought  reannblet. 
Ar.  Then  bt  nore  sons  In  like  predicament. 
BbI  wherein  do  they  differ? 

MtameL  I  speak  not 

Of fe^ofes  (V  of  form,  bat  mind  and  habits : 
OoQBt  Kgisnund  *as  prood,— but  gay  and  free,— 
i  wrrior  and  a  rcTeUar ;  he  dwelt  not 
With  iMoks  and  solitade,  nor  made  the  night 
i  ^ooBiy  Tigil,  but  a  fnUt  time, 
lerrier  tbaa  day :  he  did  not  walk  the  rocka 
Aai  farssU  like  a  wolf  .  nor  torn  aside 
Ftaoinen and  their  delighU. 
Etr.  fieshrew  the  honr. 

Bat  tbotewere  Jocund  times!  I  would  that  such 
Weald  visit  the  old  walla  again ;  they  look 
If  ifthey  kad  fivgotten  them. 
MaMHel.  These  walls 

iMtchMige  their  chieftain  first.   OhllhaTeseea 
8«  strange  things  1ft  these  liBW  years.* 

Of.  Gpme.  be  friendly; 

Beiile  ae  some,  to  whOe  away  our  watch : 
J  "fe  beard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  OTont 
WUchhippen'd  hereabouU,  by  this  same  tower. 
Jteaef.  That  was  a  night  indeedl  I  do  remember 
T«M  twilight,  as  U  may  be  How,  and  anch 
Aiotber  cTcning ;— yon  red  cloud,  which  rests 
Oi  Bfber's  pinnacle,  so  rested  then,— 
So  like  that  it  might  be  the  same;  the  wind 
Wu Uit  and  gusty,  and  the  mountain  snows 
BcfiB  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  moon ; 
Const  Manfred  wa%  as  now,  wtthin  his  tower^- 
Hw  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  him 
Tk  sole  companion  of  hh  wanderings 
Aai  vKcUnga-her,  whom  of  all  earthly  things 
Hit  lived,  the  onlf  thing  he  seem'd  to  love,— 
Aike,iBdeed,by  blood  was  bound  to  do, 
Tk  lid7  Ajtarte,  his 

&r.  L«ok^look~4he  tower— 

Tto  towers  on  the.  Ohhea? ensand  earth !  what  sound, 
Wkit  dieadAd  sound  ia  that  7       iA  crath  like  thunder. 

Mmuel.  Hotp,  help,  there!— to  the  rescue  of  the 

Coant,— 
Tbe  Cooat's  hi  dai«er,-^what  ho  there  I  approach  I 

[n«  StrpantM,  Yauah,  and  PeoMontrp  approach, 
itmpiJUdwiHktmrrvr, 
If  ikre  be  any  of  you  who  hare  heart 
Aadlofe  ofhnnum  kind,and  will  to  aid 
Tkooe  ia  distress    pause  not— but  follow  me— 
Tkpcrtai's  open,  foUow.  [ManObl  got*  fei. 

Btr.  Come— who  follows  ? 

Wkt,  none  of  ye  ?— ye  recreants  I  shiver  then 
Whhoot  1  wiU  not  aee  old  Manuel  riA 
Hii  few  ranaiaiiig^enfff  unaided.        [Hbrium  irocs  in. 

Vasud.  Huk  t— 

No-^  is  silent— not  a  breath— the  iiame 
WbiekiMH  forth  such  ablaze  is  also  gone : 
What  may  this  mean  ?*let's  enter!  . 

Ptatmnt.  Faith,  not  I,— 

Xot  that,  if  one.  or  two,  dr  more,  will  join, 
I  Hea  viU  stay  behind :  bat,  for  my  part, 
1  do  Bot  see  practeely  to  what  end. 

fu$al.  Cease  your  Tain  prating— come. 

MmuL  {fpeaktng  withim.)  'lis  aM  in  vain- 

Btr.  (tHfiUff.)  Not  ao— cran  now  methought  he  moved ; 
1st  it  b  duk-ao  bear  him  gently  out— 
liftly-how  cold  be  U I  take  care  of  hU  temples 
la  vtading  down  the  staircase. 

it^aUr  MANnsi.  and  HnanAif,  bearing  Maktrbo  in 

their  orMM. 

Mama.  Hie  to  the  castle,  some  of  ye,  and  bring 
What  aid  you  oan.  Saddle^the  barb,  and  speed 
f  « the  leech  to  the  dty-quick !  some  water  there  I 

&r.  His  cheek  ia  black— bat  there  it  a  fUnt  beat 
StiBUi«eriDg  about  the  heart.   Some  water. 

[Tktt  iprimkU  MANraBO  uHth  water  ,•  qfler  a  paiue, 
ke  gives  tome  eigne  of  lift* 


I    *  Altered,  in  the  present  form,  to' 
'iathe^.Beromn.** 


Some  ctrange  things  I 


Manuel.  He  seems  to  strive  to  speak--come— eheerly. 
Count  I 
He  moves  his  lips-canst  hear  him  ?    I  am  old. 
And  cannot  catch  fhint  sounds. 

.      £  Hbaman  inclining  hi*  head  and  Httening. 
Her.  I  hear  a  word 

Or  two— bnt  indistinctly— what  is  nest  ? 
What's  to  be  dODo  7  let's  bear  him  to  the  castle. 

r  MANPRBD  motione  with  Me  hand  not  to  remove  kirn, 
Manuel.  He  disapprove*— and  'twere  of  no  avail- 
He  changes  rapidly. 
Her.  Twill  soon  be  over. 

Manuel.  Oh  I  what  a  death  is  this  t  that  I  AonM  lira 
To  shake  my  grey  hairs  over  the  last  chief 
Of  the  house  of  Sighnnuod.- And  sach  a  death. 
Alone— we  know  not  how— unahrived— untended— 
With  strange  accompaniments  and  fearful  signs— 
I  shudder  at  the  sight— bat  must  not  leave  him. 
Manfred  {speaking faintlg  and  elowly.)  Old  man!  'tis 
not  so  diAcult  to  die. 

[  MANfRBn  having  said  this  expires. 
Her.  His  eyes  are  flx'd  and  lifeless— He  is  gone. 
Manuel.   Close  them.— 1^  old  hand  quivers.— He 
departs—  ' 

Whitber?  I  dread  to  think-but  he  is  gone ! 


LETTER  CCLXXVIII. 

TO  MB.  MUBRAY. 

«  Rome,  Bfay  9th,  1817. 
*<  Address  all  answers  to  Venice;  for  there  I  shall 
return  in  fifteen  days^  God  willing. 
'  ^  I  sent  you  from  Florence  *  The  Lament  of  Tasso,' 
and  from  Rome  the  Third  Act  of  Manfred,  both  of 
which,  1  trust,  will  duly  arrive.  The  terms  of  these 
two  I  mentioned  in  my  last,  and  will  repeat  in  this : 
it  is  three  hundred  for  eacb^  or  six  Jiundred  guineas 
for  the  two— that  is,  if  you  like,  and  they  are  good 
for  any  thing. 

^  At  last  one  of  the  parcels  is  arrived.  In  the  notes 
to  Chnde  Harold  there  is  a  bhmder  of  yours  or  mine : 
you  talk  of  arrival  at  8t.  Gingo,  and,  immediately 
after,  add—'  on  the  height  is  the  Chateau  of  Clarens.' 
I1iis  is  sad  work :  Clarens  is  on  the  other  side  of  the 
Lake>  and  it  is  quite  impossible  that  I  should  hare  so 
bungled.  Look  at  the  MS.,  and  at  any  rate  rectify  it. 
The  *  Tales  of  my  Landlord*  I  have  read  with  great 
pleasure,  and  perfectly  understand  now  why  my  sister 
and  aunt  are  so  very  positive  in  the  very  erroneous 
persuasion  that  they  must  have  been  written  by  me. 
K  you  knew  me  as  well  as  they  do,  you  would  have 
fidle^i,  perhaps,  into  the  same  mistake.  Some  day  or 
other,  I  will  explain  to  you  wAy — when  I  have  time ; 
at  present  it  does  not  much  matter;  but  you  must  have 
thought  this  blunder  of  theirs  very  odd,  and  so  did 
I,  till  I  had  read  the  book.— Croker's  letter  to  you  is 
a  very  great  compliment ;  I  shall  return  it  to  you  in 
my  next. 

^  1  perceive  you  are  publishing  a  Life  df  Raffael 
d'Urbino :  it  may  perhaps  ioterest  your  to  hear  ttyat 
a  set  of  German  artists  here  allow  their  Aatr  to  grow, 
and  trim  it  into'  las  fahion,  thereby  drinking  the 
cummin  of  tbe  disciples  of  the  old  philosopher;  if 
they  would  cut  their  hair,  convert  it  into  brushes, 
and  paint  like  him,  it  would  be  more  'German  to  the 
matter.  * 

"  I  *ll  tell  you  a  stofy :  the  other  day,  a  man  here— 
an  English— mistaking  the  statues  of  Charlemagne 
and  Constantine,  which  are  equestrian,  for  those  of 
Peter  and  Paul,  asked  another  which  wa«  Paul  of 
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these  same  boraemeof — to  which  the  reply  was— 'I 
thought,  sir,  that  St.  Paul  had  newer  got  oa  boneback 
•ince  bia  accident?' 

"I  11  tell  you  another:  Henry  Fox,  writiog  to 
some  one  from  Naples  the  other  day,  after  an  iOnesn, 
addi — '  and  I  am  so  changed  that  my  oldest  creditors 
would  hardly  know  me. ' 

**!  am  delighted  with  Rome — as  I  would  be  with 
a  bandbox,  that  is,  it  is  a  fine  thing  to  see^  finer 
than  Greece;  but  I  have  not  been  here  long  enough  to 
affect  it  as  a  residence,  and  I  must  go  back  to  Lom- 
bardy,  because  I  am  wretohed  at  being  away  from 
Marianna.  I  have  been  riding  my  saddle-horses 
every  day,  and  been  to  Albano,  its  Lakes,  and  to  the 
fop  <^the  Alban  Mount,  and  to  Frescati,  Aricia,&c.&e. 
with  an  &c.  &e.  &c.  about  the  city,  and  in  the  city  : 
for  all  which-^ride  Guide-book.  As  a  whole,  ancient 
and  modem,  it  beats  Qreece,  Constantinople,  every 
thing— at  least  that  I  hare  ever  seen.  But  1  can't  de- 
scribe,  because  my  first  impressions  are  always  strong 
and  confii8ed,and  my  memory  «e/«cf sand  reduces  them 
to  order,  like  distance  in  the  landscape,  and  blends 
them  better,  although  they  may  be  less  distinct? 
There  must  be  a  sense  or  two  more  than  we  have* 
us  mdHals ;  for  ♦  ♦  ♦  *  *  where  there  is  much  to.be 
grasped  we  are  always  at  a  loss,  and' yet  feel  that 
we  ouglit  to  have  a  higher  and  more  extended  com- 
prehension, ^ 
**l  have  had  a  letter  from  Moore,  who  is  in  som^ 
alarm  about  his  Poem.    I  don't  see  why. 

**l  have  had  another  from  my  poor  dear  Augusta, 
who  is  in  a  sad  fuss  about  my  late  illness :  do,  pray, 
tell  her  (the  truth)  that  I  am  better  than  ever,  and  in 
nnportunate  hesihh,  growmg  (if  not  grown)  large  and 
ruddy,  and  congratulated  by  impertinent  persons  on 
mf  robustious  appearance,  when  I  ought  to  be  pale 
and  interesting. 

**  You  tell  me  that  George  Byron  has  got  a  son,  and 
Augusta  says,  a  daughter ;  which  is  it  ?^t  is  no  great 
matter :  the  father  is  a  good  man,  an  excellent  officer, 
and  has  married  a  veiy  nice  little  woman,  who  will 
bring  him  more  babes  than  income ;  howbeit  she  had 
a  handsome  dowry,  and  is  a  very  charming  girl ; — but 
he  may  as  well  get  a  ship. 

**I  have  no  thoughts  of  coming  amongst  you  yet 
awhile,  so  that  I  can  fight  off  business.  If  I  tould 
but  make  a  tolerable  sale  of  Newstead,  there  would 
be  no  occasioa  for  my  return;  and  I  can  assart  you 
very  sincerely,  that  I  am  much  happier  (or,  at  least, 
have  been  so,  out  of  your  island  than  in  it 

**  Yours  ever. 

**  P.  S.  There  are  few  English  here,  but  several 
of  my  acquamtaqce ;  amongst  others,  the  Marquis  of 
I^nsdowne,  with  whom  I  dine  to-morrow.  I  met  the 
Jerseys  on  the  road  at  Foligno— all  well* 

"^Oh— I  forgot— the  Italians  have-printed  ChiHon, 
&c.  a  ptVacy,-- a  pretty  little  edition,  prettier  than 
yours— and  published,  asl  foond  to  my  great  astonish- 
ment on  arriving  here;  and  what  is  odd,  is,  that  the 
English  is  quite  correctly  printed.  Why  they  did  it, 
or  who  did  it,  I  know  not;  but  so  it  is; — I  suppose, 
(or  the  English  people.    I  will  send  you  a  copy. " 


LETTER  CCLXXIX. 


TO  m  MOOBB. 


•Bene,  Mar  nth,  IIV. 

**  1  have  reoetved  your  letter  here,  where  I  ban 
taken  a  cruise  lately ;  but  I  shall  return  back  to  Ve 
■kse  in  a  few  days,  so  that  i{  you  wrtte  again,  addres 
there,  as  uiuaL  I  am  not  for  returning  toEngluK 
so  soon  as  you  imagine;  and  by  no  means  at  aHai  i 
residence.  If  you  cross  the  Alps'  in  your  ptojectn 
expedition,  you  will  find  me  somewhere  in  Lood^y, 
an)  very  glad  to  see  you.  Only  gife  me  a  word  a 
two  beforehand,  for  I  would  rtadily  dhrerge  som 
leagues  to  meet  you. 

**  Of  Rome  I  say  nothing ;  it  is  quite  indescribabk 
and  the  Guide-book  is  as  good  as  any  other.  I  disd 
yesterday  vrith  Lord  Lansdowne,  who  is  oa  U 
return.  But  there  are  few  ESoglish  here  at  presnt; 
the  winter  is  iheim  time.  I  have  been  on  barsebtd 
most  of  the  day,  all  days  since  my  arrival,  and  Lan 
-taken  it  as  I  did  Constantinople.  But  Rome  is  the 
elder  sister,  and  the  finer.  I  vrent  some  days  ago  u 
the  top  of  the  Alban  Mount,  vrhieh  is  superb,  ii 
for  the  Coliseum,  Pantheon,  St  Peter's,  the  VatieaD, 
Palatine,  &e.  &c.-r«8  I  said,  vide  Guidebook 
They  are  quite  inconceivable,  and  must  be  mn. 
The  Apolh)  Belyidere  is  the  image  of  Ladf  Adelaide 
Porbeih— I  think  1  never  saw  such  a  KkeiKm. 

^I  have  seen  the  Pope  AGre,  and  a  eudiaal 
dead,— both  of  whom  koked  very  well  indeed.  The 
latter  was  in  state  in  the  Chieaa  Ni^va,  prefioajs  to 
his  interment 

"  Your  poetical  alarms  are  groundlem;  go  on  aid 
prosper.  Here  is  Hobhouse  just  come  in,  and  mi 
horses  at  ihe  door,  so  that  I  must  mount  and  take 
the  field  in  the  Campus  Martius,  which,  by  the  waj, 
is  aU  built  over  by  modem  Rome, 

*  Yours  very  and  ever,  &c 

**  P.8.  Hobhouse*  presents  bis  remembraMcs,  aad 
is  eager,  vrith  all  the  vrorid,  for  your  new  PMm." 

LETTER  CCLXXX. 

TO  MB   MURRAY. 

'Venice,  May  SMk.  1117. 
^  I  returned  from  Rome  two  days  ago,  and  baie 
received  your  letter;  but  no  sign  nor  tidings  of  ika 
parcel  sent  through  Sir  C.  Stuart,  which  yoa  ■» 
tioo.  After  an  interval  ot  months,  a  i 
*  Tales,' &0.  found  me  at  Rome;  but  this  i 
may  be  all  that  ever  wHl  find  me.  The  | 
to  be  the  only  sure  oopveyance,  and  thtU  i 
Utters.  From  Florence  I  sent  ^ou  a  poem  on  'twm 
and  from  Rome  the  pew  Third  Aa  of  *  Manfred/ 
and  by  br  Polidori  two  portraits  for  my  Mt^*  ^ 
left  Rome  and  made  a  rapid  journey  home.  Vd 
will  continue  to  direct  here  as  usual.  Mr  iiobbsatj 
is  gone  to  Naples :  I  should  have  ma  down  there  t^ 
for  a  week,  but  for  the  quantity  of  English  wboaa  I 
heard  of  thi^.  I  prefer  hating  them  at  adistsaeM 
unless  an  earthquake,  or  a  good  real  iriRption  ^ 
Vesutins,  were  ensbred  to  reooocile  me  is  ^\ 
vicinity. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A.  n.  1817. 


LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


950 


*  IW  daj  before  I  left  Rome  I  saw  thiee  robbere 

priHfmnfd.    The  ceremony — inchidiog  the  muuqued 

;  the  hatf-naked  executioDera;  the  bandaged 

the  black  Chnat  and  his  banner;   the 

j  Bcaibld;  the  toUicfy;  the  8k>w  procession,  and  the 

j  qQiek  rattle  and  heaTyfaO  of  the  axe;  the  splash  of 

.  the    blood,  and  the  ghastlioess   of  the    exposed 

I  Wads    is  altogether  more  impressiTe  than  the  Tta- 

gar  aad  ongentlemanbr  d^  *  new  drop '  and  dog-like 

agnv  of  inflictioB  upon  the  soflferers  of  the  English 

;  seatcoee.   Two  of  these  men  behaved  calmly  enough, 

:  bat  the  first  of  the  three  died  with  gteat  terror  and 

!  idDetanee.    What  was  rerj  horrible,  he  would  not 

I  fie  dawn ;  thn  his  Mck  was  too  large  for  the  aper- 

1  tore,  and  the  priest  was  obliged  to  drown  his  exda- 

I  ■alinnii  by  still  touder  exhortatione.    The  head  was 

I  off  b^Me  the  eye  could  trace  the  bk>w;  but  from  an 

I  aia»q>t  to  draw  back  the  head,  notwithstanding  it 

j  was  beU  forwaid  by  the  hah*,  the  first  head  was  cut 

:  flff  done  to  the  et» :  the  other  tuo  were  taken  off 

:  mste  deanly.    It  is  better  than  the  oriental  way,  and 

(I  shonkl  think)  than  the  axe  of  our  ancestors.    The 

J  pain  accflia  little,  and  yet  the  effect  to  the  spectator, 

j  aad  the  preparation  to  the  criminal,  is  Teiy  striking 

'  aad  HHBhig     The  first  turned  me  quite  hot  and 

fhn^.aad  made  me  shake  so  that  I  could  hardly 

hoU  the  operapglass  (I  was  ck)se,  but  was  determined 

io  aee,  aa  one  shouM  see  every  things  ence,  with 

i);  the  second  and  third  (which  shows  how 

things  grow  indifferent),  I  am  ashamed 

to  mj,  had  no  efiect  on  me  as  a  horror,  though  I 

woold  haTe  saved  them  if  I  could. 

**Youia,&o.»» 

LETTER  CCLXXXI. 

TO  MR  HURBAT. 

'Venice,  Jane  4(ta,  1817. 
"'I  have  received  the  proofs  of  the  'Lament  of 
TIhoo,'  which  makes  me  hope  that  you  have  also 
received  the  reformed  Third  Act  of  Manfred,  from 
Boase,  which  I  sent  soon  after  my  arrival  there.  My 
dale  win  apprise  you  of  my  return  home  within  these 
few  daja.  For  me,  I  have  received  name  of  your 
paehcCa,  except,  after  kmg  delay,  the  '  Tales  of  my 
Laadoid,'  which  I  before  acknowledged.  I  do  not 
at  all  UBdeffataiid  the  w^  nots,  but  so  it  is, — no 
Mamd,  no  letters,  no  tooth-powder,  no  •xtraci 
from  Moore's  Italy  oonceming  Marina  Faliero,  no 
a  man  haflooed  out  at  one  of  Burdett's 
altera  hmg  uluktus  of  *No  BastiHe!  No 
!  No — '  God  knows  who  or  what ; — ^but 
his  Mm  pluM  ultra  was  'No  nothing!'— and  my 
leeespta  of  your  packages-  amount  to  about  his 
— — ■"C  I  want  the  extroot  from  Moore's  Italy 
voy  much,  and  the  tooth-powder,  and  the  magnesia; 
I  doo*i  care  so  nroch  about  the  poetry,  or  the  letters, 
or  Mr  Maturin's  by-Jasus  tragedy.*  Most  of  the 
tiuagB  seat  by  the  post  have  come — I  mean  proofs 
aad  letters;  therefore  send  me  Marino  Faliero  by  the 
post,  in  a  letter. 

**■  I  was  delighted  with  Rome,  and  was  on  horse- 
bach  aB  round  it  many  hours  daily,  besides  in  it  the 
rest   of  nay  time,   bothering  over  its  marvels.    I 


excursed  and  skirred  the  country  round  to  Alba, 
Tivoli,  FYescati,  Licenza,  &c.  &c.;  besides,  I 
visited  'twice  the  Fall  of  Temi,  which  beats  every 
thing.  On  my  way  back,  ckMe  to  the  temple  by  iu 
banks,  I  got  some  famous  trout  out  of  the  river  CU- 
tumnus— the  prettiest  little  stream  in  all  poesy,  near 
the  first  post  from  Poligno  and  Spoletto.— I  did  not 
stay  at  Florenoe,  being  anxious  to  get  home  to  Ve- 
nice, and  having  already  seen  the  galleries  and  other 
sights.  I  left  my  commendatory  letters  the  evening 
before  I  went,  so  I  saw  nobody. 

^  To-day,  Pmdemonte,  the  celebrated  poet  of  Ve- 
rona, called  on  me ;  he  is  a  little  thin  man,  with  acute 
and  pleasing  features ;  his  address  good  and  gentle ; 
his  appearance  altogether  very  phikaophical ;  his  age 
about  sixty,  or  more.  He  is  one  of  their  best  going. 
I  gave  him  Forsyth,  as  he  speaks,  or  reads  rather, 
a  little  English,  and  will  fcid  there  a  favourable 
account  of  hhnself.  He  bquired  after  his  old  Cms- 
can  friends,  Par89ns,  Oreathead,  Mrs  Piozsi,  and 
Merry,  all  of  whom  he  had  known  in  his  youth.  I 
gave  him  as  bad  an  account  of  them  as  I  could, 
answering,  as  the  false  *  SokMnon  Lob'  does  to 
*  Totterton '  an  the  farce, '  all  gone  dead,'  and  damned 
by  a  satire  more  than  twenty  years  ago;  that  the 
name  of  their  extinguisher  was  Giffonl ;  that  they 
were  but  a  sad  set  of  scribes  after  all,  and  no  great 
things  in  any  other  way.  He  seemed,  as  was  nato- 
Val,  very  much  pleased  with  this  account  of  his  old 
acquaintances,  and  went  away  greatly  gratified  with 
that  and  Mr  Forsyth's  sententious  paragraph  of  ap- 
plause in  his  own  (Pindemonte's)  favour.  After  hav- 
ing been  a  little  hbertine  in  his  yonth,  he  is  grown 
devout,  and  takes  prayers,  and  talks  to  himself,  to 
keep  off  the  devfl;  but  for  all  that,  he  is  a  very  nice 
little  old  gentleman. 

I  forgot  to  tell  you  that  at  Bologna  (which  is 
celebrated  for  producing  popes,  pointers,  and  sau- 
sages) I  saw  an  anatomical  gallery,  where  there  is  a 
deal  of  waxwork,  in  which  ♦♦♦♦♦♦. 

^  I  am  sorry  to  hear  of  your  row  with  Hunt ;  but 
suppose  him  to  be  exasperated  by  the  Quarterly  and 
your  refusal  to  dtal;  and  when  one  is  angry  and 
edits  a  paper,  I  shouki  think  the  temptation  too 
strong  for  literary  nature,  which  is  not  always  human. 
I  can't  conceive  in  what,  and  for  what,  be  abuses 
you :  what  have  you  done?  you  are  not  an  author, 
nor  a  politician,  nor  a  public  character;  I  know  no 
scrape  you  have  tumbled  into.  1  am  the  more  sorry 
for  this  because  I  introduced  you  to  Hunt,  and  be- 
cause I  believe  him  to  be  a  good  man;  but  till  I 
know  the  particulara,  1  can  gwe  no  opmion. 

^  Let  me  know  about  LaUa  Rookh,  which  must  be 
out  by  this  time. 

^  1  restore  the  proofs,  but  the  ptuictuatum  should 
be  corrected.  I  feel  too  la^  to  have  at  it  myself; 
so  beg  and  pray  Bfr  Oifibrd  for  me. — Address  to 
Venice.  In  a  few  days  I  go  to  my  viUeggiaiuraf  in 
a  casino  near  the  Br^ota,  a  few  miles  only  on  the 
main  land.  I  have  determined  on  another  year,  and 
many  yeart  of  residence'  if  I  can  compass  them. 
Marianna  is  with  me,  hardly  recovered  of  the  fever, 
which  has  been  attacking  all  Italy  last  winter.  I  am 
afraid  she  is  a  little  hectic ;  but  I  hope  the  best. 
«  Ever,  &c. 

^  F.S.  Torwaltsen  has  done  a  bust  of  me  at  Rome 
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for  Mr  Hobboaie,  which  k  reckoned  veiy  good.  He 
it  their  best  after  CanoTa,  and  by  •ome  prefienred 
to  him. 

**l  have  bad  a  letter  from  Bfr  Hodgson.  He  is 
▼ery  happy,  has  got  a  living,  but  not  a  child :  if  he 
had  stuck  to  a  curacy,  babes  would  have  come  of 
course,  because  he  could  not  have  maintained  them. 
"Remember  me  to  all  friends,  &c.  &c 
"  An  Austrian  officer,  the  other  day,  being  in  bye 
with  a  Venetian,  was  ordered,  with  his  regiment, 
into  Hungary.  Distracted  between  love  and  duty, 
he  purchased  a  deadly  drug,  which  dividing  with  his 
mistress,  both  swallowed.  The  ensuing  pains  were 
terrific,  but  the  pills  were  purgative,  and  not  poi- 
sonous, by  the  contrivance  of  the  unsentimental  apo- 
thecai7;  so  that  so  much  suicide  was  all  thrown 
away.  You  may  conceive  the  previous  confusion 
and  the  final  laughter ;  but  the  intention  was  good 
on  all  sides." 

LETTER  CCLXXXIl. 

TO  MR  mJB&AY. 

•Venice,  Jane  8tb,  1817. 

''The  present  letter  will  be  delivered  to  you  by 
two  Armenian  friars,  on  their  way,  by  England,  to 
Bfadras.  They  will  also  convey  some  copies  of  the 
grammar,  which  I  think  you  agreed  to  take.  If  you 
can  be  of  any  use  to  them,  either  amongst  your 
natal  or  East  Indian  acquaintances,  I  hope  you  will 
so  far  oblige  me,  as  they  and  their  order  have  been 
reuttrkably  attentive  and  friendly  towards  me  since 
my  arrival  at  Venice.  Their  names  are  Father 
Sukias  Somalian  and  Father  Sarkis  Theodorosian. 
They  speak  luUian,  and  probably  French,  or  a  little 
EngUsh.  Repeating  earnestly  my  recommendatory 
request,  believe  me,  very  truly,  yours, 

**  Byron. 

"  Perhaps  you  can  help  them  to  their  passage,  or 
give  or  get  them  letters  for  India." 

LETTER  CCLXXXni. 

TO  MR  MURRAY.. 

«La  Mira.  near  Venice, lone  Mlh.  1817. 

*^I  write  to  you  from  the  banks  of  the  Brenta,  a 
few  miles  from  Venice,  where  I  have  cobnized  for 
six  months  to  come.    Address,  as  usual,  to  Venice. 

**  Three  months  after  date  (17lh  March),— like  the 
unnegotiable  bill  despondingly  received  by  the  re- 
luctant tailor,-^your  despatch  has  arrived,  oontaining 
the  extract  from  Moore's  Italy  and  Mr  Maturin's 
bankrupt  tragedy.  It  is  the  absurd  work  of  a  clever 
man.  I  thmk  it  might  have  done  upon  the  stage,  if 
he  had  made  Manuel  (by  some  trickery,  in  a  masque 
or  vicor)  fight  his  own  battle,  instead  of  emptying 
Molmeux  as  his  champion;  and,  after  the  defeat  of 
Torrismond,  have  made  hifli  spare  the  son  of  his 
enemy,  by  some  revulsion  of  feeling,  not  incom- 
patible with  a  character  of  extravagant  and  dis- 
tempered emotions.  But,  as  it  is,  what  witJi  the 
Justiza,  and  the  ridiculous  conduct  of  the  whole 
dram.  pert,  (for  they  are  all  as  mad  as  Manuel,  who 
surely  must  have  had  more  interest  with  a  corrupt 
bapch  than  a  distant  relation  and  heir  presumptive. 


somewhat  suipeot  of  honioide},  I  do  not  wooder  at 
its  fsihire.  As  a  pby,  it  is  inpractieable;  as  a 
poem,  no  great  things.  Who  was  the  *  Greek  that 
grappled  vvith  ^ory  naked?*  the  Olympic  wreitlenf 
or  Alexander  the  Great,  whm  he  ran  stark  roood  the 
tomb  of  t'other  fellow  ?  or  the  Spartan  who  was  fiaed 
by  the  Ephori  fi>r  fighting  without  his  armoor?  or 
who?  And  as  to  'flaying  off  life  like  a  garmcBt,' 
helas !  that's  in  Tom  Thumb— aee  king  Arthor's  lo- 
liloquy: 

'  Life  *8  a  mere  rag,  not  worth  a  prince's  veariaK; 
I  '11  cast  it  off.* 

And  the  stage-directions—'  Staggers  among  the  bo- 
dies ;'— the  slain  are  too  numerous,  as  vnell  as  the 
blackamoor  knights-penitent  being  one  too  maoy: 
and  De  Zekis  is  such  a  shabby  Monmouth-street  ^' 
lain,  without  any  redeeming  quality — Stap  my  vitak! 
Maturin  seems  to  be  declining  into  Nat.  Lee.  Bol 
let  him  try  again;  he  has  talent,  but  not  much  taste. 
I  'gin  to  fear,  or  to  hope,  that  Sotheby  after  all  u 
to  be  the  iEschylus  of  the  age,  unless  Mr  Shiel  be 
really  worthy  his  success.  The  more  I  see  of  the 
stage,  the  lass  I  would  wish  to  have  any  thing  to  do 
vrith  it;  as  a  proof  of  which,  I  hop«  you  have  r^ 
oeived  the  Third  Act  of  Manfred,  which  vrill  it  featf 
prove  that  I  wish  to  steer  very  dear  of  the  poflibi&ty 
of  being  put  into  scenery.    I  aent  it  from  Robk. 

^  I  returned  the  proof  of  Tasta  By  ths  way, 
have  you  never  received  a  trandation  of  St.  P^ii 
which  I  sent  you,  not  for  publioalioD,  before  1  west 
toRomef 

**  I  am  at  present  on  the  Brenta.  Oppoole  if  i 
Spanish  marquis,  ninety  years  old;  next  bis  caaioo 
is  a  Frenchman's, — ^besides  the  natives;  so  that,  ai 
somebody  said  the  other  day,  we  are  exactly  one  d 
Grddoni's  comedies  (La  Vedova  Scaltra),  where  a 
Spaniard,  E^lish,  and  Frenchman  are  introduced: 
but  we  are  all  very  good  neigbboun,  Venetians,  &c 
&c.  &c. 

^  I  am  just  getting  on  horseback  for  my  evennf 
ride,  and  a  visit  to  a  physician,  who  has  an  afiee- 
able  family,  of  a  wife  and  four  unmarried  daoghtertr 
all  under  eighteen,  who  are  friends  of  Signoia  S«*, 
and  enemies  to  nobody.  There  are,  and  are  to  be, 
besides,  conversaziones  and  I  know  not  what,  att 
Countess  Labbia's,  and  I  know  not  whom.  IV 
weather  is  mild;  the  thefmooieler  110  in  the  flss 
this  day,  and  80  odd  in  the  shade. 

"Yours,  AC. 

iLETTER  OCLXXXIV. 

TO  MR  HURRAY. 

«  La  Mra.  near  Venice,  Joie  ITtb,  I8lt 
^It  gives  me  great  pleasure  to  hear  of  Moore's  me- 
cesK,  and  the  more  so  that  1  never  doubted  that  it 
would  be  complete.  Whatever  good  yon  can  teS  w 
of  him  and  his  poem  will  be  most  acceptable:  I  f<^ 
very  anxious  indeed  to  receive  it.  1  hope  diat  he  is 
as  happy  in  his  fame  and  reward  as  I  wish  bin  to  be; 
for  I  know  no  one  who  deserves  both  more— if  uT 
so  much. 

"Now  to  business;  ♦♦♦♦♦♦Iaayunloy«>i 
verily,  it  is  not  so;  or,  as  the  foreignersaid  to  ibe 
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mikr,  afiber  a^ia;  faim  lo  bring  a  ^bn  of  water,  to 
wUeh  the  nan  aamrend,  *I  wffl,  air/—*  You  will! 
-O^  d-o,— I  lay,  yoa  mmi!*  And  I  wiU  aab- 
mk  tkii  to  the  deeiaion  of  any  perMm  or  perMoa  to 
ha  appoinled  by  both,  oo  a  fiiir  examination  of  the 
of  thia  aa  compared  with  the  preceding 
8o,  theie'a  for  you.  There  ia  alwaya 
aMBe  row  or  other  prerioualy  to  aO  our  pubhcationat 
it  ahooU  aeem  that,  on  approximating,  we  can  nerer 
qaiie  geC  over  the  natural  antipathy  of  author  and 
hoofcapBer,  and  that  more  particularly  the  ferine 
■atare  of  the  latter  muat  break  forth. 

**  YoQ  are  out  about  the  Third  Canto:  I  have  not 
dmw,  nor  deaigned,  a  line  of  continuation  to  that 
port  I  was  too  abort  a  time  at  Rome  for  it,  and 
have  wo  thooght  of  recommencing.       *       *       m 

**!  cannot  weO  expfaun  to  you  by  letter  what  I 
eoaeabe  to  be  the  origin  of  Mra  Leigh'a  notkm  about 
'lUes  of  my  Landlord;'  but  it  ia  aome  pointa  of  the 
charaeten  of  Sir  E.  Bfauley  and  Buriey,  aa  weQ  aa 
one  «r  two  of  the  jocular  portiona,  on  which  it  ia 
iMBded,  probablj. 

''tfyott  hare  reoeired  Dr  PoUdori,  aa  well  aa  a 
parad  of  booka»  and  you  can  be  of  uae  to  him,  be  ao. 
I  never  was  much  more  diaguated  with  any  human 
pfododioo  than  with  the  eternal  nonaedae,  and  tra- 
la^riif  i,  and  emptineaa,  and  ill-humour,  and  vanity 
of  Ifaat  young  peraon;  but  he  haa  aome  talent,  and  ia 
a  man  of  honour,  and  has  diapoaitiona  of  amendment, 
ia  which  be  has  been  aided  by  a  little  aubaequent 
opcrienee,  and  may  turn  out  welL  Therefore,  uae 
jeor  govemment  interest  for  him,  for  he  ia  improved 
ami  i^kiovmble. 

•*  Yours,  fisc." 


LETTER  CCLXXXV. 

TO  MB  MUUUT. 

«Ia  BOra,  near  Venice,  Jmte  ISth,  1817. 
0  a  letter  to  Dr  Holland  from  Pinde- 
NoC  knowing  the  doctor'a  addreas,  I  am  de- 
ned  to  inquire,  and  perhapa,  being  a  literary  man, 
yoa  win  know  or  diaoover  lua  haunt  near  aome  popu- 
lous churchyard.  1  have  written  to  you  a  scolding 
letter — I  believe,  upon  a  miaapprehended  paaaage  in 
your  letter — but  never  mind :  it  will  do  for  next  time, 
aad  yoa  wiU  aurely  deserve  it  Talking  of  doctora 
reamiils  me  once  more  to  recommend  to  you  one  who 
wil  not  recommend  himaelf, — the  Doctor  Polidori. 
If  yoa  can  bdp  him  to  a  publiaber,  do ;  or,  if  you 
have  any  aick  relation,  I  would  adviae  hia  adrice : 
al  the  patients  he  had  in  Italy  are  dead— Mr  *  *'8 
watu  Hr  Horner^  and  Lord  Q**,  whom  he  embow- 
eBcd  with  great  saoceaa  at  Pisa.  *  *  *  * 
**  Remember  me  to  Moore,  whom  1  congratulate. 
H-rw  i^  Rogers?  and  what  ia  become  of  Campbell 
and  an  t'other  feQowa  of  the  Druid  order !  I  got 
Hatnnn'a  Bcdkm  at  kst,  but  no  other  parcel ;  I  am 
m  fifes  for  the  tooth-powder,  and  the  magnesia.  I 
want  aome  of  Buriuu's  5odij-powders.  Will  you 
tcfl  Mr  Kinnaird  that  I  have  written  him  two  letters 
<s  unJMng  bnameas (about  Newatead,  &c.),  to  which 
I  hmMj  solicit  his  attendance.    I  am  just  returned 


from  a  gallop  akmg  the  banks  of  the  RreBta— timoi 


'YOUIB, 


LETTER  OCLXXXVL 

TO  MR  ITORRAT. 

•La  Mira,  near  Venice,  Jnly  1st,  1817. 

**  Since  niy  former  letter,  I  have  been  working  up 
nv  impresaiona  into  a  Fourth  Canto  of  Childe  Ha- 
rold, of  which  I  have  roughened  off  about  rather  bet- 
ter than  thirty  atanzae,  and  mean  to  go  on;  and  pro- 
bably to  make  thia  *  Fy  tte '  the  concluding  one  of  the 
poem,  ao  that  you  may  propoae  againat  the  autumn 
to  draw  out  the  oonacription  for  1818.  You  must 
provide  moneys,  aa  this  new  resumption  bodes  you 
certain  disbursements.  Somewhere  about  the  end  of 
September  or  October,  I  propose  to  be  under  way 
(i.  e.  in  the  press);  but  I  have  no  idea  yet  of  the  pro- 
bable length  or  calibre  of  the  Canto,  or  what  it  will 
be  good  for ;  but  I  mean  to  be  as  mercenary  as  pos- 
sible, an  example  (I  do  not  mean  of  any  individual  in 
particdar,  and  least  of  all  any  person  or  persons  of 
our  mutual  acquaintancej  which  I  should  have  fol- 
lowed in  my  youth,  and  I  might  still  have  been  a 
prosperous  gentleman. 

^No  tooth-powder,  no  letters,  no  recent  tidings  of 
you. 

''Mr  Lewis  is  at  Venice,  and  I  am  going  up  to 
stay  a  week  with  him  there— as  it  is  one  of  his  eothu  • 
siams  also  to  like  the  city. 

**  I  stood  la  Veniee  oa  the  *  Bridge  oraifhB,*  flee.,  fte. 

''The  'Bridge  of  Sighs'  O-e.  Pontede'i  Sospiri)is 
that  which  divides,  or  rather  joins  the  palace  of  the 
Doge  to  the  prison  of  the  state.  It  has  two  pas- 
sages :  the  criminal  went  by  the  one  to  judgment,  and 
returned  by  the  other  to  death,  being  strangled  in  a 
chamber  adjoining,  where  there  was  a  mpchanical 
proceee  for  the  purpoae. 

"Thia  ia  the  irat  atansi  of  our  new  Canto;  and 
now  for  a  line  of  the  aecond : 

"In  Venice  TSsso'i  echoes  are  no  more. 
And  silent  rows  the  aonglese  gondolkr. 
Her  palaces,  Am.,  &c. 

"You  know  that  formerly  the  gondoliers  sung  aK 
ways,  and  Tasso's  Gierusalemme  was  their  bafiad. 
Venice  is  built  on  aeventy-two  ishuids. 

"There !  there'a  a  brick  of  your  new  Babel  1  and 
now,  airrah !  what  say  you  to  the  aample  f 

"  Yours,  &c 

"P.S.  I  shall  write  again  by  and  by.** 


LETTER  CCLXXXVIL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  La  Mira.  near  Venice,  Jolr  Mh,  1817. 
"If  you  can  convey  the  indoaed  letter  to  ita  ad- 
dreaa,  or  discover  the  peraon  to  whom  it  ia  directed, 
you  will  confer  a  favour  upon  the  Venetian  creditor 
of  a  deceased  Engtiahman.  Thia  epiatle  ia  a  dun  to 
hia  executor,  for  house-rent.    The  name  of  the  insol* 
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Tent  defunct  is,  or  was.  Porter  Vedier^  according  to 
the  account  of  the  plaintiff;  ivhich  1  rather  suspect 
ought  to  be  )raft«rPor<«r,  according  to  our  mode  of 
collocation.  If  you  are  acquainted  with  any  dead  man 
of  the  like  name  a  good  deal  in  debt,  pray  dig  him 
up,  and  tell  him  that  *a  pound  of  his  fair  flesh'  or 
the  ducats  are  required,  and  that  *■  if  you  deny  them, 
fie  upon  your  law  l" 

**!  hear  nothing  more  from  you  about  Moore's 
poem,  Rogers,  or  other  literary  phenomena;  but  to- 
monx>w,  being  pos^day,  will  bring  perhaps,  some 
tidings.  I  write  to  you  with  people  talking  Venetian 
all  about,  so  that  you  must  not  expect  this  letter  to 
be  all  English. 

*<  The  other  day,  I  had  a  squabble  on  the  highway 
as  fbOows :  I  was  riding  pretty  quickly  from  Dolo 
home  about  eight  in  the  erening,  when  I  passed  a 
party  of  people  in  a  hired  carriage,  one  of  whom, 
poking  his  head  out  of  the  window,  began  bawling 
to  me  in  an  inarticukte  but  insolent  manner.  I 
wheeled  my  horse  round,  and  orertaking,  stopped  the 
coach,  and  Said, '  Signer,  have  you  any  commands 
for  me  V  He  replied,  impudently  as  to  manner,  *  No.' 
I  then  asked  him  what  he  meimt  by  that  unseonly 
noise,  to  the  discomfiture  of  the  pa88er»4>y.  He  re- 
plied by  sume  piece  of  impertinence,  to  which  I  an- 
swered by  giring  him  a  Tiolcnt  slap  in  the  face.  I 
then  dismounted  (for  this  passed  at  the  window,  I 
being  on  horseback  still),  and  opening  the  door  de- 
sired him  to  walk  out,  or  I  would  give  him  another. 
But  the  first  had  settled  him  except  as  to  words,  of 
which  he  poured  forth  a  profusion  in  blasphemies, 
swearing  that  he  would  go  to  the  police  and  avouch 
a  battery  sans  proTOcation.  I  said  he  Ued,  and  was  a 
*  * ,  and,  if  he  did  not  hoM  his  tongue,  should  be  drag- 
ged out  and  beaten  anew.— He  then  held  his  tongue. 
I  of  course  told  him  my  name  and  residence,  and  de- 
fied him  to  the  death,  if  be  were  a  gentleman,  or  not 
agentleman,  and  had  the  inclination  to  be  genteel  in 
the  way  of  combat  He  went  to  the  police,  but  there 
harfaig  been  bystanders  in  the  road,— particularly  a 
soldier,  who  had  seen  the  businesar-as  well  as  my 
servant,  notwithstandmg  the  oaths  of  the  coachman 
and  five  insides  besides  the  plaintiflT,  and  a  good  deal 
of  paying  on  all  sides,  his  complaint  was  dismissed, 
he  having  been  the  aggressor;— and  I  was  subse- 
quently informed  that,  had  I  not  given  himra  bk>w, 
he  might  have  been  had  into  durance. 

^'Soset  down  this,— *  that  in  Aleppo  once '  I  'beat 
a  Venetian ;'  but  I  assure  you  that  he  deserved  it, 
for  I  am  a  quiet  man,  like  Oandide,  though  with 
somewhat  of  hi*  fortune  in  being  forced  to  forago  my 
natural  meekness  eveiy  now  and  then. 

**  Yours,  &c. 

LETTER  OCLXXXVnL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•Venioe.  July  9th.  I8I7. 
^  I  have  got  the  sketch  and  extracts  from  Lalla 
Rookh— which  I  humbly  suspect  wOl  knock  up  **, 
and  show  young  gentlemen  that  something  more  than 
having  been  across  a  earners  hump  is  necessaiy  to 
write  a  good  oriental  tale.    The  pUn,  as  well  as  the 


extracts  I  have  tea 

and  I  feel  impAient  for  the  whole. 

*  With  regard  to  the  critique  on  'Marfred,'  jw 
have  been  in  such  a  devil  of  a  huny  that  you  ban 
only  sent  me  the  half:  if  breaks  offat  page  394.  Sew 
me  the  rest;  and  also  page  270,  where  there  ii 'u 
account  of  the  supposed  origm  of  this  dreadfol  ^017, 
—in  which,  by  the  vray,  whatever  it  may  be,  the  c» 
jeeturer  is  out,  and  knows  nothing  of  the  matter.  1 
had  a  better  origin  than  he  can  devise  or  dirine,  fa 
the  soul  of  him. 

*<  You  say  nothing  of  fifanfi«d's  luck  in  tiie  wocU; 
and  I  care  not.  He  is  one  of  the  best  of  my  m^ 
gotten,  say  what  they  wQI. 

^  I  got  at  last  an  extract,  but  fioporceJt.  Tbej 
win  come,  I  suppose,  some  time  or  other.  Ian  com 
up  to  Venice  for  a  day  or  two  to  bathe,  and  am  joii 
going  to  take  a  swim  in  the  Adriatic;  so,  good  eia- 
ing---the  post  waits. 

«Youn,«cc. 

«B. 

*<P.S.  Pray,  was  Bfanfittd's  speech  to  fib  Am >ia 
retained  in  Act  Third?  I  hope  so:  it  was  one  of  ihe 
best  m  the  thing,  and  better  than  the  ColosseiiB.  I 
have  done  >;/ly-ftr  of  Canto  Fourth,  CfaiUeHsiQlii; 
so  down  irith  your  ducats." 

LETTER  CCLXXXIX. 

Ttr  MB  MOORE. 

«  La  Kin.  Venice,  July  l«k.  W^ 

*<  Murray,  the  Mokanna  ofbookseUeit,  hu  oon- 
trived  to  send  me  extracts  from  Lalla  Rookh  by  i1m 
post  They  are  taken  from  some  magaxlDe,  vA 
contain  a  short  outlihe  and  quotatioos  from  the  two 
first  Poems,  f  am  very  much  delighted  with  what  ii 
before  me,  and  very  thirsty  for  the  rest.  YoabsTe 
oaught  the  colours  as  if  you  had  been  in  the  raisbow, 
and  the  tone  of  the  East  is  perfect^  presmed;  « 
that***  and  its  author  must  be  somewhat  is  ike 
back-ground,  and  learn  that  it  requires  sosietkiif 
more  than  to  have  been  upon  the  hundi  ^  *  ^ 
medary  to  compose  a  good  oriental  story.  ^  ^"^  f'% 
you  have  changed  the  title  from  '  Persian  lUe.'  * 

**  I  suspect  you  have  written  a  devilirii  fiae  «*•• 
position,  and  I  rejoice  in  it  from  my  heart;  \ttx»x/t 
*  the  Douglas  and  the  Percy  both  together  are  cm- 
fident  against  a  workl  in  arms.'  1  hope  you  wn't  be 
affronted  at  my  looking  on  us  as  *bifdsofafeatker; 
though  on  whatever  subject  you  had  writtefl,  I  dioski 
have  been  very  happy  in  your  success. 

•*  There  is  a  simile  of  an  orange  tree's  *  fioiwn  sad 
fruite,'  whidi  I  should  have  liked  better,  if  I  dklool 
believe  it  to  be  a  reflection  on       *       ♦      * 

^Do  you  remember  Thurlow's  poem  to  Ss»- 
ITAeit  Rogers;'  and  that  d— d  supper  of  Rasdife'' 
that  ought  to  have  been  a  dumerf  'Ah,  IMer 
Shallow,  vre  have  heard  the  chimes  at  1  "  '  *'' 
Bat 

"  BIy  boat  to  on  the  diore. 
And  mj  bark  it  on  the  sea; 
fint.  before  I  go,  Tom  Moore, 
Here  «fl  a  doable  hMlth  to  thee  I 

**  Here 's  a  sigh  to  thoee  who  love  nr. 
And  a  MnUe  to  tboee  who  hate; 
And  whatereriky  '§  above  mc. 
Here  *s  II  heart  for  eveiy  dite. 
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**  Thoogli  tbe  ocean  roar  aroond  me. 
TetU  lUU  ihall  bear  me  on ; 
TlMMick  a  detert  tbonld  aurroond  me> 
It  bath  fpriags  that  may  be  won. 

**  Were  *t  the  last  drop  in  the  weU. 
As  1  gaspM  npon  the  brink, 
Bre  my  ftinting  spirit  fell, 
Tis  to  thee  that  I  would  drink, 

"  With  that  water,  as  this  wine,. 
The  libation  1  would  pour 
Should  be— peace  with  thine  and  mine. 
And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Moore. 

"  Tlus  shooJd  hare  been  written  fifteen  mooni  ago 
— 4he  first  stanza  was.  I  am  just  come  out  from  an 
konr's  swim  in  tbe  Adriatic;  and  1  write  to  you  with 
a  Us^-cyed  Venetian  girl  before  me,  reading  Boc- 

♦        ♦        ♦       ♦       ♦ 


**  Last  week  I  had  a  row  on  the  road  (I  came  up  to 
Ycoioe  from  my  casino,  a  few  miles  on  the  Paduan 
nad,  ibis  bleaaed  day,  to  bathe)  with  a  fellow  in  a 
cuiiage,  who  was  impudent  to  my  horse.  I  gave 
himaswiiiging  box  on  the  ear,  which  sent  him  to  the 
police,  who  dismissed  his  complaint  Witnesses  had 
seen  tbe  transaction.  He  first  shouted,  in  an  unseemly 
w^,  to  frighten  xaj  palfrey.  I  wheeled  round,  rode 
■p  10  Che  window,  and  asked  him  what  he  meant. 
Qe  grinoed^  and  said  some  foolery,  which  produced 
ham  an  JwiuMwImtA  g|ap  in  the  face,  to  his  utter  dis- 
eonliture.  Much  blasphemy  ensued,  and  some  me- 
saee,  wfaicfa  I  stopped  by  dismounting' and  opening 
the  caifiage  door,  and  intimating  an  intention  of  mend- 
isg  the  road  with  hu  immediate  remains,  if  he  did  not 
hold  his  tongue.    He  held  it. 

*'Moiik  Lewis  is  here — *  how  pleasant !'  *    He  is  a 
fcfy  good  fdlow,  and  vef^  much  yours.    So  is  Sam — 
so  is  erery  body— and,  amongst  the  number, 
"Yours  ever, 
"B. 

«P.8.  What  think  you  of  Manfred!''  *    *    * 


LETTER  CCXC. 

TO  MR  MDRRAY. 

«  La  Mln,  near  Venice,  July,  16th,  1817. 

**  I  bftTe  finished  (that  is,  written — the  file  comes 

aberwards)  ninety  and  eight  stanzas  of  the  Fourth 

Oufto,  which  I  mean  to  be  the  concluding  one.    It 

«il  probably  be  about  the  same  length  as  the  Third, 

being  already  of  the  dimensions  of  the  first  or  second 

I  GsBttMb     I  k)ok  upon  parts  of  it  as  very  good,  that  is, 

I  i  the  three  former  are  good,  but  this  we  shall  see; 

I  aad  at  any  rate,  good  or  not,  it  is  rather  a  dilTerent 

I  style  from  the  kst— less  metaphysisal — which,  at  any 

I  lale,  will  be  a  tariety.    I  sent  you  the  shaft  of  the 

-  eokonn  as  a  specimen  the  other  day,  t.  e,  the  first 

Haasa.    Soyoumay  be  thinking  of  its  arrival  towards 

I  aatmna*  whose  winds  will  not  be  the  only  ones  to  be 

j  raised,  if  so  6«  as  Aoto  that  it  is  ready  by  that  lime. 

'      <*  I  lent  Lewis,  who  is  at  Venice  (in  or  on  the  Ca< 

nalaccio,  the  Orand  Canal),  your  extracts  from  Lalla 

!  Bookh  aiKi  Bilanael,t  and,  out  of  contradiction,  it 

I      *  Am  annsion  (such  as  often  occurs  in  these  letters)  to 
^  anecdote  with  whkh  he  hud  been  amused, 
t  A  tragedy,  by  the  Bet.  Mr  Maturin. 


may  be,  he  Kkes  the  hut,  and  is  not  much  taken  with 
the  first,  of  these  perfbrmances.  Of  Manuel,  I  think, 
with  the  exception  of  a  few  capers,  it  is  as  heary  a 
nightmare  as  was  ever  bestrode  by  indigestion. 

"  Of  the  extracts  I  can  but  judge  as  extracts,  and  I 
prefer  the  *  Peri'  to  the '  Silver  Veil.'  He  seems  not 
so  much  at  home  in  his  versification  of  the  *  Silver 
Veil,'  and  a  little  embarrassed  with  his  horrors ;  but  the 
conception  of  the  character  of  the  impostor  is  fine,  and 
tbe  plan  of  great  scope  for  his  genius, — and  I  doubt 
not  that,  as  a  whole,  it  will  be  veiy  Arabesque  and 
beautiful. 

^  Your  late  epistle  is  not  the  most  abundant  in 
information,  and  has  not  yet  been  succeeded  by  any 
other;  so  that  I  know  nothing  of  your  own  con- 
cerns, or  of  any  concerns,  and  as  I  never  hear 
from  any  body  but  yourself  who  does  not  tell  me 
something  as  disagreeable  as  possible,  I  should  not 
be  sorry  to  hear  from  you  :  and  as  it  is  not  veiy  pro- 
bable,—if  I  can,  by  any  device  or  possible  arrange- 
ment with  regard  to  my  personal  afiairs,  so  arrange 
it, — that  I  shall  return  soon,  or  reside  ever  in  England, 
all  that  you  tell  me  will  be  all  I  shall  know  or  inquire 
after,  as  to  our  bebved  reahn  of  Grub-street,  and  the 
black  brethren  and  blue  sisterhood  of  that  extensive 
suburb  of  Baby  km.  Have  you  had  no  new  babe  of 
literature  sprung  up  to  replace  the  dead,  the  distant, 
the  tired,  and  the  retired?  no  prose,  no  verse,  no 
nothing  7" 

♦       *        ♦        ♦        ♦ 

LETTER  CCXCI. 


TO  ] 


MURRAY. 


•Venice.  Jidy20(h,18I7. 

"  I  write  to  give  yon  notice  that  1  have  completed 
the  fourth  axiduHimate  Canto  of  Childe  Harokl.  It 
consists  of  126  stanzas,  and  is  consequently  the  longest 
of  tbe  four.  It  is  yet  to  be  copied  and  polished ;  and 
the  notes  are  to  come,  of  which  it  will  require  more 
than  the  Mircf  Canto,  as  it  necessarily  treats  more 
of  works  of  art  than  of  nature.  It  shall  be  sent  to- 
wards autumn ; — and  now  for  our  barter.  What  do 
yon  bid  ?  eh  ?  you  sfiall  have  samples,  an'  it  so  please 
you  :  but  I  wish  to  know  what  I  am  to  expect  (as  the 
saying  is)  in  these  hard  times,  when  poetry  does  not 
let  for  half  its  value.  If  you  are  disposed  to  do  what 
Mrs  Wimfred  Jenkins  calls  *  the  handsome  thing,' 
I  may  perhaps  throw  you  some  odd  matters  to  the 
lotf—translations,  or  slight  originals ;  there  is  no  saying 
what  may  be  on  the  anvil  between  this  and  the  book- 
ing  season.  Recollect  that  it  is  the  last  Canto,  and 
completes  the  work  ;  whether  as  good  as  the  others, 
I  cannot  judge,  in  course— least  of  all  as  yet, — but  it 
shall  be  as  little  worse  as  I  can  help.  I  may,  per- 
liaps,  give  some  little  gossip  in  the  notes  as  to  the 
present  state  of  Italian  literati  and  literature,  being 
acquainted  with  some  of  their  capi — men  as  wdl  as 
books ;  but  this  depends  upon  my  humour  at  the  time. 
So,  now,  pronounce :  I  say  nothing. 

"  When  you  have  got  the  whole  four  Cantos,  j 
think  you  might  venture  on  an  edition  of  the  whole 
poem  in  quarto,  with  spare  copies  of  the  two  last  for 
the  purchasers  of  the  oki  edition  of  the  first  two. 
There  is  a  hint  for  you,  worthy  of  the  Row ;  and 
DOW,  perpend,  pronounce. 

35 
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^  I  bate  not  receif  ed  a  word  f ron  jou  of  the  fate 
of  '  Manfred'  or  *  Tasso/  whirii  seemfl  to  me  odd, 
whether  they  have  failed  or  succeeded. 

^  As  this  is  a  scrawl  of  business,  and  I  have  lately 
written  at  length  and  often  oo  other  subjects,  I  will 
only  add  that  I  am,  icc.*^ 

LETTER  CCXCII. 

TO  Mk  MURRAY. 

•  Ls  Hira.  nesr  Venice,  Aagaat  7th,  1817. 
**  Your  letter  of  the  18th,  and,  what  will  please 
you,  as  it  did  me,  the  parcel  sent  by  the  good  natured 
aid  and  abetment  of  Mr  Ooker,  are  arrived. — 
Messrs  Lewis  and  Hobhouse  are  here :  the  former 
in  the  same  house,  the  latter  a  few  hundred  yards 
distant. 

"  You  say  nothing  of  Manfred,  from  which  its  fail- 
ure may  be  inferred ;  but  I  think  it  odd  you  shoukl 
not  say  so  at  once.  I  know  nothing,,  and  hear  abso- 
hitely  nothing,  of  any  body  or  any  thing  in  England ; 
and  there  are  no  English  papers,  so  that  all  you  say 
will  be  news-^f  any  person,  or  thing,  or  things. 
I  am  at  present  very  anxious  about  Newstead,  and 
sorry  t,hat  Kinnaird  is  leaving  England  at  thismmute, 
though  I  do  not  tell  him  so,  and  would  rather  he 
shook!  hare  his  pleasure,  although  it  may  not  in  this 
instance  tend  to  my  profit. 

^  If  I  understand  rightly,  you  have  paid  into  Mor 
land's  IbOO  pounds :  as  the  agreement  in  the  paper  is 
two  thousand  guinetu,  there  will  remain  therefore 
tix  hundred  pounds,  and  not  five  hundred,  the  odd 
hundred  being  tlie  extra  to  make  up  the  specie.  Six 
hundred  and  thirty  pounds  will  bring  it  to  the  like  for 
Manfred  and  Tasso,  making  a  total  of  twelve  hundred 
and  thirty,  I  believe,  for  I  am  not  a  good  calculator. 
I  do  not  wish  to  press  you,  but  I  tell  you  fairly  that  it 
will  be  a  convenience  to  me  to  have  it  paid  aa  soon  as 
it  can  be  made  convenient  to  yourself. 

^The  new  and  last  Canto  is  190  stanzas  in  length ; 
and  may  be  made  mere  or  leas.  I  have  fixed  no 
price,  even  in  idea,  and  have  no  notion  of  what  it  may 
be  good  for.  There  are  no  metaphysics  in  it;  at 
least,  I  think  not.  Mr  Hobhouse  has  promised  me  a 
copy  of  Tbsso's  Will,  for  notes ;  and  (  have  some 
ourioos  things  to  say  about  Ferrara,  and  Parisina's 
story,  and  perhaps  a  farthing  candle's  worth  of  light 
upnn  the  present  state  of  Italian  literature.  I  shall 
hardly  be  ready  by  October ;  but  that  doa't  matter. 
I  have  all  to  copy  and  correct,  and  the  notes  to  write. 
*< I  do  not  know  whether  Scott  will  like  it;  but  I 
hare  called  him  the  '  Ariosto  of  the  North'  in  my 
test.    If  hi  tkouldnot,  »aif  eo  m  tim€, 

**  An  Italian  translation  of  'Oleaarvoo'  came  lately 
to  be  printed  at  Venice.  The  censor  (Sr  Petrotini) 
refused  to  sanction  the  publicatioa  till  he  had  seen  me 
on  the  subject  I  told  him  that  I  did  not  recognize 
the  slightest  relatioa  between  that  book  and  o^self ; 
but  that,  whatever  opinions  nugbt  be  upon  that  sub- 
ject, I  would  never  prevent  or  oppose  the  publication 
of  oi^  book,  ia  amp  kinguage,  on  my  own  private 
account ;  and  desired  htm  (against  his  inclination)  to 
permit  the  poor  transkitor  to  publish  his  labours.  It 
ia  going  forwards  in  consequence.  You  may  say  this, 
with  my  compliments,  lo  the  authoc 

"Yours.** 


LETT.EB   CCXCm. 

TO  ME  MURRAY. 

•Venice,  Angast  ]«k,18ll. 
^I  have  been  very  sorry  to  hear  of  the  death  of 
Madame  de  Stael,  not  only  because  she  had  been 
▼ery  kind  to  me  at  Copet,  but  because  now  I  can 
never  requite  her.  In  a  general  point  of  view,  she 
will  leave  a  great  gap  iq  society  and  Hteratore. 

**  With  regard  to  death,  I  doubt  that  we  have  aqy 
right  to  pity  the  dead  for  their  own  sakes. 

"  The  copies  of  Manfred  and  Tkisso  are  arrived, 
thanks  to  Mr  Croker's  cover.  You  have  destroyed 
the  whole  effect  and  moral  of  the  poem  by  omitting 
the  hist  line  of  Manfred's  speaking;  and  why  this  vfai 
done,  I  know  not.  Why  you  persist  in  saying  nothing 
of  the  thing  itself,  I  am  equally  at  a  hMS  to  coiqecture. 
If  it  is  for  fear  of  telling  me  something  disagreeable, 
you  are  wrong;  because  sooner  or  hifer  I  most  know 
it,  and  I  am  not  so  new,  nor  so  raw,  nor  so  inex- 
perienced, as  not  to  be  able  to  bear,  not  the  mere 
paltry,  petty  disappointments  of  authonhip>  but  things 
more  serious, — at  least  I  hope  so,  and  that  what  you 
may  think  irritability  is  merely  mechanical,  and  only 
acts  like  galvanism  on  a  dead  body,  or  Ae  mnscolar 
motion  which  survives  sensation. 

**  If  it  is  that  you  are  out  of  humour,  because  I 
wrote  to  you  a  sharp  letter,  reooDect  that  it  was  partly 
from  a  misconception  of  your  letter,  and  partly  be- 
cause you  did  a  thing  you  had  no  right  to  do  without 
c(msulting  me. 

^  I  hRve,  howerer,  heard  good  of  Manfred  from  two 
other  quarters,  and  from  men  who  would  not  be 
scrupulous  in  saying  what  they  thought,  or  what  iras 
said;  and  so  *good  morrow  to  you,  good  Master 
Lieutenant.' 

^  I  wrote  to  you  twioe  about  the  4th  Canto,  which 
you  win  answer  at  your  pleasure.  Mr  Hobhoose  and 
I  have  come  up  for  a  day  to  the  city ;  Mr  Lewis  is 
gone  to  England;  and  I  am 

"Youia.** 

LETTER  CCXCIV. 

TO   MR  MURRAY. 

•La  Mirsy  near  Venke,  AngoslSlst.  nOff. 
**  I  take  yon  at  your  word  aboat  Bfr  Hanaoa»  aad 
will  feel  obliged  if  you  will  90  to  bias,  aad  request 
Mr  Davies  also  to  visit  him  by  oy  desire,  and  repeat 
that  I  trust  that  neither  Mr  Rinnaird'a  abseaca  nor 
mine  will  prevent  his  taking  aU  proper  stepa  to  ac- 
celerate and  promote  the  sale  of  Newstead  aad  Roch- 
dale, upon  which  the  whole  of  oqr  fatore  pcrsooal 
comfort  depends.  It  is  impossible  for  am  lo  expreas 
how  orach  any  delays  upon  these  points  would  iacoa- 
▼enience  me;  and  1  do  not  kaow  a  greater  obligatioa 
that  can  be  conferred  upon  ase  than  the  preasiag  these 
things  upon  Hanson,  aad  making  him  act  aocordang 
to  my  wishes.  I  vrish  you  woald  ap€€dk  out,  at  least 
to  me,  and  tell  me  what  yoa  aHnde  to  by  your  ooU 
way  of  mentioning  him.  All  mysteries  at  such  a 
dirtaace  are  not  merely  tormenting  but  misnhiatwiw, 
and  may  be  prejudicial  to  my  interests;  so,  pnj  ea- 
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poond,  that  I  may  consult  with  Mr.  Kinnaird  when 
be  amres;  and  remember  that  I  prefer  the  most 
(fiagreeabie  certainties  to  hints  and  imiendoes.  The 
inH  take  ererj  body :  I  nerer  can  get  any  perron  to 
be  explicit  about  any  thing  or  any  body,  and  my 
vbole  fife  is  passed  in  conjectures  of  what  people 

ean:  you  aD  talk  in  the  style  of  C**  L**'snoTel8. 

**  It  ii  Dot  Mr  St  John,  but  Mr  St  Aubyn,  son  of 
9ir  John  St  Aubyn  Polidori  knows  hhn,  and  in- 
troduced him  to  me.  He  is  of  Oxford,  and  has  got  my 
pared.  The  doctor  will  ferret  him  out,  or  ought. 
Ik  pwoel  contains  many  letters,  some  of  Madame 
de  Siael's,  and  other  people's,  besides  MSS.,  &c. 
Bf — ,  yi  I  find  the  gentleman,  and  he  don't  find 
tbeparcd^  I  will  say  something  he  won't  like  to  hear. 

^Sw  want  a  *  civil  and  delicate  declension'  for 
the  Bcdical  tragedy  ?    Take  it— 

■  Dear  Doctor,  I  hare  read  year  play. 

Which  is  a  good  one  in  lis  way,— 
.   Pargei  the  eyes  and  moves  the  trawels, 

And  drenches  handkerchiefs  like  towels 

With  tears,  that,  in  a  flux  of  grief. 

Afford  hysterical  relief 

To  shattered  nerves  and  qnicken'd  pulses. 

Which  your  catiutrophe  convulses. 

*  I  like  your  moral  and  machinery ; 
Your  plot,  top.  has  such  scope  for  scenery ! 
To^:  dialogue  is  apt  and  smart ; 

The  play's  concoction  ftill  of  art ; 
Tour  hero  raves,  your  heroine  cries, 
I  All  stab,  and  every  body  dies. 

In  Aort,  your  tragedy  vionld  be 
The  very  thing  to  hear  and  see  : 
And  for  a  piece  of  publication, 
If  I  decline  on  this  occasion, 
It  is  not  that  I  an  not  sensible 
To  merits  in  themselves  ostensible, 
But-and  I  grieve  to  speak  it— plays 
Are  drugs— mere  drugs>  sir— now-a  dhys. 
I  had  a  heavy  loss  by '  Manuel,*— 
Too  lucky  if  it  prove  not  annual,— 
AadS  *  *,  with  his  'Orestes,' 
(Which,  by  the  by.  the  author's  best  is) 
Has  lain  so  very  long  ou  hand 
That  I  despair  of  all  demand. 
I  *ve  advertised,  but  see  my  books. 
Or  only  %r«tch  my  shopman's  looks;— 
Still  Ivaw.  Ina,  and  such  lumber, 
My  back-shop  glut,  my  shelves  encumber. 

*  There  *s  Byron  too,  who  once  did  better, 
Hm  sent  roe,  folded  in  a  letter, 
A  sort  of^t  's  no  more  a  drama 
Than  Damly,  Ivan,  or  Kehama ; 
80  alter'd  since  last  year  his  pen  is, 
I  think  he  '8  lost  his  wiU  at  Venice. 

#♦♦♦•• 
la  short,  nr,  what  with  one  and  t'other, 
I  dare  not  venture  on  another. 
I  write  in  basic ;  excuse  each  blunder ; 
The  coaches  through  the  street  so  thunder  f 
My  room  *s  so  full— we  've  Gilford  here 
Reading  HS.,  with  HookhamFrere, 
Pronouncing  on  the  nouns  and  particles 
Of  some  of  onr  forthcoming  Articles. 

«  The  Qoarteriy— Ah,  sir,  if  you 
Had  but  the  genius  to  review  !— 
A  imart  critique  upon  St.  Helena, 
Or  ifyou  only  would  but  tell  in  a 

Short  compass  what ^bot,  to  resiune  : 

As  I  was  saying,  sfar,  the  room— 
The  room 's  wo  ftill  of  wits  and  bords, 
Crsbbes,  Campbells,  Crokcrs,  Prcros  and  Wards, 
And  others,  neither  bards  nor  wits : 
My  humble  tenement  admits 
An  persons  in  tlie  dress  of  gent.. 
From  Mr  Hammond  to  Dog  Dent. 
•  A  pJirty  dines  with  roe  to  day, 
All  clever  men,  who  make  their  way : 


They  're  at  this  moment  in  discussion 
On  poor  De  Stall's  late  dissolution.  ^ 
Her  book,  thef  say,  was  in  advance- 
Pray  Heaven,  she  tell  the  truth  of  France ! 


'Thus  run  onr  time  and  tongues  away.— 
But,  to  return,  sir.  to  your  play  : 
Sorry,  sir,  but  I  can  not  deal. 
Unless  'twere  acted  by  O'NeiU 
My  hands  so  ftill,  my  head  so  busy, 
1  'm  almost  dead,  and  always  dizzy ; 
And  so,  with  endless  truth  and  huriy. 
Dear  Doctor,  I  am  yours, 

•JOHN  MURRAY. 


^  P.S.  I  've  done  the  fourth  and  last  Canto,  which 
amounts  to  133  stanzas.  I  desire  you  to  name  a  price; 
if  you  don't,  /  will ;  so  I  advise  you  in  time. 
*♦  Yours,  «ec. 
^  There  will  be  a  good  many  notes.'' 
Among  tho86  minor  misrepresentations  of  which  it 
was  Lord  Byron's  fate  to  be  the  victim,  advantage 
was,  at  this  time,  taken  of  his  professed  distate  to 
the  English,  to  accuse  him  of  acts  of  inhospitality, 
and  even  rudeness,  towards  some  of  his  fellow- 
countiymen.  How  far  different  was  his  treatment 
of  all  who  ever  visited  him,  many  grateful  testimonies 
might  be  collected  to  prove;  but  I  shall  here  content 
myself  with  selecting  a  few  extracts  from  an  account 
given  me  by  Mr  Henry  Joy  of  a  visit  which,  in  com- 
pany with  another  English  gentleman,  he  paid  to  the 
noble  poet  this  summer,  at  his  villa  on  the  banks  of 
the  Brenta.  After  mentioning  the  various  civilities 
they  had  experienced  from  Lord  Byron,  and,  among 
others,  his  having  requested  them  to  name  their  own 
day  for  dining  with  him,—**  We  availed  ourselves," 
says  Mr  Joy, "  of  this  considerate  courtesy  by  naming 
the  day  fixed  for  our  return  to  Padua,  when  our  route 
would  lead  us  to  his  door;  and  we  were  weteomed 
with  all  the  cordiality  which  was  to  be  expected  from 
80  friendly  a  bidding.  Such  traits  of  kindness  in  such 
a  man  deserve  to  be  recorded  on  account  of  the 
numerous  slandars  thrown  upon  him  by  some  of  the 
tribes  of  tourists,  who  resented  as  a  personal  affront 
his  resolution  to  avoid  their  hnpertincnt  inrOads  upon 
his  FCtirement.  So  far  from  any  appearance  of  indis- 
criminate aversion  to  his  countrymen,  his  inquiries 
about  his  friends  in  England  {quorum  pars  magna 
fuisti)  were  most  anxious  and  particular. 
♦         ♦         ♦         ♦         ♦ 

**  He  expressed  some  opinions,"  continues  ray 
informant,  ^  on  matters  of  taste,  which  cannot  fail  to 
interest  his  biographer.  He  contended  that  Sculp- 
ture, as  an  art,  was  vastly  superior  to  Painting;— a 
preference  which  is  strikingly  illustrated  by  the  fact 
that,  in  the  fourth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold,  he  gives 
the  most  elaborate  and  splendid  account  of  several 
statues,  and  none  of  any  pictures ;  although  Italy  is, 
emphatically,  the  hind  of  Painting,  and  her  best 
statues  are  derived  from  Greece.  By  the  way,  he 
told  us  that  there  were  more  objects  of  interest  in 
Rome  alone  than  in  aU  Greece  from  one  extremity  to 
the  other.  ♦  *  ♦  ♦  After  regaling  us  with  an 
!  exceQent  dinner  (in  which,  by  the  by,  a  very  English 
joint  of  roast  beef  showed  that  he  did  not  extend  his 
antipathies  to  all  John-Bullisms),  he  took  me  in  his 
carriage  some  miles  of  our  route  towards  Padiu, 
after  apok>gizing  to  my  fellow-traveller  for  the  sepa^ 
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ration,  on  the  score  of  his  anxietj  to  hear  all  be 
could  of  his  friends  in  England ;  and  I  quitted  hioi 
with  a  confirmed  impression  of  the  strong  ardour  and 
sincerity  of  his  attachment  to  those  by  whom  be  did 
not  fancy  himself  slighted  or  ill-treated." 

LETTER  CCXCV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"  Sept  4th,  1817. 
^  Your  letter  of  the  15th  has  conveyed  with  its 
contents  the  impression  of  a  seal,  to  which  the  '  Sa- 
racen's Head'  is  a  seraph,  and  the  *  Bull  and  Mouth' 
a  delicate  device.  1  knew  that  calumny  had  suf- 
licieotly  blackened  roe  of  later  days,  but  not  that  it 
had  given  the  features  as  well  as  complexion  of  a 
negro.  Poor  Augusta  is  not  less,  but  rather  more, 
shocked  than  myself,  and  says  *  people  seem  to  have 
lost  their  recollection  strangely*  when  they  engraved 
such  a  *  blackamoor.*  Pray  don't  seal  (at  least  to 
me)  with  such  a  caricature  of  the  human  numskull 
altogether;  and  if  you  don't  break  the  seal  cutter's 
head,  at  least  crack  his  hbel  (or  likeness,  if  it  should 
be  a  likeness)  of  mine. 

**  Mr.  Kinnaird  is  not  yet  arrived,  but  expected. 
He  has  lost  by  the  way  all  the  tooth-powder,  as  a 
letter  from  Spa  informs  me. 

^  By  Mr  Roae  I  received  safely,  though  tardily, 
magnesia  and  tooth-powder,  and*  *  *  *,  Why 
do  you  send  me  such  trash — worse  than  trash,  the 
Sublime  of  Mediocrity  ?  Thanks  for  Lalla,  however, 
which  is  good ;  and  thanks  for  the  Edinburgh  and 
Quarterly,  both  very  amusing  and  well- written.  Paris 
in  1815,  &c. — good.  Modem  Greece — good  for  no- 
thing; written  by  some  one  who  has  never  been 
there,  and  not  bemg  able  to  manage  the  Spenser 
stanza,  has  invented  a  thing  of  its  own,  consisting  of 
two  elegiac  stanzas,  a  heroic  line,  and  an  Alexan- 
drine,  twisted  on  a  string.  Besides,  why  *  modem?* 
You  may  say  modem  Greeks^  but  surely  Greece 
itself  is  rather  more  ancient  than  ever  it  was. — Now 
for  business. 

^  You  offer  1500  guineas  for  the  new  Canto:  I 
won't  take  it.  I  ask  two  thousand  five  hundred 
guineas  for  it,  which  you  will  either  give  or  not,  as 
you  think  proper.  It  concludes  the  poem,  and  con- 
sists of  144  stanzas.  The  notes  are  numerous,  and 
chiefly  vn'itten  by  Mr  Hobhouse,  whdse  researches 
have  been  indefatigable,  and  who.  I  will  venture  to 
say,  has  more  real  knowledge  of  Rome  and  its  en- 
virons than  any  Englishman  who  has  been  there 
since  Gibbon.  By  the  way,  to  prevent  any  mistakes, 
I  think  it  necessary  to  state  the  fact  that  he^  Mr 
Hobhouse,  has  no  interest  whatever  in  the  price  or 
profit  to  be  derived  from  the  copyright  of  either  poem 
or  notes  directly  or  indirectly ;  so  that  you  are  not  to 
suppose  that  it  is  by,  for,  or  through  him,  that  I  re- 
quire more  for  this  Canto  than  the  preceding. — ^No : 
but  if  Mr  Eustace  was  to  have  had  two  thousand  for 
a  poem  on  Education ;  if  Mr  Moore  is  to  have  three 
thousand  for  Lalla,  &c. ;  if  Mr  Campbell  is  to  have 
three  thousand  for  his  proae  on  poetry — I  don't  mean 
to  disparage  tliese  gentlemen  in  their  bbours— but  I 
ask  the  aforesaid  price  for  mine.  You  will  tell  me 
that  their  productions  are  considerably  longer :  very 
true,  and  when  they  shorten  them,  I  will  lengthen 


mine,  and  ask  less.  You  shall  submit  the  MS.  to 
Mr  Gifford,  and  any  other  two  gentlemen  to  be  named 
by  you  (Mr  Prere,  or  Mr  Croker,  or  whomever  yoo 
please,  except  such  feUows  as  your  *  *  s  and  *  *  s), 
and  if  they  pronounce  this  Canto  to  be  inferior  as  a 
whole  to  the  preceding,  I  will  not  appeal  from  their 
award,  but  bum  the  manuscript,  and  leave  things  u 
they  are. 

**  Yours  very  truly. 
^P.S.  In  answer  to  a  former  letter,  I  sent  you  a 
short  statement  of  what  I  thought  the  state  of  our 
present  copyright  account,  viz.,  six  hundred  powdt 
still  (or  ktely)  due  on  Childe  Harold,  and  six  hundred 
guineas,  Manfred  and  Tasso,  making  a  total  of 
twelve  hundred  and  thirty  pounds.  If  we  agree 
about  the  new  poem,  I  shall  take  the  liberty  to  re- 
serve the  choice  of  the  manner  in  which  it  should  be 
published,  viz.  a  quarto,  certes."        ♦       »      • 


LETTER  CCXCVI. 

•  TO  BfR  HOPPNER. 

•La  Blira. Sept.  mk.  1817.  i 
^  I  set  out  yesterday  morning  with  the  intention  of  | 
paying  my  respects,  and  availing  myself  of  yoor  per- 
mission to  walk  over  the  premises.*  On  airivisg  at 
Padua^  I  found  that  the  iftarch  of  the  Austrian  troops 
had  engrossed  so  many  horses.-f*  that  those  I  could 
procure  were  hardly  able  to  crawl;  and  their  weak- 
ness, together  with  the  prospect  of  findmg  none  at  all 
at  the  post-house  of  Monselice,  and  consequently 
either  not  arriving  that  day  at  Este,  or  so  late  at  to 
be  unable  to  return  home  the  same  evening,  induced 
me  to  turn  aside  in  a  second  viirit  to  Arqua,  instMd 
of  proceeding  onwards ;  and  even,  thus  I  hardly  got 
back  in  time. 

^  Next  week  I  shall  be  obliged  to  be  in  Venice  to 
meet  Lord  Kinnaird  and  his  brother,  who  are  ex- 
pected in  a  few  days.  And  this  interruption,  together 
with  that  occasioned  by  the  continued  march  of  tbe  j 
Austrians  for  the  next  few  days,  will  not  allow  me  to 
fix  any  precise  period  for  availmg  myself  of  your  kind- 
ness, though  I  should  wish  to  take  the  earliest  op- 
portunity. Perhaps,  if  absent,  you  vrill  have  tbe 
goodness  to  permit  one  of  your  servants  to  show  me 
the  grounds  and  houKc,  or  as  much  of  either  as  may 
be  convenient;  at  any  rate,  I  shall  take  tbe  fint  oc- 
casion possible  to  go  over,  and  regret  very  much  that 
I  vras  yesterday  prevented. 

^  I  have  the  honour  to  be  your  obliged,  &c'* 


*  A  coantry-honte  on  the  Enranean  MttM,  near  Site, 
wMch  Mr  Hoppner,  who  was  then  the  Enylbh  Coa^ 
General  at  Venice,  had  for  •onie  time  occupied,  and  ran 
Lord  Byron  afterwards  rented  of  him,  bat  never  re«UM 
in  it. 

t  So  ifTeat  was  the  demand  for  hones,  on  the  line  n 
march  of  the  Aoctriani ,  that  all  those  belongiof  to  V"*^ 
individaala  were  put  in  requidtion  fbr  their  we.  andLfrd 
Byroo  himself  received  an  order  to  send  his  for  U»  tvae 
purpose.  This,  however,  he  positively  refused  to  do,  addiaf . 
that  if  an  attempt  were  made  to  take  them  by  fores*  ^ 
would  shoot  them  throoch  the  head  in  the  middle  of  tbt 
road,  rather  than  submit  to  such  an  act  of  tyranny  *)P^  * 
foreisuer  who  was  merely  a  temporary  resideat  ia  tM 
country.  Whether  his  answer  was  ever  reported  tojaj 
higher  authorities  I  know  not ;  but  his  bones  were 
to  remain  unmolested  in  his  stables. 
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LETTER  OCXCVIL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

'*  Sept.  IStli,  1817. 
I  aMslow  Aslieet  for  oorrectioD,  if  erer  you  get  to 
UMXbcr  edition.  You  wiU  obserre  that  the  blaoder 
ki  printioK  makes  it  appear  as  if  the  Chateaa  was 
octr  St  Gtngo,  instead  of  being  on  the  opposite  shore 
of  the  Lake,  orer  Churens.  So,  separate  the  para- 
graphsy  otherwise  my  /opograpby  will  seem  as  inao- 
earate  as  your  l|rpography  on  this  occasion. 

*'Tbe  other  day  I  wrote  to  conrey  my  proposition 
with  regard  to  the  fourth  and  conduding  Canto.  I 
haTe  gone  over  and  extended  it  to  one  hundred  and 
ifty  staosas,  which  is  almost  as  long  as  the  two  first 
were  originally,  and  longer  by  itself  than  any  of  the 
— illii  poems  except  the  *  Corsair.'  Mr  Hobhouse 
has  made  some  very  valuable  and  accurate  notes  of 
eoosiderable  length,  and  you  may  be  sure  that  I  wfll 
do  for  the  text  all  that  I  can  lo  finish  with  decency. 
I  look  Qpon  Childe  Harold  as  my  best;  and  as  I  be- 
gan, I  think  of  oondudbg  with  it  But  I  make  no 
icaolatioos  on  that  head,  as  1  broke  my  former  inten- 
Ikm  with  regard  to  the  *  Corsair.'  However,  I  fear 
that  I  shall  never  do  better ;  and  yet,  not  being  thirty 
years  of  age,  for  some  moons  to  come,  one  ought  to  be 
progressive  as  far  as  intellect  goes  for  many  a  good 
year.  But  I  have  had  a  devilish  deal  of  tear  and  wear 
sf  niDd  and  body  in  my  time,  besides  having  pub- 
fahcd  too  often  and  much  already.  God  grant  me 
tone  judgment  to  do  what  may  be  most  fitting  in  that 
and  every  thing  else,  for  I  doubt  my  own  exceedingly. 

**  I  have  read  '  Lalla  Rookh,'  but  not  with  sufficient 
attentiooyet,  for  I  ride  about,  and  lounge,  and  ponder, 
and — two  or  three  other  things;  so  that  my  reading 
is  very  desultory,  and  not  so  attentive  as  it  used  to 
be.  I  am  very  glA<i  ^  ^^^^  o^  >^  popularity,  for 
Moore  is  a  very  noble  fellow  in  all  respects,  and  will 
edjoy  it  without  any  of  the  bad  feelings  which  success 
-l^ood  or  evil — sometimes  engenders  in  the  men  of 
ihyme.  Of  the  Poem  itself,  I  will  tell  you  my  opinion 
vrfaen  I  have  mastered  it :  I  say  of  the  Poem,  for  I 
don't  like  the  prose  at  all,  at  all;  and  in  the  mean- 
time, the  'Fire-worshippers'  is  the  best,  and  the 
*  Veded  Prophet'  the  front,  of  the  volume. 

*'  With  regard  to  poetry  in  general,  *  I  am  convhi' 
ced,  the  more  I  think  of  it,  that  he  and  all  of  us — 
Scott,  Southey>  Wordsworth,  Moore,  Campbell,  I, 
— are  all  in  the  wrong,  one  as  much  as  another ;  that 
vre  are  upon  a  wrong  revolutionary  poetical  system, 
or  systems,  not  worth  a  damn  in  itself,  and  from  which 
none  but  Rogers  and  Crabbe  are  free ;  and  that  the 
present  and  next  generations  will  finally  be  of  this 
opinion.  I  am  the  more  confirmed  in  tins  by  having 
btdy  gone  over  some  of  our  classics,  particularly 
Pope  whom  I  tried  in  this  way: — 1  took  Moore's 
poems  and  my  own  and  some  otherK,  and  went  over 
them  side  by  side  with  Pope's,  and  I  was  really  asto- 
oiriied  (I  ought  not  to  have  been  so)  and  mortified  at 

*  On  fUt  psTflsraph,  in  (he  MS.  copy  of  the  shove  letter, 
I  ted  tte  following  note,  in  the  handwriting  of  Mr  Oifford : 
"  There  Is  more  good  senfe,  and  feeling,  and  Judgment  in 
,  than  in  any  other  I  erer  read,  or  Lord  Byron 


the  ineffable  distance  in  pomt  of  sense,  learning, 
effect,  and  even  imagmation,  passion,  and  inven- 
Hon,  between  the  little  Queen  Anne's  man,  and  us  of 
the  Lower  Empire.  Depend  upon  it,  it  is  all  Horace 
then,  and  Claudian  now, among  us;  and  if  1  had  to 
begin  again,  I  wouM  mould  myself  accordingly. 
Crabbe's  the  man,  but  he  has  got  a  coarse  and  im- 
praticable  subject,  and  *  *  ^  is  retired  upon  half- 
pay,  and  has  done  enough,  unless  he  were  to  do  as 
he  did  formerly.** 

LETTER  CCXCVIU. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

*'  September  17th,  1817. 


**  Mr  Hobhouse  purposes  being  in  EngUnd  in  No- 
vember; he  will  bring  the  Fourth  Canto  with  him, 
notes  and  all ;  the  text  contains  one  hundred  and 
fifty  stanzas,  which  is  k>ng  for  that  measure. 

^  With  regard  to  the  *  Ariosto  of  the  North,'  surely 
their  themes,  chivalry,  war,  and  love,  were  as  like  as 
can  bo ;  and  as  to  the  compliment,  if  you  knew  what 
the  Italians  think  of  Ariosto,  you  would  not  hesitate 
about  that.  But  as  to  their  '  measures,'  you  forget 
that  Ariosto's  is  an  octave  stanza,  and  Scott's  any 
thing  but  a  stanza.  If  you  think  Scott  will  dislike  it, 
say  so,  and  I  will  expunge.  I  do  not  call  him  the 
*  Scotch  Ariosto,'  which  would  be  sad  provincial 
eulogy,  but  the  *  Ariosto  of  the  Norths*  meaning  of 
all  countries  that  are  not  the  South. 

♦  *  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

"  As  I  have  recently  troubled  you  rather  frequently, 
I  will  conclude,  repeating  that  I  am 

**  Yours  ever,  Sec." 


LETTER  CCXaX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  October  ttth,  1817. 
^  Mr  Khmah^  and  his  brother.  Lord  Kinnaird, 
have  been  here,  and  are  now  gone  again.  All  your 
missives  came,  except  the  tooth-powder,  of  which  I 
request  further  supplies,  at  all  convenient  opportuni- 
ties ;  as  also  of  magnesia  and  soda-powdeis,  both  great 
luxuries  here,  and  neither  to  be  bad  good,  or  indeed 

hardly  at  all  of  the  natives. 

«  *  *  •  •* 

^  In  *  *'s  Life,  I  perceive  an  attack  upon  the  then 
Committee  of  D.  L.  Theatre  for  acting  Bertram,  and 
an  attack  upon  Maturin's  Bertram  for  being  acted. 
Considering  all  things,  this  is  not  very  grateful  nor 
graceful  on  the  part  of  the  worthy  autobiographer; 
and  I  would  answer,  if  I  had  not  obliged  him.  Put- 
ting my  own  pains  to  forward  the  views  of  *  *  out 
of  the  question,  I  know  that  there  was  every  dispo- 
sition, on  the  part  of  the  Sub-Committee,  to  bring 
forward  any  production  of  his,  were  it  feasible.  The 
pby  he  offered,  though  poetical,  did  not  appear  at 
all  practicable,  and  Bertram  did;— and  hence  this 
kmg  tirade,  which  is  the  last  chapter  of  his  vagabond 
life. 

^As  for  Bertram,  Bfaturin  may  defend  his  own 
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begotten,  if  he  likes  it  weQ  enough ;  I  leave  the  Iriih 
dergyman  and  the  new  onUor  Henlej  lo  battle  it 
out  between  them,  satisfied  to  have  done  the  best  I 
oould  for  both,    I  may  say  this  to  pou,  who  know  it. 

¥  *  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

''Mr  *  *  may  console  himself  with  the  ferrom',— the 
ahuost  reh'gious  ferrour  of  his  and  W  *  **»  disci- 
ples, as  he  caQs  it.  If  he  means  that  as  any  proof  of 
their  merits,  I  will  find  him  as  much  '  ferrour'  in 
behalf  of  Richard  Brothers  and  Joanna  Southcote  as 
eTer  gathered  over  his  pages  or  round  his  fireside. 

4-  *  *  4  * 

**  My  answer  to  your  proposition  about  the  Fourth 
Canto  you  will  hare  receired,  and  I  await  yours ; — 
perhaps  we  may  not  agree.  I  have  since  written  a 
Poem  (of  84  octare  stanzas),  humorous,  in  or  after 
the  excellent  manner  of  Mr  Whistlecraft  (whom  I 
take  to  be  Frere),  on  a  Venitian  anecdote  which 
amused  me : — but  till  I  haye  your  answer,  I  can  say 
nothing  more  about  it. 

**  Mr  Hobhouse  does  not  return  to  Engkmd  in  No- 
Tember,  as  he  intended,  but  will  winter  here;  and 
as  he  is  to  conrey  the  poem,  or  poems, — for  there  may 
perhaps  be  more  than  the  two  mentioned  (which,  by 
the  way,  I  shall  not  perhaps  include  in  the  same 
publication  or  agreement),  1  shall  not  be  able  to  pub- 
lish so  soon  as  expected ; 'but  I  suppose  there  is  no 
harm  in  the  delay. 

I  hare  signed  and  sent  your  former  copyrightt  by 
Mr  Kinnaird,  but  not  the  rtcoipt,  because  the 
money  is  not  yet  paid.  Mr.  Kinnaird  has  a  power  of 
attorney  to  sign  for  me,  and  will,  when  necessary. 

"  Many  thanks  for  the  Edinburgh  Keriew,  which 
is  very  kind  about  Manfred,  and  defends  its  origina- 
lity, which  I  did  not  know  that  any  body  had  attack- 
ed. I  never  read,  and  do  not  know  that  1  erer  saw, 
the  *  Faustus  of  Mariow,'  and  had,  and  have,  no 
dramatic  works  by  me  in  English,  except  the  recent 
things  you  sent  mc ;  but  I  hrard  Mr  Lewis  translate 
▼erbally  some  scenes  of  Goethe**  Fauet  (which  were, 
some  good,  and  some  bad)  last  summer; — which  is 
aD  I  know  of  the  history  of  that  magical  personage ; 
and  as  to  the  germs  of  Manfred,  they  may  be  found 
in  the  Journal  which  I  sent  to  Mrs  Leigh  (part  of 
which  you  saw)  when  I  went  orer  first  the  Dent  de 
Jaman,  and  then  the  Wengen  or  Wengeberg  Alp 
and  Shddeck,  and  made  the  giro  of  the  Jungfrau, 
Shreckhom,  &c.  &c.  shortly  before  I  leftSwitxerland. 
Jaman,  the  whole  scene  of  Manfred  before  me  as  if 
it  was  but  yesterday,  and  could  point  it  out,  spot  by 
spot,  torrent  and  all. 

^  Of  the  Prometheus  of  ^Eschylus  I  was  passionate- 
ly  fond  as  a  boy  (it  was  one  of  the  Greek  plays  we 
read  thrice  a  year  at  Harrow)  ^— indeed  that  and  the 
*  Medea'  were  the  only  ones,  except  the'ScTen 
before  Thebes,'  which  ef er  much  pleased  me.  As 
to  the  *  Faustus  of  Marlow,'  I  neter  read,  noTer  saw, 
nor  heard  of  it— at  least,  thought  of  it,  except  that 
I  think  Mr  Gifibrd  mentioned,  in  a  note  of  his  which 
you  sent  me,  something  about  the  catastrophe ;  but 
not  as  baring  any  thing  to  do  with  mine,  which  may 
or  may  not  resemble  it,  for  any  thing  I  know. 

^Tbe  Prometheus,  if  not  exactly  in  my  pbm,  has 
always  been  so  much  in  my  head,  that  I  can  easily 
oonceire  iu  influence  orer  all  or  any  thing  that  I  have 


written; — but  I  deny  Marlow  and  his  progeny,  siad 
beg  that  you  will  do  the  same. 

**  If  you  can  send  me  the  paper  in  question,^  which 
the  Edinburgh  Review  mentions,  do.  The  review 
in  the  magazine  you  say  was  written  by  Wilson  ?  it 
had  all  the  air  of  being  a  poet's,  and  was  a  veiy  goc»d 
one.  The  Edinburgh  Review  I  take  to  be  Jeffhej's 
own  by  its  friendliness.  I  wonder  they  thought  it 
worth  while  to  do  so,  so  soon  after  the  former;  but  it 
was  evidently  with  a  good  motive. 

**  I  saw  Hoppner  the  other  day,  whose  oonnlry- 
house  at  Este  I  have  taken  for  two  years.  If  yoa 
come  out  next  summer,  let  me  know  in  tim^  Lore 
to  Gifibrd. 

**  Yours  ever  tni|j. 

*  Crabbe,  Malcolm,  Hamilton,  and  Ctasatrey, 
Are  all  partakers  of  my  pantry. 

These  two  lines  are  omitted  in  your  letter  to  the  doc- 
tor, after— 

"  All  clerer  men  who  make  their  way.* 
LETTER  CCC. 

TO  MR  MtTRRAT. 

«  Venice,  October  SM.  mf. 

^  Your  two  letters  are  before  me,  and  our  bar- 
gain is  so  far  concluded.  How  sorry  I  am  to  bear  that 
Gifibrd  is  unwell!  Pray  tell  me  he  is  better :  I  hope  it 
is  nothing  but  cold.  As  you  say  his  iUness  origiiiates  in 
cold,  I  trust  it  will  get  no  further. 

^  IVIr  Whistlecraft  has  no  greater  admirer  than  mf- 
self:  I  have  written  a  story  in  89  stanzas,  in  imitatioo 
of  him,  called  Btppo  (the  short  name  for  Giuseppe,  | 
that  is,  the  Joe  of  the  Italian  Joseph),  which  I  shftO  I 
throw  you  into  the  balance  of  the  Fourth  Canto,  to  he^  i 
you  round  to  your  money ;  but  you  perhaps  had  better  j 
publish  it  anonymously;  but  this  we  wiU  see  lo  i^  ; 
and  by. 

**  In  the  Notes  to  Canto  Fourth,  Bfr  Hobhouse  hfts 
pointed  out  several  errors  of  Gibbon.    Yen  a^y  ' 
depend  upon  H.'s  research  and  accuracy.    Yon  nay  I 
print  it  in  what  shape  you  please.  I 

**  With  regard  lo  a  future  bulge  EditioB,  yoa  bbj 
print  all,  or  any  thing,  except '  English  Uards/  lo  the 
republication  of  which  at  no  time  will  I  conseaL  I 
would  not  reprint  them  on  any  considenttion.  I  «loB't 
think  them  good  for  much ,  even  in  point  of  poetnr ;  and, 
as  to  other  things,  you  are  to  reooUect  that  I  gave  op 
the  lublication  on  account  of  the  Hollands,  and  I  dio 
not  think  that  any  time  or  circumstances  can  neutralise 
the  suppression.  Add  to  which,  that,  after  being  on 
terms  with  almost  all  the  bards  and  critics  of  the  day, 
it  would  be  savage  at  any  time,  but  wont  of  all  mmc, 
to  rerire  this  foolish  Lampoon. 


**  The  review  of  Manfred  came  very  safely,  and  I  j 
am  much  pleased  with  it.  It  is  odd  that  they  ■hoold  j 
say  (that  is,  somebody  in  a  magazine  whom  the  Edia* 

*  A  paper  in  the  Edinborgh  Magasiae.  in  wMok  it  wm 
snggetted  that  the  general  cooceptioa  of  MaaAvd,  aa4 
much  erf*  what  it  excellent  in  the  manner  of  Its  exeeatioa, 
bad  been  borrowed  from  *'  the  Tragical  HisCery  of  Dr 
Fnastas,*  of  Marlow. 
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bsgh  eontrorertt)  that  it  was  taken  from  Marlow'a 
FkiHl»  which  I  oeTer  read  nor  saw.  An  American, 
vfaa  came  the  other  day  from  Germany,  told  M.  Hoh- 
htme  that  Blanfred  was  taken  from  Goethe's  Faust. 
TW  derfl  may  take  hoth  the  Faustuses,  German  and 
Fsgfiih     I  hare  taken  neither. 

^  WS  yon  send  to  Hatu4m,  and  say  that  he  has 
not  written  since  9lth  September?— at  least  I  hate  had 
■9  letter  rinee,  to  my  great  surprise. 

**  WiH  you  desire  Messrs  Morland  to  send  out  what- 
ever additional  sums  have  or  m^y  be  paid  in  credit 
and  always,  to  their  Venice  oarrespon- 
It  is  two  months  ago  that  they  sent  me  out  an 
;  additional  credit  for  one  thousand  pounds.    I  was 
I  Tciy  glad  of  itf  but  I  don't  know  how  the  devil  it  came; 
I  for  I  can  only  make  out  600  of  Hanson's  payment,  and 
I  1  had  thought  the  other  500  came  from  yon ;  but  it  did 
■ot,  it  seems,  as,  by  yours  of  the  7th  instant,  you  have 
I  Qd!y  just  paid  the  /)230  balance. 
'     **  Mr  Kinnaird  is  on  his  way  home  with  the  assign- 
ments.    I  can  fix  no  time  for  the  arriral  of  Canto 
Frarth,  which  depends  on  the  journey  of  Mr  Hobhouae 
home;  and  I,  do  not  think  that  this  will  be  immediate. 
^  Yours  in  great  haste  and  very  truly, 

"B. 
**  P.  S.  Norlands  have  not  yet  written  to  my  bankers 
sppwung  the  payment  of  your  balances :  pray  desire 
them  to  do  so. 

''Ask  them  about  the  preotot(«thottsand--of  which 
I  know  &00  came  from  Hanson's — and  make  out  the 
other  600— chat  is»  wheoee  it  came." 

LETTER  CCCL 

TO  MR  MDRBAT. 

<*  Venice,  Norenber  IMh.  1817. 

I     ■'Mr  Kinnaird  has  probably  returned  to  EngUmd  by 

I  this  tiine,  and  will  have  conveyed  to  you  any  tidings 

I  you  may  wish  to  have  of  us  and  ours.    I  have  come 

back  to  Venioe  for  the  wmter.    Mr  Hobhouse  will 

pfobabfy  set  offin  December,  but  what  day  or  week, 

I  know  not.    He  is  my  opposite  neighbour  at  present. 

•*I  wrote  yesterday  in  some  perplexity,  and  no  very 

good  fansnonr,  to  Mr  Kinnaird,  to  inform  me  about 

Newstead  and  the  Hansons,  of  which  and  whom  I  hear 

nothing  smoe  his  departure  from  this  place,  except  in 

afnr  unintelligible  words  from  an  unintelligible  woman. 

**  I  am  as  sorry  to  hear  of  Dr  Polidori's  accident  as 

one  can  be  lor  a  person  for  whom  one  has  a  dislike, 

and  something  of  contempt.    When  he  gets  well,  tell 

me,  and  how  begets  on  in  thesickKne.    PoorfeUow  1 

he  to  fix  there? 


«  I  fcar  tbe  Doctor's  skill  at  Norwich 
WIU  kardly  mil  the  Doctor's  porridge. 

:  Mfthnnght  he  was  going  'to  the  Brazils  to  give  the 
Portogoese  physic  (of  which  they  are  fond  to  despera- 
tion) with  the  Danish  consul. 

*  «  *  «  * 
*<  Your  new  Canto  has  expanded  to  one  hundred 
and  sixty-seven  stanxas.  1 1  will  be  long,  you  see ;  and 
as  for  the  notes  by  Hobhouse,  I  suspect  they  will  be 
of  the  berok  sise.  You  must  keep  Mr  «  *  in  good- 
bomour,  for  he  is  devilish  touchy  yet  about  your  Re- 

;  riew  and  all  which  it  mherits,  including  the  editor,  the 


Admiralty,  and  its  bookseller,  f  used  to  think  that 
I  was  a  good  deal  of  an  author  in  amour  propre  and 
noii  me  tangors ;  but  these  prose  feUows  are  worst, 
after  all,  about  their  little  coaiforts. 

**  Do  you  remember  my  mentioning,  some  months 
ago,  the  Marquis  Moncada— a  Spaniard  of  distinction 
and  fourscore  years,  my  summer  neighbour  at  La 
Mira?  WeD,  about  six  weeks  ago,  he  feU  in  k>ve 
with  a  Venetian  girl  of  family,  and  no  fortune  or  cha- 
racter ;  took  her  into  his  mansion ;  quarrelled  with  all 
his  former  friends  for  giring  him  aidvice  (except  me 
who  gave  him  none),  and  installed  her  present  concu- 
bine and  future  vrife  and  mistress  of  himself  and  fur- 
niture. At  the  end  of  a  month,  in  which  she  demeaned 
herself  as  ill  as  possible,  he  found  out  a  oorrespondenee 
between  her  and  some  former  keeper,  and  after  neariy 
strangling,  turned  hei^  out  of  the  house,  to  the  great 
scandal  of  the  ketiping  part  of  the  town,  and  with  a 
prodigious  ^lat,  which  has  occupied  aH  the  canals 
and  coffee-houses  in  Venice.  He  said  she  wanted  to 
poison  him;  and  she  says— Qod  knows  what;  but 
between  them  they  have  made  a  great  deal  of  noise. 
I  know  a  little  of  both  the  parties  :  Moncada  seemed 
a  veiy  sensible  old  man,  a  character  which  he  has  not 
quite  kept  up  on  this  occasion;  and  the  woman  is 
rather  shoWy  than  pretty.  For  the  honour  of  religion, 
she  was  bred  in  a  convent,  and  for  the  credit  of  Great 
Britain,  taught  by  an  Englishwoman. 

"Yours,  fee" 


LETTER  CCCn. 

TO  BCR  MURRAY. 

*«  Venice,  Decenber  3d.  1817. 

**  A  Venetian  lady,  learned  and  somewhat  stricken 
ia  years,  having,  in  her  intervab  of  k>ve  and  devotion, 
taken  upon  her  to  translate  the  Letters  and  write  the 
Life  of  Lady  Bfary  Wortley  Montague, — to  which 
undertaking  there  are  two  obstacles,  firstly,  ignorance 
of  ElngliMh,  and,  secondly,  a  total  dearth  of  information 
on  the  subject  of  her  projected  biography, — has  applied 
to  me  for  foots  or  falsities  upon  this  promismg  project. 
Lady  Montague  lived  the  last  twenty  or  mere  years  of 
her  life  in  or  near  Venice,  I  believe;  but  here  they 
know  nothingf  and  remember  nothing,  for  the  story  of 
to-day  is  succeeded  by  the  scandal  of  to-naorrow;  and 
the  wit,  and  beauty,  and  gaOantry,  which  miglU  ren- 
der your  countrywoman  notorious  in  her  own  country, 
must  have  been  here  no  great  distinction — because 
the  first  is  in  no  request,  and  the  two  latter  are  common 
to  an  women,  or  at  least  the  last  of  them.  If  you  can 
therefore  teQ  me  any  thing,  or  get  any  thing  told,  of 
Lady  Wortley  Montague,  I  shall  take  it  as  a  fovour, 
and  win  transfer  and  translate  it  to  the  '  Dama'  in 
question.  And  I  pray  you  besides  to  send  me,  by 
some  quick  and  safe  voyager,  the  edition  of  her  Let- 
ters, and  the  stupid  Life,  by  l>r  DaUawaif^  published 
by  her  proud  and  foolish  fomily. 

"  The  death  of  the  Princess  Charlotte  has  been  a 
shock  even  here,  and  must  have  been  an  earthquake 
at  home.  The  Courier's  list  of  some  three  hundred  heirs 
to  the  crown  (including  the  house  of  Wirtemberg.  with 
that  *  *  *,  P— ,  of  disreputable  memory,  whom  I  re- 
member seeing  at  various  baUs  during  the  visit  of  the 
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Muflcoritet,  8cc  in  1814)  must  be  Tery  oonnolatoiy  to 
all  true  lieget,  as  well  as  foreignera,  except  Signor 
TraTis,  a  rich  Jew  merchant  of  this  city,  who  com- 
plains grieroosly  of  the  length  of  British  mourning, 
which  has  coantermanded  all  the  silks  which  he  was 
on  the  point  of  transmitting,  for  a  year  to  come.  The 
death  of  this  poor  girl  is  melancholy  in  every  respect, 
dying  at  twenty  or  so,  in  chiIdbed~of  a  boy  too,  a  pre- 
sent princess  and  future  queen,  and  just  as  she  Inigan 
to  be  happy,  and  to  enjoy  herself  and  the  hopes  which 
•he  inspired.    *      *      ♦     ♦      ♦ 

**  I  think,  as  far  as  I  can  recollect,  she  is  the  first 
royal  defunct  in  childbed  upon  record  in  our  history. 
I  feel  sorry  in  every  respect— for  the  loss  of  a  female 
reign,  and  a  woman  hitherto  harmless ;  and  all  the 
lost  rejoicings,  and  addreHses,  and  drunkenness,  and 
disbursements,  of  John  Bull  on  the  occasion.  *    *    * 

**  The  Prince  will  marry  again,  after  divorcing  his 
wife,  and  Mr  Southey  will  write  an  elegy  now,  and 
an  ode  then;  the  Quarterly  will  have  an  article 
against  the  press,  and  the  Edinburgh  an  article,  haff 
and  haff,  about  reform  and  right  of  divorce;  *  * 
the  British  will  give  you  Dr  Chalmers's  funeral  ser- 
mon much  commended,  with  a  place  in  the  stars  for 
deceased  royalty ;  and  the  Morning  Post  will  have 
already  yelled  forth  its  'syllables  of  dolour.* 

'  Woe,  woe,  Nealliny  t^the  young  Neslliny  I* 

^  It  is  some  time  since  I  have  heard  from  you :  are 
you  in  bad  humour?  I  suppose  so.  I  have  been  so 
myself,  and  it  is  your  turn  now,  and  by  and  by  mine 
will  come  round  again. 

"  Yours  truly, 

«B. 

**  P.S.  Countess  Albrizzi,  come  back  from  Paris, 
has  brought  me  a  medal  of  Denon,  a  present  from 
himself  to  me,  and  a  likeness  of  Mr  Rogers  (belonging 
to  her),  by  Denon  also.** 

LETTER  ccan. 

TO  MB  HOPPNBR. 

"  Venice.  December  I5th.  1817. 

**  I  shouM  have  thanked  you  before,  for  your  favour 
a  few  days  ago,  had  1  not  been  in  the  intention  of 
paying  my  respects,  personally,  this  evening,  from 
which  I  am  deterred  by  the  recollection  that  you  will 
probably  be  at  the  Count  Ooess's  this  evening,  which 
has  made  me  postpone  my  intrusion. 

^  I  think  your  Elegy  a  remarkably  good  one,  not 
only  as  a  composition,  but  both  the  politics  and  poetry 
contain  a  for  greater  portion  of  truth  and  generosity 
than  belongs  to  the  times,  or  to  the  professors  of 
these  opposite  pursuits,  which  usually  agree  only  in 
one  point,  as  extremes  meet.  I  do  not  know  whether 
you  wished  me  to  retain  the  copy,  but  I  shall  retain 
it  tin  you  tell  me  otherwise;  and  am  very  much 
obliged  by  the  perusal. 

**  My  own  sentunents  on  Venice,  &c.  such  as  they 
are,  I  had  already  thrown  into  verse  last  summer,  in 
the  Fourth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold,  now  in  prepara- 
tion for  the  press;  and  I  think  much  more  highly  of 
them,  for  bdng  in  ooincidenoe  with  yours. 

**  Believe  me  yours,  &&" 


LETTER  CCCIV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

**  Venice,  Jsnnsiy  8tk,1818. 
'  My  dear  Mr  Vnmy, 
Yon  *re  in  a  damn'd  harry 

To  set  up  this  alt  iamte  Caato  i 
Bat  (iftbey  don*t  rob  at) 
You  'U  see  Mr  HobhooM 
WiU  bring  it  safe  in  his  I 


'  For  the  Joamal  yoa  liiat  of. 
As  ready  to  print  off. 

No  doobt  yoa  do  right  to  ooamettd  it| 
Bat  as  yet  I  have  writ  oiT 
The  devil  a  bit  of 

Oar  'Beppo;*— when  copied,  I  'IlieBd 


4. 

«  Then  yoa  'to  •  •  ♦*«  Tour^- 
No  great  things,  to  be  sare.— 

You  could  hardly  begin  y(Kh  a  ieaiiroiki 
For  the  pompous  rascallion. 
Who  don't  speak  Italian 

Nor  French,  mast  liave  scribbled  by  gse»voiL 


'  Ton  can  sMke  any  loss  np 
With  'Spence'  and  his  gossip, 

A  worii  which  mast  sorely  soceeed; 
Then  Queen  Mary's  Epistle-craft. 
With  the  new  '  Fytte'  of  •  Whistlwraft,' 

Most  mske  people  pnrcbase  and  read. 


'  Then  yoa  *ve  General  Oordon. 
Who  girded  his  sword  on. 

To  serve  with  a  Mnscovite 
And  hsip  him  to  polish 
A  nation  so  owlish. 

They  thought  shaving  their  beards  a 


'  For  the  man,  *  poor  and  Mkrtmdi*^ 
With  whom  yoa  'd  conclude 

A  cotnpact  without  more  delay. 
Perhaps  some  soch  pen  is 
Still  extant  in  Venice; 

Bat  please,  sir,  to  meatkNi  yssr  psg  ' 


LETTER  CCCV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•  Venice,  Janaary  Mb,  mi. 

«<I  send  you  the  Storyf  in  three  other  WP*^ 
covers.  It  won't  do  for  your  Journal,  beinc  <ull " 
political  allusions.  Prmt  alone,  witkotU  namt; 
alter  nothing;  get  a  scholar  to  see  that  the  Itahtm 
phra9€9  are  correctly  published  (your  printiof,  ^7 
the  way,  always  makes  me  iU  with  its  etensl  bhiB- 
ders,  whioh  are  incessant),  and  Ood  q»eed  yoa. 
Hobhouse  left  Venice  a  fortnight  ago,  saving  two 
days.    I  have  heard  nothing  of  or  from  him. 

••Yours,  to. 

"*■  He  has  the  whole  of  the  MSS.;  so  put  up  pnueo 
in  your  back  shop,  or  in  the  printer's  *  ChapeL'* 

♦"  Vide  yonr  letter." 
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LETTER  CCCVI. 


TO  MR  MURRAY. 


•^  Venice,  Janaary  S7Ui,  1818. 
''My  Cftlher— that  is,  my  Armenian  father,  Padre 
Pktqoalr— in  the  name  of  all  the  other  fathers  of  our 
CoBTent,  sends  you  the  enclosed,  meeting. 

**  Inasmuch  as  it  has  pleased  the  translators 'of  the 

long-lost  and  lately-found  portions  of  the  text  of  Eu- 

aebhis  to  put  forth  the  enclosed  prospectus,  of  which 

I  teod  six  copies,  you  are  hereby  implored  to  obtain 

-  subscribers  m  the  two  UniTersities,  and  among  the 

,  learned,  and  the  unlearned  who  would  unlearn  their 

:  ^nonnee.—This  thejf  (the  Conyent)  request,  I  re* 

,  quest,  and  do  you  request. 

j     **  I  sent  you  Beppo  some  weeks  agone.    You  must 

pubGsh  it  alone;  it  has  politics  and  ferocity,  and 

won't  do  for  your  isthmus  of  a  Journal. 

!     **  Mr  Hqbhouse,  if  the  Alps  have  not  broken  his 

neck,  is,  or  ought  to  be,  swimming  with  my  con^pen- 

tariea  and  his  own  coat  of  mail  in  his  teeth  and  right 

:  hand,  in  a  eork  jacket,  between  Calais  and  Dover. 

I     **  It  18  the  height  of  the  Camiyal,  and  I  am  in  the 

<  extreme  and  agonies  of  a  new  intrigue  with  I  don't 

j  exaetljr  know  whom  or  what,  except  that  she  is  insa- 

1  ikle  of  bTe,  and  won't  take  money,  and  has  light 

I  hair  and  bhie  eyes,  which  are  npt  common  here,  and 

'  tint  I  met  her  at  the  Masque,  and  that  when  her 

,  Buk  is  off,  I  am  as  wise  as  ever.    I  shall  make  what 

;  I  can  of  tbe  remainder  of  my  youth.^      *       «       * 


LETTER  CCCVII. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Venice.  Febmary  2d.  1818. 

*<  Your  Ifltter  of  Dec'.  8th  arrired  but  this  day,  by 
some  delay,  conunon  but  inexplicable.  Your  domes- 
tie  oaloLmity  is  Tery  grieTous,  and  I  feel  with  you  as 
noeh  as  I  dare  feel  at  all.  Throughout  life,  your 
loss  must  be  my  loss,  and  your  gain  my  gain ;  and, 
though  my  heart  may  ebb,  there  will  always  be  a 
drop  for  you  among  the  dregs. 

**  I  know  how  to  feel  with  ypu,  because  (selfishness 
beiog  always  the  substratum  of  our  damnable  day)  J 
am  quite  wrapt  up  in  my  own  children.  Besides  my 
little  legitimate,  I  have  made  unto  myself  an  t/legiti- 
nate  since  (to  say  nothing  of  one  before*),  and  I 
knk  forward  to  one  of  these  as  the  pillar  of  my  okl 
age,  supposing'  that  I  ever  reach — which  I  hope  I 
nerer  stmll— that  desolating  period.  1  hare  a  great 
tore  for  my  little  Ada,  though  perhaps  she  may  tor- 
ture me,  like      ♦       **♦•** 

**  Your  offered  address  will  be  as  acceptable  as  you 
can  wish*  I  don't  much  care  what  the  wretches  of 
die  world  think  of  me— all  iAafs  past.  But  I  care  a 
good  deal  what  you  think  of  me,  and,  so,  say  what 
you  like.  You  know  that  I  am  not  sullen;  and,  as 
to  being  $avage,  such  things  depend  on  circuno- 
stances.  However,  as  to  being  in  good-humour  in 
gmtr  society,  there  is  no  great  merit  in  that,  because 

*  Tliis  possibly  mtiy  hare  been  the  sabiect  of  the  Poem 
given  ia  poge  37  of  the  First  Part. 


it  wouki  be  an  effort,  or  an  insanity,  to  be  otherwise.    | 

^  I  don't  know  what  Murray  may  have  been  saying 
or  quoting/  I  called  Crabbe  and  Sam  the  fathers  of 
present  Poesy;  and  said  that  I  thought — except 
them — eUl  of  *us  youth*  were  on  a  wrong  tack. 
But  I  never  said  that  we  did  not  sail  well.  Our  fame 
will  be  hurt  by  admiration  and  imitation.  When 
•^I  My  our,  I  mean  all  (Lakers  included),  except  the 
pl^^tscript  of  the  Augustans.  The  next  generation 
(from  the  quantity  and  facility  of  imitation)  will  tum- 
ble and  break  their  necks  off  our  Pegasus,  who  runs 
away  with  us ;  but  we  keep  the  saddle,  because  we 
broke  the  rascal  and  can  ride.  But  though  easy  to 
mount,  he  js  the  devil  to  guide ;  and  the  next  fellows 
must  go  back  to  the  riding-school  and  the  man^e, 
and  learn  to  ride  the  'great  horse.' 

**  Talking  of  horses,  by  the  way,  I  have  transported 
my  own,  four  in  number,  to  the  Lido  {beach,  in  Eng- 
lish), a  strip  of  some  ten  miles  albng  the  Adriatic,  a 
mile  or  two  from  the  city ;  so  that  I  not  only  get  a 
row  in  my  gondola,  but  a  spanking  gallop  of  some 
miles  daily *dong  a  firm  and  solitary  beach,  from  the 
fortress  to  Malamocco,  the  which  contributes  consi- 
derably to  my  health  and  spirits. 

**  1  have  hardly  had  a  wink  of  sleep  this  week  past. 
We  are  in  the  agonies  of  the  Carnival's  last  days, 
^nd  I  must  be  up  all  night  agaiq,  as  well  as  to- 
morrow. I  have  had  some  curious  masking  adven- 
tures this  Carnival,  but,  as  they  are  not  yet  over,  I 
shall  not  say  on.  I  will  work  the  mine  of  my  youtli 
to  he  last  veins  of  the  ore,  and  then — good  night.  I 
have  lived,  and  am  content. 

^  Hobhouse  went  away  before  the  Carnival  began, 
90  that  he  had  little  or  no  fun.  Besides,  it  requires 
some  time  to  be  thoroughgoing  with  the  Venetians ; 

but  of  all  this  anon,  in  some  odier  letter.         *       " 

♦         ♦         ♦         ♦         ♦ 

**  J  must  dress  for  the  evening.  There  is  an  opera 
and  ridotto,  and  I  know  not  what,  besides  balls ;  and 
so,  ever  and  ever  yours, 

"B. 

^  P.S.  I  send  this  without  revision,  so  excuse  er- 
rors. I  delight  in  the  fiime  and  fortune  of  Lalla,  and 
again  congratulate  you  on  your  well-merited  success." 

Of  his  daily  rides  on  the  Lido,  which  he  mentions 
in  this  letter,  the  following  account,  by  a  gentleman 
who  lived  a  good  deal  with  him  at  Venice,  will  be 
found  not  a  little  interesting : — 

^  Ahnost  immediately  after  Mr  Hobhouse's  depar- 
ture. Lord  Byron  proposed  to  me  to  accompany  him 
in  his  rides  on  the  Lido.  One  of  the  long  narrow  is- 
lands which  separate  the  Lagune,  in  the  midst  of 
which  Venice  stands,  from  the  Adriatic,  is  more  pai^ 

*  Having  leen  by  accident  the  psisage  in  one  of  hit  .ot- 
ters to  Mr  Mnrmy,  in  which  he  denouncei,  as  falie  and 
worthloM,  the  poetical  system  on  which  the  greater  norober 
ofhiscotemporaries,  as  well  as  himself,  founded  their  re- 
patation,  I  took  an  opportunity,  in  (he  next  letter  I  wrote 
to  him,  of  jesting  a  little  on  this  opinion  and  his  motives 
for  it.  It  was,  no  doubt  (I  ventured  to  say),  excellent 
policy  in  him,  who  had  made  sure  of  his  own  immortality 
in  this  stylo  of  writing,  thus  to  throw  overbonrd  all  us, 
poor  devils,  who  were  emlMriied  with  him  Me  was  in 
Act,  I  added,  behaving  towards  us  much  in  the  manner  of 
the  methodist  preacher  who  said  to  his  cougreBaiion, 
"You  may  think,  at  the  Last  Day.  to  get  to  heaven  by 
laying  hold  on  my  skirts;  but  1  il  cheat  you  all,  for  I  '11 
wear  a  spencer.  I  'U  wear  a  spencer  I" 
36 
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ticalariy  diitiiiguitbed  by  thii  name.  At  one  ex* 
trenuty  is  a  fortification,  which,  with  the  Castle  of 
St  Andrea  oo  an  island  on  the  opposite  side,  defends 
the  nearest  entrance  to  the  city  from  the  sea.  In 
times  of  peace  this  fortification  is  ahnost  dismantled, 
and  Lord  ^yron  had  hired  here  of  the  Commandant 
an  unoccupied  stable,  where  he  kept  his  horses.  The 
distance  from  the  cit/  was  not  rery  considerable;  it 
was  much  less  than  to  the  Terra  Firma,  and,  as  far 
as  it  went,  the  spot  was  not  ineligible  for  riding. 

**  Erefy  day  that  the  weather  would  permjt.  Lord 
Byron  called  for  me  in  his  gondola,  and  we  found  the 
horses  waiting  for  us  outside  of  the  fort.  We  rode  as 
far  as  we  could  along  the  seashore,  and  then  on  a 
khid  of  dyke,  or  embankment,  which  had  been  raised 
where  the  island  was  very  narrow,  as  far  as  another 
small  fort  about  half  way  between  the  principal  one 
which  I  have  already  mentioned,  and  the  town  or 
village  of  Malamocco,  which  is  near  the  other  extre- 
mity of  the  island,— the  distance  between  the  two 
forts  being  about  three  miles. 

^On  the  land  side  of  the  embankmAit,  not  far 
from  the  smaller  fort,  was  a  boundary  stone,  which 
probably  marked  some  division  of  property,— oU  the 
side  of  the  island  nearest  the  Lagune  being  divided 
into  gardens  for  the  cultivation  of  vegetables  for  the 
Venetian  markq^s.  At  the  foot  of  this  stone  Lord 
Byron  repeatedly  told  me  that  I  should  Ause  him  to 
be  interred,  if  he  should  die  in  Venice,  or  its  neigh- 
bourhood, during  my  residence  there ;  and  he  ap- 
peared to  think,  as  he  was  not  a  Catholic,  that,  on 
the  part  of  the  government,  there  could  be  no  obsta- 
cle to  his  interment  in  aif  unhallowed  spot  of  ground 
by  the  seaside.  At  aH  events,  I  was  to  overcome 
whatever  difficulties  might  be  raised  on  this  account 
I  waii,  by  no  means,  he  repeatedly  tiid  me,  to  allow 
his  body  to  be  removed  to  England,  nor  permit  any  of 
his  family  to  inlerlere  with  his  funeral. 

**  Nothing  could  be  more  delightful  than  these 
rides  on  the  Lido  were  to  me.  We  were  from  half 
to  tlurce  quarters  of  an  hour  crossing  the  water, 
during  which,  his  conversation  was  always  most 
amusing  and  interesting.  Sometimes  he  would  bring 
with  him  any  new  book  he  had  received,  and  read  to 
me  the  passages  which  moitt  struck  him.  Often  be 
would  repeat  to  me  whole  stanzas  of  the  Poems  he 
was  engaged  in  writing,  as  he  had  composed  thfem  on 
the  preceding  evening ;  and  this  was  the  more  inte- 
resting to  me,  because  I  could  frequently  trace  in 
them  some  idea  which  he  had  started  in  our  con- 
versation of  the  preceding  day,  or  some  remark,  the 
effect  of  which  he  had  been  evidently  trying  upon 
me.  Occasionally  too,  he  spoke  of  his  own  affairs, 
making  me  repeat  all  I  had  heard  with  regard  to 
him,  and  desiring  that  I  would  not  spare  him,  but 
let  him  know  the  worst  that  was  said." 


LETTER  CCCVm. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"  Venice.  Feb.  SBOi,  1818. 

*'Ihave  to  thank  Mr  Croker  for  the  arrival,  and 

you  for  the  contents,  of  the  parcel  which  came  last 

week,  much  quicker  than  any  before,  owmg  to  Mr 

Croker's  kind  attention  and  the  official  exterior  of  the 


bags;  and  all  safe,  except  much  friction  amongst 
the  magnesia,  of  which  only  two  bottles  came  en- 
tire; but  it  is  aO  very  well^  and  I  am  exceedinglj 
obliged  to  you. 

^  The  books  I  have  read,  or  rather  am  reading. 
Pray,  who  may  be  the  Sexagenarian,  whose  gowip 
is  very  amusing?  Matly  of  his  sketohes  I  recognise, 
particularly  Gifibrd,  Mackintosh,  Drummood,  lis- 
tens, U.  Walpole,  Mrs  Inchbald,  Opie,  &c.  with  the 
Scolts  Loughborough,  an^  most  of  the  divines  and 
lawyers,  besides  a  Ciw  shorter  hints  of  authors,  and 
a  few  lin^ about  a  certain  'noble  author ,*  rhnrac 
tcrised  as  malignant  and  sceptical,  according  to  the 
good  oiil  story,  *  as  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now,  hnt 
noi  always  shall  be :'  do  you  know  such  a  person. 
Master  Murray  ?  eh  ? — And  pray,  of  the  bookseUerv, 
which  be  you?  the  dry,  the  dirty,  the  honest,  the 
opulent,  the  finical,  the  splendid,  or  the  coxcomb 
bookseller?  Stap  my  titals,  but  the  author  grows 
scurrilous  in  his  grand  climacteric ! 

**  I  remember  to  have  seen  Ponon  at  Ounhridge,  in 
the^all  of  our  college,  and  in  private  parties,  bat  not 
frequently ;  and  I  never  cari*  recollect  him  except  as 
drunk  or  brutal,  and  generally- both :  I  mean  in  an 
evening,  for  in  the  hall,  he  dined  at  the  Dean's  table, 
and  I  al  the  Vicemaster's,  so  that  I  was  not  nenr 
him;  and  he  then  and  there  appeared  sober  in  his  de- 
meanour, nor  did  I  ever  hear  of  excess  or  outrage  oo 
his  part  in  public,— commons,  college,  or  chapel ;  bat 
1  have  seen  him  in  a  private  party  of  nnder-gm- 
duates,  many  of  them  freshmen  and  strangen,  take 
up  a  poker  to  one  of  them,  and  heard  him  use  fau- 
guage  as  blackguard  as  his  action.  I  have  seeo 
Sheridan  drunk,  too,  with  all  the  wwld ;  but  his  in- 
toxication was  that  (^Bacchus,  and  Porson's  that  of 
Silenus. — Of  all  the  disgusting  brutes,  sulky,  abosiTC, 
and  intolerable.  Person  was  the  most  bestial,  as  faros 
the  few  tin^  that  I  saw  him  went,  which  were  only 
at  William  Bankes^  (the  Nubian  discoverer's)  rooms. 
I  saw  him  once  go  away  in  a  rage,  because  nobody 
knew  the  name  of  (he  '  Cobbler  of  Messina,'  inmltM^ 
their  ignorance  witli  4he  most  vulgar  terms  of  repro- 
bation. He  was  tol^ted  in  this  state  amongst  tlie 
young  men  (or  his  talents,  as  t6e  Turks  think  a  mad- 
man inspired,  and  beac  with  him.  He  used  to  iccilc, 
or  rather  vomit  pages  of  all  languages,  and  coohl 
hiccup  Greek  like  a. Helot;  and  certainly  Sporta 
never  shocked  -her  children  with  a  grosser  erhiiiitisu 
than  this  man's  intoxication. 

^  I  perceive,  in  the  book  you  sent  me,  a  kmg  ac- 
count of  him,  which  is  very  savage.  I  cannot  jodgo, 
as  I 'never  saw  him  sober,  ei^oept  in  kail  or  eoinbi- 
nation-room;  and  then  1  was  never  near  enough  to 
hear,  and  hardly  lo  see  him.  Of  his  drunken  d^Mtt- 
ment,  I  can  be  sure,  because  I  saw  it. 

"  With  the  Reviews,  I  have  been  much  entertaia- 
ed.  It  requires  to  be  as  far  from  England  as  I  am  to 
relish  a  periodical  paper  properly :  it  is  like  soda- 
water  in  an  Italian  summer.  But  what  cruel  work 
you  make  with Lad^  ****[  You  should  reooBect 
that  she  is  a  woman ;  though,  to  be  sure,  they  are 
now  and  then  very  provokmg ;  still,  as  authorMses, 
they  can  do  no  great  harm ;  and  I  think  it  a  pi^  so 
much  good  invective  should  have  been  hud  out  upon 
her,  when  there  is  such  a  fine  field  of  us.  Jacobin  gen- 
tlemen, for  yon  to  work  upon.    It  Is  perhaps  as  hitter 
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a  critiqiie  as  ever  was  written,  and  enough  to  make 
sad  work  for  Dr  *  *  *  *,  both  as  husband  and  apothe- 
€aiy ;  tmleas  she  should  say,  as  Pope  (tid  of  some 
attack  upon  him,*Tfaat  it  is  as  good  for  h^r  as  a  dose 

"  I  beard  from  Upon)  lately,  and  was  sorry  to  be 
made  aware  (^  his  domestic  k>ss.  Thus  it  is—'medio 
de  fbate  leporum' — ^in  the  acm6  of  his  fame  and  his 
happiness  comes  a  dirawback  as  usual. 

m  m  *  m  0 

**  Bfr  Hoppner ,  whom  I  saw  this  monung,  has  been 
made  the  father  of  a  very  fine  boy.*— ildother  and 
dfld  doing  very  well  indeed.  By  this  time  Hobhouse 
should  be  with  you,  and  ako  certain  packets,  let- 
iefs,&c.  of  mine,  seni  since  his  departure*^ — I  am 
not  at  aU  well  in  health  within  this  last  eight  days. 
i  My  remembrances  to  Gifibrd  and  all  friends. 
»*  Yours,  &c. 
"B. 
^'P.S.  In  the  course  of  a  month  or  two,  Hanson 
wS  have  probably  to  send  off  a  clerk  with  con- 
vcyanoea  to  sign  (Newst^  being  sold  in  Noveiirt>er 
kat  for  ninety/our  thousand  tfve  hundred  pounds), 
I  in  which  case  I  supplicate  supplies  of  articles  as 
i  nnal,  for  which,  desire  Mr  Kinnaird  to  settle  from 
I  funds  in  their  bank,  and  deduct  from  my  account 
<  withhioL 

I     **  P.S.  To-morrow  night  I  am  going  to  see '  Otello,' 

I  an  opera  from  our  *  Othello,'and  one  of  Rossini's  best, 

it  is  said.    It  will  be  curious  to  see  in  Venice  the 

Ven^ian  stoiy  itself  represented,  besides  to  discover 

what  tbej  wiU  make  of  Shakspeare  in  music.'* 


LETTER  CCCIX. 

TO  MR  HOPPNER. 

**  Venice,  February  SS.  1818. 

'^IfT  DEAR  SIR, 

**  Our  friend,  U  Conte  M.,  threw  me  into  a  cold- 
sweat  last  night,  by  telling  me  oC  a  menaced  version 
of  Bfanfred  (in  Venetian,  I  hope,  to  complete  the 
thing)  by  some  Italian,  who  had  sent  it  to  yon  for 
eofrectioD,  which  is  the  reason  why  I  take  the  liberty 
of  troubling  you  on  the  subject.  If  you  have  any 
means  of  communication  with  the  man,  would  you 
permit  me  to  convey  to  him  the  ofkt  of  any  price  he 
nay  obtain  or  think  to  obtain  for  his  pn^jcct,  provided 
be  will  throw  his  translation  into  the  lire,!  '^^  P^o- 

*  Ob  the  birth  of  thia  child,  who  was  christened  John 

WflUam  Rizzo,  Lord  Byron  wrote  the  foarfollowiuK  linei. 

vUck  are  in  no  other  respect  remartud>le  than  that  they 

were  tboii^t  worthy  of  beiof  metrically  translated  into  no 

leas  tbui  ten  different  lanfoages;  namely,  Greek,  Latin, 

Italian  (also  in  the  Venetian  dialect),  German,  French, 

Spanlik,  Iflyrian,  Bebraw,  Armenian,  and  SamariUn  :— 

"  HU  hOmr**  lenae,  Us  molher'i  grace  • 

In  Mm,  I  hope,  will  slwayt  At  m>  ; 

Wiih  (Mill  to  keep  him  in  good  caae) 

The  beatch  and  appetite  of  Rkxo." 

The  oriffiaal  lines,  with  the  dtflTereht  versions  Jnst  men- 
tloaed,  were  printed,  in  a  small  neat  volume  (which  now 
Hea  twlbreaie},  in  the  Seminary  of  Padua. 

t  HsviBff  ascertained  that  the  utmost  this  translator 
eoald  expect  to  make  by  his  manuscript  was  2U0  fhincs, 
L<»d  Byron  offered  him  that  sum,  if  he  would  desist  from 
yoblishinip.  The  Italian,  however,  held  out  for  more ;  nor 
eauMhe  bebnmsht  to  terms,  till  it  was  intimated  to  him 


I 


mise  not  to  undertake  any  other  of  that  or  any  other 
of  mjf  things :  I  will  send  him  hin  money  immediately 
on  this  condition. 

^^  As  I  did  not  write  to  the  Italians,  nor  for  the 
Italians,  nor  i/the  Italians  (except  in  a  poam  not  yet 
published,  where  I  have  said  all  the  good  I  know  or 
do  not  know  of  them,  and  none  of  the  harm),  I  con- 
f^  I  wish  that  they  would  let  me  alone,  and  not  drag 
me  into  their  arena  as  one  of  the  gladiators,  in  a  silly 
conteit  which  I  neither  understand  nor  have  ever  in- 
terfered with,  having  kept  clear  of  all  their  literary 
parties,  both  here  and  at  Milan,  and  elsewhere. — I 
caine  into  Italy  to  feel  the  climate  and  be  quiet,  if 
possible.  Mossi's  translation  I  would  have  prevented 
if  I  had  known  it,  or  could  have  done  so ;  and  I  trust 
that  I  shall  yet  be  in  time  to  slop  this  new  gentleman, 
of  whom  I  heard  yesterday  for  the  first  time.  He 
will  only  hurt  himself,  and  do  no  good  to  his  party, 
for  in  party  the  whole  thing  originates.  Our  modes 
of  thinking  and  writing  are  so  unutterably  different, 
that  I  can  conceive  no  greater  absurdity  than  at- 
tempting to^nake  any  approach  between  the  English 
1^  Italian  poetry  of  the  present  day.  I  like  the 
people  very  much,  and  their  literature  very  much, 
but  I  am  not  the  least  ambitious  ofbeing  the  subject 
of  their  discussions  literary  and  personal  (which  ap- 
pear to  be  pretty  much  the  same  thing,  as  is  the  ease 
in  most  coimtries);  and  if  you  can  aid  me  in  imped- 
ing this  publication,  you  will  add  to  much  kindness 
already  received  from  you  by  yours, 

**  Ever  and  truly, 
**  Byron. 

"  P.S.  How  is  Ms  son,  and  mamma  ?  Well,  I  dare 
say." 

LETTER  CCCX. 

TO  MR  ROGERS. 

"  Venice,  March  3d.  1818. 

**  I  have  not,  as  you  say, '  taken  to  wife  tlie  Adria- 
tic.' I  heard  of  Moore's  loss  from  himself  in  a  letter 
which  was  delayed  upon  the  road  three  months.  I 
was  sincerely  sorry  for  it,  but  in  such  cases  what 
are  'words  ? 

^Tbe  villa  you  speak  of  is  one  at  Este,  which  Mr 
Hoppner  (Consul-general  here)  has  transferred  to 
me.  I  have  taken  it  for  two  years  as  a  place  of  Vil- 
leggiatura.  The  situation  is  veiy  beautiful  indeed, 
among  the  Euganean  hills,  and  the  house  very  fair. 
The  vines  are  luxuriant  to  a  great  decree,  and  all 
the  fruits  of  the  earth  abundant.  It  is  close  to  the 
old  castle  of  the  Estes,  or  Guelphs,  and  within  a 

pretty  plainly  A-om  Lord  Byron  that,  should  the  publica- 
tion be  persisted  in,  he  would  horsewhip  him  the  very  first 
time  they  met.  Being  bat  little  inclined  to  suffer  martyr- 
dom in  the  cause,  the  translator  accepted  the  300  francs 
and  deliTered  up  his  manuscript,  entering  at  the  same  lime 
into  a  written  engagement  never  to  translate  any  other  of 
the  noble  poet's  works. 

Of  the  qualifications  of  this  person  as  a  translator  of 
English  poetry,  some  idea  may  be  formed  from  the  diffi- 
culty he  found  himself  under  respecting  the  meaning  of  a 
line  in  the  Incantation  in  Bfani^d,-<"  And  the  wisp  on 
the  morass,*— which  he  requested  of  Mr  Uoppner  to  ex- 
pound to,  him,  not  having  been  able  to  find  in  the  diction- 
aries to  which  he  had  access  any  other  signification  of  the 
word  *'  wisp"  than  "a  bundle  of  straw." 
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few  miles  of  Arqua,  which  I  hare  visited  twice,  and 
hope  to  visit  often. 

^  Lost  summer  (except  an  excursion  to  Rome)  I 
passed  upon  the  Brenta.  In  Venice  i  winter,  trans- 
porting my  borites  to  the  Lido,  bordering  the  Adriatic 
(where  the  fort  is),  so  that  I  get  a  gallop  of  some 
miles  daily  along  the  strip  of  beach  which  reaches  to 
Malamocco,  when  in  health ;  but  within  these  few 
weeks  I  have  been  unwell.  At  present  I  am  getting 
better.  The  Gamival  was  short,  but  a  good  one. 
I  don't  go  out  much,  except  during  the  time  of 
masques ;  but  there  are'  one  or  two  conversazioni, 
where  I  go  regularly,  just  to  keep  up  the  system  ;  as 
I  had  letters  to  their  givers ;  and  they  are  particular 
on  such  points  j  and  now  and  then,  though  very  rarely, 
to  the  Governor's. 

^  It  is  a  very  good  place  for  women.  I  like  the 
dialect  and  their  manner  very  much.  There  m  a 
naiveti  about  them  which  is  very  winning,  and  the 
romance  of  the  place  is  a  mighty  adjunct;  the  bet 
sangue  is  not,  however,  now  amongst  the  detme  or 
higher  orders ;  but  all  under  i  fazziolif  or  kerchiefs 
(a  white  kind  of  veil  which  the  lower  orders  wear 
upon  their  heads) ; — the  vesta  xendale^  or  old  na- 
tional female  costume  is  no  more.  The  city,  however, 
is  decaying  daily,  and  does  not  gain  in  population. 
However,  I  prefer  it  to  any  other  in  Italy ;  and  here 
have  I  pitched  my  staff,  and  here  do  I  purpose  to 
reside  for  the  remainder  of  my  life,  unless  events, 
connected  with  business  not  to  be  transacted  out  of 
England,  compel  me  to  return  for  that  purpose; 
otherwise  I  have  few  regrets,  and  no  desires  to  visit 
it  again  for  its  own  sake.  I  shall  probably  be  obliged 
to  do  so,  to  sign  papers  for  my  affairs  and  a  proxy 
for  tlie  Whigs,  and  to  see  Mr  Waite,  for  I  can't  find 
a  good  dentist  here,  and  every  two  or  three  years  one 
ought  to  consult  one.  About  seeing  my  children  I 
must  take  my  chance.  One  I  shall  have  sent  here; 
and  1  shall  be  very  happy  to  see  the  legitimate  one, 
when  God  pleases,  which  he  perhaps  will  some  day  or 
other.  As  for  my  mathematical  ^  ^  ^,  I  am  as  well 
without  her. 

^  Your  account  of  your  visit  to  Ponthill  is  very 
striking  :  could  you  beg  of  him  for  tn*  a  copy  in  MS. 
of  the  remaining  Tales  ?*  I  think  I  deserve  them, 
as  a  strenuous  and  pubUc  admirer  of  the  first  one.  I 
will  return  it  when  read,  and  make  no  ill  uie  of  the 
copy,  if  granted.  Murray  would  send  me  out  any 
thing  safely.  If  ever  I  return  to  England,  I  should 
like  very  much  to  see  the  author,  with  his  permission. 
In  the  mean  time,  you  could  not  oblige  me  more  than 
by  obtaining  me  the  perusal  I  request,  in  French  or 
English, — all 's  one  for  that,  though  I  prefer  Italian 
to  either.  I  have  a  French  copy  oif  Vathek,  which  I 
bought  atLaubanne.  I  can  read  French  with  great 
pleasure  and  faciUty,  though  I  neither  speak  nor 
write  It.  Now  Italian  I  can  speak  with  some  fluency, 
and  write  sufficiently  for  my  purposes,  but  I  don't  like 
their  modem  prose  at  all;  it  is  very  heavy,  and  so 
different  from  Machiavelli. 
^  They  say  Francis  is  Junius ;— I  think  it  kioks  like 

*  A  continuation  of  Vsthek.  by  the  author  of  that  Tery 
•triiiuf  aod  powerful  production.  The  "  Tales*  of  which 
this  unpublished  sequel  consists  are,  I  understand,  those 
supposed  to  have  been  related  by  the  Princes  in  the  Hall  of 
BUis. 


it  I  remember  meeting  him  at  Earl  Grey's  at  dmoer. 
Has  not  he  lately  married  a  young  woman;  aad  was 
not  he  Madame  Talleyrand's  eavalUre  strtfemU  in 
India  years  ago? 

"  I  read  ray  death  in  the  papers,  which  vraa  not 
true.  I  see  they  are  marrying  the  remfiniog  single- 
ness of  the  royal  family.  They  have  brought  out 
Fazio  with  great  and  deserved  success  at  Corent- 
garden  i  that's  a  good  sign.  I  tried,  during  the  di- 
rectory, to  have  it  done  at  Druiy-Iane,  but  was  otov 
ruled.  If  you  think  of  coming  into  this  countij,  you 
,wiU  let  ae  know  perhaps  beforehand.  I  sappoae 
Moore  won't  move.  Rose  is  here.  I  saw  him  fbe 
other  night  at  Madame  Albrizzi's;  he  talks  of  retim. 
ing  in  May.    My  love  to  the  Hollands. 

**Ever,«ec 

^  P.S.  They  have  been  crucifying  OtheOo  into  an 
opera  {Oiello,  by  Rossini} ;  the  munc  good,  bat  lu- 
gubrious ;  but  as  for  the  words*  all  the  real  scenes 
with  lago  cut  out,  and  the  greatest  nonsose  instead ; 
the  handkerchief  turned  into ei'billetdoux,  and  the 
first  singer  would  not  black  his  face  for  some  exquisite 
reasons  assigned  in  ihe  preface.  Singing,  drtmts, 
and  music  very  good." 


LETTER  CCCXl. 

TO  MB  MOOUB. 

«  Venice*  Blaith  ICCh,  MIS. 
*'KY0BA.aTOM, 

^  Since  my  last,  which  I  hope  that  you'bave  re- 
ceived,  I  have  had  a  letter  from  our  friend  Samud. 
He  talks  of  Italy  this  summer— won't  you  come  with 
him?  I  don't  know  whether  you  would  like  our 
Italian  way  of  life  or  not  *  *  ♦  *  ♦ 
*  ♦  *         *        ♦        ♦ 

**  They  are  an  odd  people.  The  other  day  I  was 
telling  a  girl,  *  you  must  not  come  to-naorrow,  because 
Blarguerita  is  coming  at  such  a  time,' — (they  are  both 
about  five  feet  ten  inches  high,  with  great  black  eyes 
and  fine  figuree— fit  to  breed  gladiators  from — and  1 
had  some  difficulty  to  prevent  a  battle  upon  a  ren- 
contre once  before), — 'unless  you  promise  to  be  friends^, 
and' — the  answer  was  an  intermption,  by  a  declani- 
tion  of  war  against  the  other,  which  she  said  would 
be  a  *Ouerm  di  Candia.*  Is  it  not  odd,  that  the 
lower  order  of  Venetians  should  still  allude  pro- 
verbially to  that  famous  contest,  so  glorious  and  so 
fatal  to  the  Republic? 

**  They  have  smgular  expressions,  like  all  the  Ita- 
lians. For  example,  *Viscere'— as  we  would  say, 
*  my  k>ve,'  or  'my  heart,  'as  an  expression  of  tendemeea. 
Also,  *  I  would  go  for  you  into  the  midst  of  a  handled 
knives.* — *  Magza  ben^*  excessive  attachment, — 
literally,  *I  wish  you  well  even  to  killing.'  Then 
they  say  (instead  of  our  way,  *  do  you  think  I  wouhi 
do  you  BO  much  harm?')  *  do  you  think  I  would  as- 
sasnnate  you  in  such  a  manner  7*-^*  Tempo  pef^^o,* 
bad  weather ;  '  Strade  perfitUy  bad  roads— with  a 
thousand  other  allusions  and  metaphors,  taken  from 
the  state  of  society  and  habits  in  the  middle  ages. 

**  I  am  not  so  sure  about  mazza,  whether  it  don't 
mean  massot  t.  s.  a  great  deal,  a  wuus,  instead  of 
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the  JBltfpretetkNi  I  \mje  given  it    But  of  Uie  other 
fknam  I  am  lure. 

*'Three  o*  th'  dook— I  mint  '  lo  bed,  to  bed,  to 
bed,'  as  mother  S*^  (that  tragical  friend  of  the 
♦♦*)eay8,        ♦        •        ♦        •        • 


I  **  Have  yoa  ever  aeen— I  forget  what  or  whom— no 
matter.  Thej  teQ  me  Lad j  Melbourne  it  Tei7  unwefl. 
;  I  ■haU  be  eo  sorry.  She  was  my  greatest  yWrnef,  of 
I  the  feminine  gender : — when  I  say  '  friend,'  I  mean 
I  moi  mistress,  for  that 's  the  antipode.  Tell  me  all 
I  about  yon  and  every  body — how  Sam  is — how  you  like 
!  y«iir  neighbours,  the  Marquis  and  Marehesa,  &c.  &c. 
j  •  "Ever,  fee" 


LETTER  CCCXII. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•Venice,  March  96, 1818. 
**  I  have  your  letter,  with  the  account  of  *  Beppo,' 
for  which  I  sent  you  four  new  stanzas  a  fortnight  ago, 
ia  caae  yon  print,  or  reprint. 

♦        ♦*♦#♦ 

^'Croker's  is  a  good  guess;  but  the  style  is  not 
English,  it  is  Italian; — Bemi  is  the  original  of  ail- 
Whistlecraft  was  iNjf  immediate  model;  Rose's 
'  AniflDBli'  I  never  saw  till  a  few  dajs  ago, — they  are 
exccUent  But  (as  I  said  above)  Bemi  is  the  father 
of  that  kind  of  writing,  which  I  think  suits  our  lan- 
goage,  too,  very  well ;— we  shall  see  by  the  experi- 
nent.  If  it  does,  I  shall  send  you  a  volume  in  a  year 
or  two,  for  1  know  the  Italian  way  of  Ufa  well,  and 
in  time  may  know  it  yet  better;  and  as  for  the  verse 
•nd  the  passions,  I  have  them  still  in  tolerable  vigour. 

**  If  you  thbk  that  it  will  do  you  and  the  work,  or 
works,  any  good,,  you  may  put  my  name  to  it ;  but 
Jtrst  anumlt  thfi  hnounng  ones.  It  will,  at  aoy  rate, 
show  them  that  I  can  write  cheerfully,  and  repel  the 
diarge  of  monotony  and  mannerism. 

** Yours,  &c. 

LETTER  CCCXllf. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"  Venice.  AprU  nth.  1818. 
*  Win  you  send  me  by  letter,  packet,  or  pared, 
lalf  A  dooen  of  the  coloured  prints  from  Holmes's 
■iniature  (the  latter  done  shortly  before  I  left  your 
eoontry,  and  the  prints  about  a  year  ago) ;  I  sliall  be 
obGged  to  you  as  some  people  htfe  have  asked  me  for 
the  hke.    It  is  a  picture  of  my  upright  self,  done  for 

Scrope  B.  Davies,  Esq.  f 

♦         »         ♦    .      ♦  •      ♦ 

**  Why  have  you  not  sent  me  an  answer,  and  lists 
of  sabscribers  to  the  translation  of  the  Armenian 
Em$4bius?  of  which  I  sent  you  printed  copies  of  the 
proqtcclns  (in  French)  two  moons  ago.  Have  you  had 
the  letter?-^!  shall  send  yoU  another :— you  roust  not 

t  There  foliovs.  in  this  pfaM^.  amouK  other  nuitter.  a  long 
striae  obverses,  in  varioos  metres,  to  th«  anuntnt  of  ahont 
•istr  lines,  so  foil  of  light  gaiety  andhamoar.  that  it  is  with 
some  reluctance  I  suppress  them.  They  might,  however, 
teve  the  elEect  of  giving  pain  in  quarters  where  even  the 
aaihar  himself  would  not  liave  deliberately  inflicted  it  ;— 
from  a  pen  like  hb,  touches  are  often  wounds,  without 
being  actually  intended  as  such. 


neglect  iqy  Armenians.    Tooth-powder, 

tmcture  of  myrrh,  tooth-brashes,  diachykm  plaster, 

Peravian  bark,  are  my  personal  demands. 

*  Strahan,  Tonsoo.  Lintot  of  the  timss. 
Patron  and  publisiier  of  rhymes, 
F(nr  thee  the  bard  up  Pindus  cUnibs, 

My  Murray. 

*  To  thee,  with  hope  and  terror  dumb. 
The  unfledged  MS.  authors  come ; 
Thou  printest  all— and  sellest  sorne^ 

My  Murray. 

«  Upon  thy  table's  baise  so  green 
Hie  last  new  Quarteriy  is  seen. 
But  where  is  thy  new  Magazine. 
My  Murray? 

«  Along  thy  sprucest  bookshelves  shine 
The  works  thou  deemest  most  divine— 
The '  Art  of  Cookery.*  and  mine, 
My  Murray. 

«  Tours.  Travels.  Essays,  too,  I  wist. 
And  Semons  to  thy  mill  bring  grist ; 
And  then  thou  hast  the  '  Nary  List.' 
My  Murray. 

«  And  Heaven  forbid  I  should  conclude 
Without  '  the  Board  of  Longitude,' 
Although  tUs  narrow  paper  would. 
My  Murray  I* 


LETTER  CCCXIV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

*' Venice,  April  19. 1818. 

''This  letter  wiO  be  delivered  by  Signor  Gioe. 
Bata.  MisASglia,  proprietor  of  the  Apollo  library, 
and  the  principal  publisher  and  bookseller  now  iu 
Venice.  He  sets  out  for  London  with  a  view  to 
business  and  correspondence  with  the  English  book- 
sellers :  and  it  is  in  the  hope  that  it  may  b«  for^our 
mutual  advantage  that  I  furnish  him  with  this  letter 
of  introduction  to  you.  If  you  can  he  of  use  to  him, 
either  by  recommendation  to  others,  or  by  any  per- 
sonal aUentibn  on  your  own  part,  you  will  oblige  him, 
and  gratify  me.  You  may  alw>  perhaps  both  be  able  to 
derive  advantage,  or  establish  some  mode  of  literary 
communication,  pleading  to  the  public,  and  beneficial 
tn  one  another. 

**  At  any  rate,  be  civil  to  hhn  for  my  sake,  as  well 
as  for  the  honour  and  gloiy  of  publishers  and  authors 
now  and  to  c^e  for  evermore. 

"*  WMs-UA  I  also  consign  a  great  number  of  MS. 
letters  vrritlen  in  English,  French,  and  ItaUan,  by 
varkws  English  established  in  Italy  during  the  last 
century  :~the  names  of  the  writers,  Lord  Hervey, 
Lady  M.  W.  Montague  (hers  are  but  few — some 
billets  doux  m  French  to  Algarotti.  and  one  letter  in 
English,  Italian,  and  all  sorts  of  jaiigoo,  to  the  same]. 
Gray,  the  poet  (one  letter),  Mason  (two  or  three), 
Garrick,  Lord  Chatham,  David  Hume,  and  many  of 
lesser  note, — all  addressed  to  Count  Algarotti  Out 
of  these,  I  think,  with  discretion,  an  amusing  mis- 
celhineous  volume  of  letters  might  be  extracted,  pro- 
vided some  good  editor  were  disposed  to  undertake 
the  selection,  and  preface,  and  a  few  notes,  &o., 

^  The  proprietor  of  these  is  a  friend  of  mine,  J)r 
AglUttii-^  great  name  in  Italy,>-and  if  you  are 
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disposed  to  publish,  it  will  be  for  ^  ben^y  and  it 
is  to  and  for  him  that  you  will  name  a  price,  if  you 
take  upon  yoa  the  work.  I  would  edit9  it  myself, 
but  am  too  far  off,  and  loo  lazy  to  undertake  it ;  but 
I  wish  that  it  could  be  done.  The  letters  of  Lord 
Henrey,  in  Mr  Rose's  *  opinion  and  mine,  are  good; 
and  the  thort  French  love  letters  cftttmly  are  Lady 
M.  W.  Montague's— th^  French  not  good,  but  the 
sentiments  beautiful.  Gray's  letter  good ;  and  Mason*8 
tolerable.  The  whole  correspondence  must  be  well 
weeded;  but  this  being  done,  a  small  and  pretty 
popular  Tolume  might  be  made  of  it. — ^There  are 
many  ministers'  letters— Gray,  the  ambassador  at 
Naples,  Horace  Mann,  and  others  of  the  same  kind 
of  animaL 

^  I  thought  of  a  preface,  defending  Lord  Herrey 
against  Pope's  attack,  but  Vo^e— quoad  Pope,  the 
poet— against  all  the  world,  in  the  unjustifiable  at- 
tempts begun  by  Warton,  and  carried  on  at  this  day 
by  the  new  school  of  critics  and  scribblers,  who  think 
themselres  poets  because  they  do  not  write  like  Pope. 
I  hare  no  patience  with  such  cursed  humbug  and  bad 
taste;  your  whole  generation  are  not  worth  a  Canto 
of  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  or  the  lEssay  on  Man,  or 
the  Dunciad,  or  *  any  thing  that  is  hia.'— But  it  is 
three  in  the  matin,  and  I  must  go  to  bed. 

"  Yours  nlway,  fee." 


LETTER  CCCXV. 

TO  MB  KimiUY. 

"  Venics.  April  17th,  1818. 

**■  A  few  days  ago,  I  wrote  to  you  a  letter,  request- 
ing you  to  desire  Hanson  to  de^e  his  messenger  to 
come  on  from  Geneva  to  Venice,  because  I  won't  go 
from  Venice  totSeneTa;  and  if  this  is  not  done,  the 
meswiucgMn&y  be  damned,  with  him  who  mis-sent 
him/Pray  reiterate  my  request. 

^  With  the  proob  returned,  I  sent  two  additional 
stanzas  for  Canto  Fourth :  did  they  arrive? 

^'Vour  monthly  reviewer  has  made  a  miitake: 
Caualiere,  alone,  is  well  enough;  but* Cavalier* 
terv0nt^  has  always  the  e  mute  in  conversation,  and 
omitted  in  vrriting;  so  liiat  it  is  not  f6r  the  sake  of 
metre;  and  pray  let  Griffiths  know  this,  with  ny 
compliments.  I  humbly  conjecture  that  I  know  as 
much  of  Italian  society  and  language  as  any  o(,liis 
people ;  but,  to  make  assurance  doubly  sure,  1  aAed, 


*  Among  Lord  Byron's  papers.  I  And  some  Tcrses  aa- 
droaied  to  him,  about  this  tlmo,  by  Mr  W.  Rom,  with  the 
following  note  annexed  to  them:—"  These  rerses  were 
sent  to  me  by  W.  S.  Rose,  from  Abaro,  in  the  spring  of 
1818.    They  are  good  and  tme;  and  Rose  is  a  fine  feliow, 
and  one  of  the  few  Elnglitb  who  understand  //o/jr,  without 
which  Italian  is  nothing.*   The  TOrses  begin  thua  : 
"  B)roa,  t  while  yoa  make  gay  what  circle  fits  yc. 
Bandy  Vroldaa  slang  with  ihe  Benabn, 
Or  play  at  compaoy  with  the  Albrixai, 
The  nelf-pleatnl  pedant,  and  patrtctan  eroae, 
OrimanU,  Mocenlgoa,  Balbb,  Rial, 
CompBMiooate  cnir  cruel  eaae,— alone, 
Our  plea««re  an  academy  of  frog% : 
Who  oighUy  lereoade  vt  firom  the  bogs,*'  kc  kc. 

f  "I  have  iltmlscf  oat  a  pracedentfor  thisanceresMmions 
address.* 


at  the  Countess  Benaona's  last  night,  the  qocstiDQ  of 
more  than  one  person  in  ike  office^  and  of  these 
*  cavaiieri  serventt*  (in  the  plural,  recolleci)  1  found 
that  they  all  accorded  in  pronouncing  for  *  cavalier' 
servente'  in  the  singular  number.  I  wish  Mr  ♦  ♦  * 
(or  whoever  Griffiths'  scribbler  may  be)  would  not  talk 
of  what  he  don't  understand.  Such  fellows  are  not 
fit  to  be  intrusted  with  Italian,  even  in  a  quotatn. 

*  «       «       *        «i       « 

**  Did  you  receive  two  additional  stanzas,  to  be 
inserted  toward  the  close  of  Canto  FouHh?  Respond, 
that  (if  not)  they  may  be  sent 

"<  Tell  Mr  *  *  and  Mr  Hanson  that  they  may  as 
well  expect  Geneva  to  come  to  me,  as  that  I  shookl  go 
to  Genera.  The  messenger  may  go  on  or  return,  aa 
he  pleases;  I  won't  stir :  and  I  krak  upon  it  asa  piece 
of  singular  absurdity  in  those  who  know  me  imagin- 
iiig  that  I  should — not  to  say  malice^  in  attemptiag 
unnecessary  torture.  If,  on  the  occasion,  my  intefeats 
should  suffer,  it  is  their  neglect  that  is  to  bhune;  and 

they  may  all  be  d d  together. 

****** 

**  It  is  ten  o'clock  and  tiaie  to  dress. 

**  Youii,  ««.» 

LETTER  CCCXVl. 

TO  MB  MURRAY. 

"  April  IM;  1818. 

*^The  time  is  past  in  which  I  coukl  fed  for  tbe 
dead,--K)r  I  should  feel  for  the  death  of  Lady  Mel- 
bourne, the  best,  and  kindest,  and  ablest  female  I 
ever  knew,  oM  or  young.  But  *  I  have  supped  fnll 
of  horrors,'  and  events  of  this  kind  have  only  a  kind  of 
numbness  worse  than  pain,— like  a  violent  bknr  on 
the  elbow  or  the  head.  There  is  one  link  less  between 
England  and  myself. 

**  Now  to  business.  I  presented  you  with  Beppo, 
as  part  of  the  contract  for  Canto  Fourth,— consider- 
ing theprioe  you  are  to  pay  fbr  the  same,  and  intend- 
ing .to  eke  you  out  in  case  of  public  caprice  or  niy  ovra 
poetical  fiulnre.  If  you  choose  to  suppress  it  entirely, 
at  Mr  ♦  ♦  *  *•§  suggestion,  you  may  do  as  yoa 
please.  But  recollect  it  is  not  to  be  published  in  a 
gttrbled  or  mutilated  state.  I  reserve  to  my  fnends 
and  myself  the  right  of  correcting  Ihe  press ;  if  tbe  pnb- 
licalion  continue,  it  is  to  oootiDtte  in  its  present  form. 
V  *  *  ♦  » 

**  AsMr  *  *  says  that  be  did  not  vnite  this  letter, 
&c.,  1  am  ready  to  believe  him ;  but  for  tbe  finsnesa 
of  my  former  persuasion,  I  refer  to  Mr  *  *  -*  *, 
who  can  infonn  you  how  sincerely  I  erred  on  this  point. 
He  has  also  the  note— or,  at  least,  had  it,  for  I  gave 
it  to  him  with  my  verbal  comments  thereupon,  Aa 
to '  Beppo,'  I  win  not  alter  or  suppress  a  ^Qafaje  far 
any  man's  pleasure  but  my  own. 

^  You  may  tell  them  this;  and  add,  that  ncthm^ 
but  force  or  necessity  sbaU  stir  me  one  step  towaidt 
the  places  to  which  they  would  vrring  me. 

♦  ♦         ♦         ♦         » 

^  If  your  literary  matters  prosper,  let  me  kaaw. 
If '  Beppo*  pleases^  you  shall  have  more  in  a  year  or 
two  in  the  same  mood.  And  so,  *  Good  morrow  lo 
you,  good  Master  Lieutenant.' 

"Yours,  jfcc* 

1 
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LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON. 


LETTER  CCCXVII. 


TO  MR  MOORE. 


**  Palaxzo  Mocenigo,  Ouud  Orande, 
"Venice,  Jane  1st,  1818. 
**  Yoar  letter  ia  9}moBt  the  only  news,  as  yet,  of 
Caato  4tb,  aod  it  has  by  no  means  settled  its  fate, — 
at  least,  cloea  not  tell  me  how  the  'l*oeshie*  has  been 
reeeiTed  by  the  public.  But  I  suspect,  no  great 
things, — firstly,  from  Murray's  *  horrid  stilbess;*  se- 
eondty,  from  what  you  say  about  the  stanzas  running 
ttto  each  other,*!-  which  I  take  not  to  be  yours,  but 
a  Botion  you  hare  been  dinned  with  among  the  Blues. 
The  fiict  is,  that  the  terza  rima  of  the  Italians,  which 
ahtays  r$ms  on  and  in,  may  have  led  me  into  expe- 
riments, and  carelessness  into  conceit— or  conceit 
mio  carelessness — ^in  either  of  which  erents  failure 
wil  be  probable,  and  my  fair  woman,  *  snpeme,'  end 
IB  a  fisb ;  so  that  Childe  Harold  will  be  like  the  mer- 
uid,  my  family  crest,  with  the  Fourth  Canto  for  a 
tail  thereunto.  I  won't  quarrel  with  the  public, 
however,  for  the  *  Bulgars*  are  generally  right ;  and 
if  I  miss  now,  1  may  hit  another  time  '.--and  so,  the 
*  gods  give  us  joy.* 

'     ••  You  like  Beppo,  that's  right.  ♦  ♦  ♦   ♦  I  have 

'  not  had  the  Fudges  yet,  but  lire  in  hopes.    I  need 
not  say  that  your  successes  are  mine.    By  the  way, 

I  LjduL.  White  is  here,  and  has  just  borrowed  my  copy 

loT'LaBaKookh.' 


^  Hunt's  letter  is  probably  the  exact  piece  of  vulgar 
eexcombry  yon  might  expect  iix>m  his  situation.   He 
ii  a  good  man,  with  some  poetical  elements  in  his 
chaos ;  but  spoilt  by  the  Christ-Church  Hospital  and 
a  Sunday  nerrspaper, — to  say  nothing  of  the  Surry 
Jail,  which  conceited  him  into  a  martyr.   But  he  is  a 
food  BMn.  Whfti  I  saw '  Rimini*  ia  MS.^  I  told  him 
I  deemed  it  good  poetry  at  bottom,  disfigured  only 
,  a  strange  style.  H  is  answer  was,  that  his  style  was 
a'system,  or  ttpon  tyaiem^  or  some  such  cant;  and, 
when  a  man  talks  of  system,  his  case  is  hopeless :  so 
I  Hud  no  more  to  him,  and  very  little  to  any  one  else. 
**  He  believes  his  trash  of  vulgar  phrases  tortured 
into  owapouttd  barbarisms  to  be  old  English;  and 
we  may  say  of  it  as  Aimwell  says  of  Captain  Gib- 
bet's Kgiment,  when  the  Captain  calls  it  an  *old 
corpa,'— '  the  oldest  in  Europe,  if  I  may  judge  by 
yov  uniform.'    He  sent  out  his '  Foliage'  by  Percy 
SMWy  *  *  *,  and,  of  All  tlie  ineffable  Centaurs  that 
wcfe^er  batten  by  ScIf-k>veupon  a  Night-mare,  I 
-  think  this  monstrous  Sagittary  the  most  prodigious. 
;  Ht  (Leigh  H.)  is  an  honest  Cbariatan,  w^o  has  pe1^ 
soaricd  himself  into  a  belief,  of  his  own  impostures, 
and  talks  Punch  in  pure  simplicity  of  hearty  taking 
j  himself  (as  poor  Fitzgerald  said  of  Aimself  in  the 
I  IfoniiBg  Post)  for  Fa/s«in  both  senses,  or  nonsenses, 
I  of  the  woid.    Did  you  look  at.  the  translations  of  his 
'  own  which  he  prefers  to  Pope  and  Cowper,  and  says 
so!— Did  you  read  hiatskimbje-skamblc  aboat  *    * 
I  being  at  the  head  of  his  own  profession,  in  the  eyes 
'  of  tkos£  who  followed  it  ?  i  thought  that'puetiy  was 
'  to  art.  or  an  lUtribute,  and  not  a  profession ;— but 
; 

I  1 1  ted  ssM,  I  tbink.  In  my  letter  to  him,  that  this  prac- 
'  lice  of  carrytaf  one  sUinxa  into  another  was  "  somethinK 
.  Bks  tAiag  on  horses  another  itase  without  baiting.* 


be  it  one,  is  that  *****  at  the  head  of 
your  profession  in  your  eyes?  I  '11  be  curst  if  he  is 
of  fmae,  or  ever  shaD  be.  He  is  the  only  one  oSn* 
(but  of  us  he  is  not)  whose  coronation  I  would  oppose. 
Let  them  take  Scott,  Campbell,  Crabbe,  or  you,  or 
me,  or  any  of  the  living,  and  throne  him ; — but  not 
this  new  Jacob  Behmen,  this  *  ^^  * 

*  *  *  *  whose  pride  might 

have  kept  him  true,  even  had  his  principles  turned  as 
perverted  as  his  soi-disant  poetry. 

^  But  Leigh  Hunt  is  a  good  man ,  and  a  good  Ci- 
ther— see  his  Odes  to  all  the  Masters  Hunt; — a  good 
husband— see  his  Sonnetto  Mrs  Hunt ;— a  goodfriend 
— see  his  Epistles  to  diflRsrent  people ; — and  a  great 
coxcomb,  and  a  very  vulgar  person  in  every  thing 
about  him.  But  that's  not  his  fault,  but  of  circum- 
stanoes.t 


^  I  do  not  know  any  good  model  for  a  life  of  Sheri- 
dan  but  that  of  Savage.  Recollect,  however,  that 
the  life  of  such  a  man  may  be  made  far  more  amusing 
than  if  he  had  been  a  Wilberforce ; — and  this  with- 
out ofiending  the  living,  or  insulting  the  dead.  The 
whigs  abuse  him ;  however,  he  never  left  them,  and 
such  blunderers  deserve  neither  credit  nor  compas- 
sion. As  for  his  creditors, — ^remember,  Sheridan 
never  had  a  shillings  and  wa»  thrown,  vrith  great 
powers  and  passions,  into  the  thick  of  the  world,  and 
placed  upon  the  pinnacle  of  success,  with  no  other 
external  means  to  support  him  in  his  elevation.  Did 
Fox  *  *  *  pay  his  debts  f— or  did  Sheridan  take 
a  subscription  ?  Was  the  Duke  of  Norfolk's  drunk- 
enness more  excusable  than  his  ?  Were  his  intriguss 
morr  notorious  than  those  of  all  his  contemporaries  ? 
and  is  his  memory  to  be  blasted,  and  theirs  respect- 
ed ?  Don't  let  yourself  be  led  away  by  ckimour,  but 
compare  Um  with  the  coalitioner  Fox,  and  the  pen- 
sioner Burke,  as  a  man  of  principle,  and  with  ten  hun- 
dred thousand  in  personal  views,  and  with  none  in 
talent,  for  he  beat  them  all  out  and  out.  Without 
means,  without  connexion,  without  character  (which 
might  be  false  at  first,  and  make  him  mad  afterwai;ds 
from  desperation),  he  beat  them  all,  in  all  he  ever 
attempted.  But  alas  poor  human  nature  1  Good  night 
or,  rather,  morning.  It  is  four, — and  the  dawn  gleams 
over  the  Grand  Canal,  and  unshadows  the  Rialto. 
I  must  to  bed;  up  aD  night — but,  as  George  Philpot 
say%  *  it's  life,  though ;  damme,  it's  life !' 

**  Ever  yours, 
«B. 

**  Excuse  errors— no  time  for  revision.  The  post 
goes  out  at  noon,  and  I  sha'n't  be  up  then.  I  vrill 
write  again  soon  about  your  plan  for  a  publication.'' 

During  the  greater  part  of  the  period  which  this 
bst  series  of  letters  comprises,  he  had  continued  to 
occupy  thesame  lodgings  in  an  extremely  narrow  street 
called  the  Spesieria,  at  Uie  house  of  the  linen-draper, 

*  I  had,  in  first  tTanscribUiK  the  above  letter  ibr  the 
press,  omiHed  the  whole  of  this  caustic  and,  perhAps.  over- 
■CTere  character  of  Mr  Hunt ;  but  the  tone  of  that  gentle- 
man's booh  havhiK,  as  far  as  himself  is  concerned,  released 
me  from  all  those  scmples  which  prompted  the  suppres- 
sion, I  have  considered  myself  at  liberty  to  reltoie  the 
passage. 
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to  whose  bdy  he  deroted  to  much  of  hii  thooghtt. 
That  he  wiu,  for  the  tune,  attached  to  this  person,— 
as  far  OS  a  passioD  so  transient  can  deserve  the  name 
of  attachment,— is  evident  from  his  whole  conduct. 
The  language  of  his  letters  shows  sufficiently  how 
much  the  novehy  of  this  foreign  tie  had  caught  his 
&0C7 ;  and  to  the  Venitians,  among  whom  such  ar- 
rangements are  mere  matters  of  course,  the  assiduity 
with  which  he  attende  dhia  Signora  to  tlie  theatre,  and 
the  Ridottos  was  a  subject  of  much  amusement.  It 
was  with  difficulty,  indeed,  that  he  could  be  prevailed 
upon  to  absent  himself  from  her  so  long  as  to  admit 
of  that  hasty  visit  to  the  Immortal  City,  out  of  which 
one  of  his  own  noblest  titles  to  inunortality  sprung ; 
and  having,  in  the  space  of  a  few  weeks,  drunk  in 
more  inspiration  from  all  he  saw  than,  in  a  less 
excited  state,  possibly,  he  might  have  imbibed  in 
yean,  he  again  hurried  back,  without  extending  his 
journey  to  Naples, — having  written  to  the  fair  Mari- 
anna  to  meet  him  at  some  distance  from  Venice. 

Besides  some  seasonable  acts  of  liberality  to  the 
husband,  who  had,  it  seems,  failed  in  trade,  he  also 
presented  to  the  lady  herself  a  handsome  set  of  dia- 
monds ;  and.  there  is  an  anecdote  related,  in  reference 
to  this  gift,  which  shows  the  exceeding  easiness  and 
forbearance  of  his  disposition  towards  those  who  had 
acquired  any  hold  on  his  heart.  A  casket,  which 
was  for  sale,  being  one  day  offered  to  him,  he  was 
not  a  litde  surprised  on  discovering  them  to  be  the  ! 
same  jewels  which  he  had,  not  long  before,  presented 
to  his  &ir  favourite,  and  which  had,  by  some  unro- 
mantic  means,  found  their  way  hack  into  the  market. 
Without  inquiring,  however,  any  further  mto  the 
circumstances,  he  generously  repurchased  the  casket, 
and  presented  it  to  the  lady  once  more,  good-ha> 
mouredly  taxing  her  with  the  little  estimation  in 
which,  as  it  appeared,  she  bekl  his  presents. 

To  whatever  extent  thb  unsentimental  incident  may 
have  had  a  share  in  dispelling  the  romance  of  his 
passion,  it  is  cerUin  that,  before  the  expiration  of 
the  first  twelvemonth,  he  began  to  find  his  kNlgings 
in  theSpezieria  inconvem'ent,  and  accordingly  entered 
into  treaty  with  Count  Gritti  for  his  Palace  on  the 
Grand  Canal, — engaging  to  give  for  it,  what  is  con- 
sidered, I  believe,  a  krge  rent  in  Venice,  900  louis 
a  year.  On  finding,  however,  that,  m  the  coun- 
teipart  of  the  lease  brought  for  his  signature,  a  new 
clause  had  been  mtroduced,  prohibiting  him  not  only 
from  underletting  the  house,  in  case  he  should  leave 
Venice,  but  from  even  alk>wing  any  of  his  own  friends 
to  occupy  it  during  his  occasional  absence,  he  declined 
closing  on  such  terms;  and  resenting  so  material  a 
departure  from  the  original  engagement,  declared  in 
society,  that  he  wouM  have  no  objection  to  give  the 
same  rent,  though  acknowledged  to  be  exorbitant, 
for  any  other  Palace  in  Venice,  however  inferior,  in 
aU  respects,  to  this.  After  such  an  announcement, 
he  was  not  likely  to  remain  long  unhoused ;  and  the 
Countess  Mocem'go  having  offered  him  one  of  her 
three  Palani,  on  the  Grand  Canal,  he  removed  to 
this  house  in  the  summer  of  the  present  year,  and 
continued  to  accupy  it  during  the  remainder  of  his 
stay  in  Venice. 

HigUy  censurable,  in  point  of  morality  and  deco- 
rum, atf  vras  his  eoarse  of  life  while  under  the  roof  of 
Bfladame*  *,  it  was  (with  paini  am  forced  to  oon£ws> 


vem'al  in  comparison  with  the  strange,  headkmg  career 
of  licence  to  which,  when  weaned  from  that  con- 
nexion, he  so  unrestrainedly  and,  it  m«y  be  added, 
defymgly  abandoned  himself.  Of  the  stale  of  hit 
mind  on  leaving  Engtand  I  have  aheady  endeavoured 
to  convey  some  idea,  and,  among  the  fedings  that 
went  to  make  up  that  self*centred  spirit  of  resistance 
which  he  then  opposed  to  his  fate,  was  an  indignant 
scorn  of  his  own  countrymen  for  the  vrro&ga  he 
thought  they  had  done  him.  For  a  lime,  the  kindly 
sentiments  which  he  still  harboured  towards  Ljuiy 
I  Byron,  and  a  sort  of  vague  hope,  perhaps,  that  aU 
would  yet  come  right  again,  kept  his  mind  in  a  mood 
somewhat  more  softened  and  docile,  as  well  «s  suffi- 
ciently under  the  infiuence  still  of  English  opinioo,  to 
prevent  his  breaking  out  into  open  rebellioo  against 
it,  as  he  unluckily  did  afterwards. 

By  the  failure  of  the  attempted  mediation,  with 
Lady  Byron,  his  last  Imk  with  home  vras  severed , 
while,  notwithstanding  the  quiet  and  unobtrusive  life 
which  he  had  led  at  Geneva,  there  vras  aa  yet,  he 
found,  no  cessation  whatever  of  the  slanderous  wnr- 
fare  ag^'nst  his  character; — the  same  busy  and 
misrepresenting  spirit  which  had  tracked  his  erery 
step  at  home  having,  with  no  less  malicious  watcb- 
fuhiess,  dogged  him  into  exile.  To  this  persuasKM, 
for  which  he  had  but  too  much  grounds,  vras  added 
all  th^  an  imagination  like  his  could  lend  to  truth, — 
all  that  he  was  left  to  interpret,  in  his  own  way,  of 
the  absent  and  the  silent, — till,  at  length,  arming 
himself  against  fancied  enemies  and  wrongs,  and, 
with  the  condition  (as  it  seemed  to  him)  of  an  outlaw, 
assuming  also  the  desperation,  he  resolved,  as  hb 
countrymen  would  not  do  justice  lo  the  better  pans 
of  hii  nature,  to  liave,  at  least,  the  pervene  satis- 
faction of  braving  and  shocking  them  with  the  i 
It  is  to  this  feeling,  I  am  convinced,  far  more  I 
to  any  depraved  taste  for  such  a  coarse  of  li£e,  that , 
the  extravagances  to  which  he  now,  for  a  short  time,  I 
gave  loose  are  to  be  attributed.  The  exciting  eOect,  J 
indeed,  of  this  mode  of  existence  while  it  lasted,! 
both  upon  his  spirits  and  his  genhis, — so  fike  what, 
as  he  himself  tells  us,  was  always  produced  in  him 
by  a  state  of  contest  aod  defiance,— showed  how 
much  of  this  latter  feeling  must  hav«  been  mixed  with 
his  excesses.  The  altered  character,  too,  of  his 
ktters  in  this  respect  cannot  &il,  I  think,  to  be  re- 
marked by  the  reader, — there  being,  with  an  evident 
increase  of  intellectual  vigour,  a  tone  of  violence  iJid 
bravado  breaking  out  in  them  oontinuaBy,  which 
marks  the  high  pitch  of  reaction  to  which  he  had 
wound  up  his  temper. 

In  fact,  so  far  from  the  powers  of  his  iat^kct 
being  at  all  weakened  or  dissipated  hj  these  vrtgit- 
kurities,  he  vras,  perhaps,  at  no  time  of  his  life,  so 
actively  in  the  full  possession  of  all  its  eneigica;  and 
his  friend  Shelley,  who  went  to  Venice,  at  this 
period,  to  see  him,*  used  to  say,  that  all  he  obocnred 

*  The  followinf  are  extracts  ftiMi  a  letter  of  SheOsfsle 
a  Mend  at  this  time. 

**  Vfkm,  AarM.  istt. 

"  We  came  from  Padoa  hitfaer  in  a  gondola ;  snA  the 
Oondoliere,  tanong  other  tUnffi«  withovt  any  hint  tm  «ar 
part,  1>effan  talldnf  of  Lord  Byron.  He  said  he  was  a 
'Giovanotto  IngUae,*  with  a  *iioim  stcBvafanfe,*  wko 
lived  very  luxortoasly,  and  spent  great  smnsaf  isasy.  *  • 

«  At  three  o'clock  I  called  on  Lord  Byroa.  He  vMB«e- 
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of  Che  workings  of  Bjron's  mind,  daring  his  yvdt, 
g»Te  him  a  far  higher  idea  of  its  powers  than  he  had 
ever  before  entertained.  It  was,  indeed,  then  that 
Shdief  sketched  out,  and  chiefly  wrote,  his  poem  of 
**  Julian  and  MaddaJo^"  in  the  latter  of  which  per- 
sonages he  has  so  picturesquely  shadowed  forth  his 
■oUe  friend  *  and  the  allusions  to  ''the  Swan  of 
Albsoo,"  in  his  ^Lines  written  among  the  Euganean 
BSUsj'*  were  also,  I  understand,  the  result  of  the 

me  access  of  admiration  and  enthusiasm. 

In  speaking  of  the  Venetian  women,  in  one  of  the 
precedii^  letters.  Lord  Byron,  it  will  be  recollected, 
resnarks,  that  the  beauty  for  which  they  were  once 
so  celebrated  is  no  tonger  now  to  be  found  among  the 
**  Dame^"  or  higher  orders,  but  all  under  the  **  hz- 
Bofi,"  or  korchiefs  of  the  bwer.  It  was,  unluckily, 
annig  these  latter  specimens  of  the  **  bel  sangue"  of 
Veaice  that  he  now,  by  a  suddenness  of  descent  in 
tbe  scale  of  refinement,  for  which  nothing  but  the 
prssent  wayward  state  of  his  mind  can  account,  chose 
to  select  the  compau'ons  of  his  disengaged  hoars ;~ 
aad  an  additional  proof  that,  in  this  short,  daring 
career  of  libertinism,  he  was  but  desperately  seeking 
rdirffor  a  wronged  and  mortified  spirit,  and 

«  What  to  US  leem'd  guilt  might  be  bat  wo«,*— 
ii  that,  mofiB  than  once,  of  an  evening,  when  his  house 
has  bc«n  in  the  possession  of  such  visitants,  he  has 
been  known  to  hurry  away  in  his  gondola,  and  pass 
the  greater  pcut  of  the  night  upon  the  vrater,  as  if 
hating  to  return  to  his  home.  It  is,  indeed,  certain, 
that  to  this  least  defensible  portion  of  his  whole  life 
he  always  looked  back,*duiing  the  short  remainder 
sf  it,  with  painful  self-reproaeh ;  and  among  the 


IgUed  to  see  me,  and  our  first  conTemtion  of  coarse 
coMMted  ia  the  otjeci  of  oar  virit  *  *  *  Ho  took  me  in 
Us  goaiola,  across  tb«  Lagans,  to  a  long,  strandy  sand, 
wloeh  defends  Venice  fk'om  the  Adriatic.  When  we  dis- 
embaiked,  we  feond  hit  hones  waiting  tor  as,  and  we  rode 
alesg  the  sands,  taOdng..  Oar  coarersation  consisted  in 
Idwtnrlri  of  bis  own  woooded  feelings,  and  qoestions  as  to 
Bi7  aCrirs,  with  great  professimu  of  friendship  and  ragard 
fer  BK.  He  said  that  i^  he  had  been  in  England,  at  (he 
tisM  of  the  Chancery  affiur,  he  would  hare  moved  heaven 
uid  earfbto  bare  preToatedsach  a  decision.  He  talked  of 
Hianry  SBatters,— 4iis  Fourth  Canto,  which  he  saf  s  is  very 
good,  and  indeed  repeated  some  stanzas,  of  great  energy, 
to  me.  When  we  retamed  to  his  palace,  which  is  one  of 
the  moot  magnifi^tat  in  Venice,  &c.  fltc.* 

*  In  fba  preihce  also  to  this  poem,  under  the  flctitions 
■mae  of  Connt  Ifaddalo.  the  followingjjust  and  strikiog 
ftwliait  of  Lord  Byron  la  drawn  :— 

*  ^  b  a  person  of  the  most  consummate  genius,  and 
capable,  if  be  would  direct  Ms  energies  to  such  an  end,  of 
bacoBring  tbe  redeemer  of  his  degraded  country.  But  it  is 
bisweakneas  to  be  proud:  bederiT^,  from  a  comparison 
oTUs  own  extraordinary  mind  with  ^  dwarfish  intellects 
that  surroond  him,  an  intense  apprehension  of  the  nothing- 
ness of  bnman  Hie.  His  passions  and  his  powers  are  i  ji' 
c«npanbly  greater  than  those  of  other  men,  and  instead 
cf  tbe  bitter  haTingbeen  employed  in  curbing  the  former 
they  bsTO  mutually  lent  each  other  Strength.  His  ambi- 
tten  preys  upon  itself  for  want  of  objects  which  it  can 
eansider  worthy  of  exertion.  I  say  that  Bfaddalo  is  proud, 
becasue  I  can  And  no  other  word  to  express  tbe  con- 
Matered  and  impatient  feelings  which  consume  Ubn ;  but 
it  fe  on  his  own  hopes  and  affections  only  that  he  seems  to 
tnasple,  for  in  social  life  no  human  bein^  can  be  more 
•KBlle,  patient,  aad  unassuming  than  IMaddaio.    He  is 

ihcjeiful,  feanfc,  and  witty.  His  more  serious  conrersation 
ii  a  sort  of  Intoxicatlmi.  He  has  trsTelled  much ;  and  (here 
ii  an  iaexycesaible  charm  in  his  relation  of  his  adventores 
in 


causes  of  the  detestation  which  he  afterwards  felt 
for  Venice^  this  recollection  of  the  excesses  to  which 
he  had  there  abandoned  himself  was  not  the  least 
prominent. 

The  most  distinguished  and,  at  last,  the  reigning 
favourite  of  all  this  unworthy  Haram  was  a  woman 
named  Margarita  Cogni,  who  has  been  already  men- 
tioned in  one  of  these  letters,  and  who,  from  the  trade 
of  her  husband,  was  known  by  the  title  of  the  Foma- 
rina.  A  portrait  of  this  handsome  virago,  drawn  by 
Harlowe  when  at  Venice,  having  fallen  into  the  hands 
of  one  of  Lord  Byron's  friends  after  the  death  of  that 
artist,  the  noble  poet,  on  being  applied  to  for  some 
particulars  of  his  heroine,  wrote  a  kmg  letter  on  the 
subj^t,  from  which  the  following  are  extracts : — 

^  Since  you  desire  the  stoiy  of  Margarita  Cogni, 
yoa  shall  be  told  it,  though  it  may  bs  lengthy. 

^  der  face  is  the  fine  Venetian  cast  of  the  old  time; 
her  figure,  though  perhaps  too  tafl,  is  not  less  fine — 
and  taken  altogether  in  the  national  dress. 

**  In  the  sununer  of  1817,  *  *  ♦  ♦  and  mysdf  were 
sauntering  on  horseback  slong  the  Brenta  one  even- 
ing, when,  amongst  a  group  of  peasants,  we  remarked 
two  girls  as  the  prettiest  we  had  seen  for  some  time. 
About  this  period,  there  had  been  great  distress  in 
the  country,  and  I  had  a  little  relieved  some  of.  the 
people.  Generosity  makes  a  great  figure  at  very 
little  cost  in  Venetian  livres,  and  mine  had  probably 
been  exaggerated  as  an  Englishman's.  Whether 
they  remarked  us  kwking  at  them  or  no,  I  know  not ; 
but  one  of  them  called  out  to  me  in  Venetian,  *  Why 
do  not  you,  who  relieve  others,  think  of  us  also  ? ' 
I  turned  round  and  answered  her—*  Cara,  tu  sei 
troppo  bella  e  giovane  per  aver*  bisogna  del'  ^occorso 
mio.'  She  answered,  '  If  you  saw  my  hut  and  my 
food,  you  would  not  say  so.'  All  this  passed  half 
jestingly,  and  I  saw  no  more  of  her  for  some  days. 

**  A  few  evenings  after,  we  met  with  these  two  girls 
again,  and  they  addressed  us  more  seriously,  assuring 
us  of  the  truth  of  their  statement  They  were  cousins ; 
Margarita  married,  the  other  single.  As  I  doubted 
still  of  the  drcumstanoes,  I  took  the  business  m  a 
different  light,  and  made  an  appointment  with  them 
for  the  next  evening.  *  *  ♦  « 

4>  *  *  *  «  *  4i 

In  short,  in  a  few  evenings  we  arranged  our  affairs, 
and  for  a  k>ng  space  of  time  she  was  the  only  one  who 
preserved  over  me  an  ascendancy  which  was  often  di»- 
puted,  and  never  impaired. 

''The  reasons  of  this  were,  firstly,  her  person ; — 
very  dark,  tall,  the  Venetian  lisce,  very  fine  black 
eyes*  She  was  two-and-twenty  years  old,  *  * 
*  ♦  *  *  *  ♦  •   She 

was  besides  a  thorough  Venetian  in  her  dialect,  in 
her  thoughts,  in  hit  countenance,  in  every  thing, 
with  all  their  naivete  and  pantaloon  humour.  Besides, 
she  could  neither  read  nor  write,  and  could  not 
plague  me  with  letters,— except  twice  that  she  paid 
sixpence  to  a  public  scribe,  under  the  piazza,  to 
nmkc  a  letter  for  her,  upon  some  occasion  when  I 
was  ill  and  could  not  see  her.  In  other  respects,  she 
was  somewhat  fierce  and  *  prepotente^'  that  is  over- 
bearing, and  used  to  walk  in  whenever  it  suited  her, 
with  no  very  great  regard  to  time,  place,  nor  persons : 
and  if  she  found  any  women  in  her  way,  she  knocked 
th&ndown. 
^^  37 
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**  When  I  first  knew  her,  I  was  b  '  relazione ' 
(liaiaon)  with  la  Signora  *  *,  who  was  silly  enough 
ons  evening  at  Dolo,  accompanied  bj  some  of  her 
female  friends,  to  threaten  her;  for  the  gossipt  of  the 
Villeggiatura  had  already  found  out,  by  the  neighing 
of  my  horse  one  evening,  that  I  used  to  *  ride  late  in 
the  night  *  to  meet  the  Fomarina.  Margarita  threw 
back  her  veil  (fazziolo),  and  replie4  in  very  explicit 
Venetian :  *  You  are  not  his  toife :  I  am  not  his 
wife :  you  are  his  Donna,  and  /  am  his  Dotma : 
your  husband  is  a  beQco,  and  mine  is  another.  For 
the  rest,  what  right  have  you  to  reproach  me  ?  If 
he  prefers  me  to  you,  is  it  my  fault  ?  If  you  wish  to 
secure  him,  tie  him  to  your  petticoat-string. — ^But  do 
not  think  to  speak  to  me  without  a  reply,  because  you 
happen  to  be  richer  than  I  am.'  Having  delivered 
this  pretty  piece  of  eloquence  (which  1  translate  as  it 
was  related  to  me  by  a  bystander),  she  went  on  her 
way,  leaving  a  numerous  audience,  with  Madame  *  *, 
to  ponder  at  her  leisure  on  the  diak>gue  between 
them. 

"When  I  came  to  Venice  for  the  winter,  she  fol- 
bwed;  and  as  she  found  herself  out  to  be  a  favourite, 
she  came  to  me  pretty  often.  But  she  had  inordinate 
self-bve,  and  was  not  tolerant  of  other  women.  At 
the  *  Cavalchina,'  the  masqued  ball  on  the  last  ni^t 
of  the  CamiTal,  where  all  the  world  goes,  she  snatch- 
ed off  the  mask  d  Madame  Contarmi,  a  lady  noble 
by  birth,  and  decent  in  conduct,  for  no  other  rea- 
son but  because  she  happened  to  be  leaning  on 
n^  arm.  You  may  suppose  what  a  cursed  noise 
this  made;  but  this  is  only  one  of  ^er  pranks. 

**  At  last  she  quarrelled  with  her  husband,  and  one 
evenmgTan  away  to  my  house.  I  told  her  this  would 
not  do  :  she  said  she  would  lie  in  the  street,  but  not 
go  back  to  him ;  that  he  beat  her,  (the  gentle  tigress !) 
spent  her  money,  and  scandak>usly  neglected  her.  As 
it  v^as  midnight,  I  let  her  stay,  and  next  day,  there 
I  wasnomovingheratall.  Her  husband  came,  roaring 
and  crying,  and  entreating  her  to  come  back  '.—wot 
she  I  He  then  applied  to  the  police,  and  they  applied 
to  me :  I  told  them  and  her  husband  to  take  her;  I  did 
not  want  her;  she  had  come,  and  I  could  not  fling 
her  out  of  the  window ;  but  they  might  conduct  her 
through  that  or  the  door  if  they  choseat.  She  went 
before  the  'commissary,  but  was  obliged  to  return 
with  that '  becco  ettico,'  as  she  called  the  poqr  man* 
who  had  a  phthisic.  In  a  few  days  she  ran  away 
again.  After  a  precious  piece  of  work,  she  fixed  her- 
self in  my  house,  really  and  truly  without  my  consent ; 
but,  owing  to  my  indolence,  and  not  being  able  to 
keep  my  countenance — for  if  I  be^  in  a  rage,  she 
always  finished  by  making  roe  laugh  with  some  Ve- 
netian pantaloonery  or  anotha;  and  the  gip^  knew 
thiswdl  enough,  as  well  as  her  other  powers  of 
persuasion,  and  exerted  them  with  the  usual  tact  and 
success  of  aH  she-things;— high  and  k>w,  they  are  all 
alike  for  that. 

**  Bfadame  Benzoni  also  took  her  under  her  protec- 
tioo,  and  then  her  head  turned.  She  was  always  in 
extremes,  either  crying  or  Uiughang,  and  so  fierce 
when  angered,  that  she  was  the  terror  of  men,  wo- 
men, and  childreiK-for  she  had  the  strength  of  aa 
Amazon,  with  the  temper  of  Medea.  Site  was  a  fine 
animal,  but  quite  untameable.  /  was  the  only  per- 
son that  could  at  all  keep  her  in  ary  order,mnd 


whta  she>saw  me  really  angry  (wRich  thcgy  tell  ne  is 
a  savage  sight),  she  tnbsided^  But  she  had  a  t^o»- 
sand  fooleries.  In  her  fajonolo,  the  dcess  of  the  lower 
orders,  she  looked  beaudful;  but,  alas',  she  longed 
for  a  hat  and  feathers ;  and  alh  I  could  say  or  do  (aod 
I  said  ipuch)  ontrid  not  prevent  this  tmvcalie.  I  put 
the  first  hito  the  fire ;  boi  i  got  tired  of  burning 
them  before  she  did  of  buying  them,  io  that  she  made 
J  herself  a  fi^re — for  they  did  not  al  ail  becoaie  her. 

'  **  Then  she  would  have  her  gowns  viiitb  a  Art/— 
like  a  huly,  forsooth;  nothing 'would  serve  herimt 
*  l*abita  colla  eova,'  or  cimi,  (that  «s  the  Venetian 
for  *  la  cola,'  the  tail  or  train),  and  as  her  cuned 
pronunciation  of  the  word  Inade  me  kiugh,  there  was 
an  end  of  all  controversy,  and  she  draped  this  «&- 
helical  tail  after  (fpr  every  where. 

**  In  the  mean  time,  she  beat  the  women  and 
stopped  my  letters.  I  found  her  one  day  pondering 
over  one.  She  used  to  try  to  find  out  by  their  abape 
whether  they  were  feminine  or  no;  and  sh^  vMd  to 
lament  her  ignorance,  and  actually  studied  her  al- 
phabet, on  purpo^  (as  she  declared)  to  open  nil 
letters  addfemed  to  me  and  read  their  contenta. 

**  I  must  not«mit  Io  do  justice  to  her  hoasAeei>- 
ingquafilics.  After  she  came  into  jny  house  aa*doona 
di  govemo,'  the  expenses  were  tedueed  to  leas  Umn 
half,  and  every,  bo^y  did  their  duty  beUer — die 
apartments  were  kept  ip  oidar,  nnd  every  thmg  and 
every  bo^y  elie«  eau^f  beiselC 

''.That  she  had  a  sufficient  regard  ibr  me  ia  her 
wild  way,  I  had  many  reasons  io  believe.  I*  will 
mention  one.  In  the^utann,  one  day*  going  to  the 
Lado  vrith  my  gondoliers^We  ^ere  overtaken  fay  a 
heavy  squall,  and  the  gondola  put  h)  peril— hals  bk>wn 
away,  boat  filling,  oar  lost,  tumbhnS;  sea,  thunder, 
rain  in  lorren^  mght  coming,  and  wind  unceasing. 
On  our  return,  after  a  tight  struggle,  I  fe^ad  hen  on 
the  open  steps  of  the  Mootnigoj^alaee,  on  the  Grand 
CanaT,.  with  iter  great  bbck  eyerilashing  throogh  her 
tean,  and  the  Ipng  dark  hair,  which  was  atreanw^, 
dreotehed  "With  tain,'  ov^  her  brows  und  bceasc«  She 
was  perfecPy  exposed  to  the  storm;  and  the  wind 
blowing  her  hair  and  dress  about  bar  thih  taU  fignre, 
and  the  lightning  flashing  tound  her,  and  the-wave« 
rolling  at  her  feet,  made  her  look  like  Medea  nlighied 
from  herchariot,  or  the  Sibyl  of  th«  tempest  that  was 
rolling  around  her,  the  only  living  thing  within  baS 
at  that  moment  except  outlives.  On  seeing  me  sale, 
she  did  not  waft  to  greet  me,  as  might  have  been  «■- 
pected,  but  calling  out  to  me—*  ^  1  ean*  della  Ma- 
donna, xe  esto  il  tempo  per  andar*  af  Lido?  (Ah  I 
dog  of  the  Vh'gin,  is  this  a  time  to  go  Io  Lid^?)  jma 
mto  the  house,  and  solaced  hersdf  with  acoldinK  the 
boatmen  for  not  foreseeing  the  '  tempornle.'  I  am 
told  by  the  servants  thatahe  had  only  been  prevented 
from  coming  in  a  boat  to  k>ok  after  me,  by  tlie  r^usal 
of  all*  the  gondoliers  of  the  canal  tA  pat  ont  into  the 
harbour  m  such  a  moment;  and*  thai  then  she  sate 
down  on  the  steps  in  all  the  thickest  of  the  eqnan, 
and  would  neither  be  removed  nor  conifortcd.  Her 
joy  at  seeing  me  again  was  moderately  mixed  vnth 
ferocity,  and  gave  me  the  idea  of  a  tigrem  over  her 
recovered  cubs. 

**  But  her  reign  drew  near  a  done.  She  bcennm 
quite  ungovernable  some  months  after.  And  a  eoneos 
renceof  comphunts,  tome  true,  and  nnuqr  faltn    *  a 
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fiuoarit*  h9M  no  frnodf*— detemunednic  t6  part  with 
bcr.  I  fold  h«r  quietljr  that  the  mutt  return  home 
(ibe  had  aoqpiirad  »  niflkien^  proTisioa  for  herself 
md  mother,  kc  in  mj  serrice),  and  she  refuted  to 
fuit  the  home*  J  was  firm,  and  Ae  went  threaten- 
ia§  knives  and  revenge.  I  fold  iter  fliat  I  had  seen 
Ures  dsawa  before  her  time,  and  that  if  she  chose  to 
begiD,  there  wastt  knife,  and  fork  also,  at 'her  serrioe 
aaih»  table,  snd  that  intimidalion  would -not  do. 
The  Bezt  6^,  while  I  wlu  at  dinoert  she  walked  in 
(having^roken  open  a«glass-door  that  led  from  the 
hafi  below  to  the  staircase,  bj  waj^  of  prokigue),  and 
adfancing  straight  up  to  ^  table;,  saatche4  the 
knife' Iran  mj  hand,  cutting  -me  Rightly  in  the 
thumb  in  the  operation.  Whether  she  m^ant  to 
use  this  agafaist  hekrs^  or  me,  I  know  >ot^-pro- 
baU^  against  neithep—but  Fletcher  Sfcize<i  her  by 
the  anna,  and  disarmed  her.  I  th^  called  my  boat- 
■CB,  and  desired  them  to  get  the  ^dola  readyf  and 
eaadoet  lier  to  her  own  house  agam^  seeing  carefully, 
that  the  M  herself  no  i^ohi^  by  the  way.  She 
sscmed  ^te  quiet,  and  walked  down  stairs.  I  re- 
sttaed  iny  dinoei. 

**  We  beard  a  great  aoise,  and  went  out,  and  met 
thoD  OB  the  staircase,  carrying  bei  up  stairs.  She 
bad  thrown  herself  intolhe  canal.  That  she  intended 
to  destroy  herself  I  do  not  belief  e :  but  when  we 
eomader  the  fear  women  and  men  who  oan't  swim 
have  oC  deep  or  evea  of  shaUow  water  (and  the 
Venetians  in  particular,  though  they  live  on  the 
aavcsX  <^  ^^  ^^  '^^  (^  uight,  and  dark,  and 
voy  cold,  it  shows  that  she  had  a  devilish  spirit  of 
HBie  aort  within  her.  Tbey  had  got  her  out  without 
■ych  difllcoUy  or  damage^  excepting  the  salt  water 
Ae  had  swaOowed,  and  the  wetting  she  had  under- 

**  I  foresaw  her  intention  to  refix  herself/and  sent 
hr  a  aiBgedn,  inquiring  how  many  hours  it  would 
reqaira  to  restore  her  f|pm  her  agiuuion;  and  be 
oamed  the  time.^  I.then  said,  *l  give  you  that  time, 
snd  more  if  you^require  it;  but  at  the  expiration  of 
this  prescribed  period,  if  i/ts  does  not  leave  the  house, 

/win.* 

^AU  nqr  people  were  consternated.  They  had 
abraya  been  frightened  al  her,  and  were^w  paraly- 
sed :  tbey  wanted  me  to  apply  to  the  police,  to  guard 
mfKlf,  Sec  &c  \ike  a  pack  of  snivelling  servile 
boobies  as  Ihey  were.  I  did  nothing  of  the  kind, 
tUnkSng  that  I  might  as  well  end  that  way  as  an- 
other; besides,  I  had  been  used  to  saifage  women,  and 
kiiew  their  ways. 

**  I  had  her  sent  home  quietly  after  her  recovery, 
and  never  saw  her  since,  except  twice  at  the  opera, 
at  a  distance  amongst  the  audience.  She  made  many 
atleflipts  10  return,  but  no  more  violent  ones.—And 
this  is  the  story  of  Margarita  Cogni,  as  far  as  it 
relates  tome. 

.  **  1  forgot  to  mentisQ  that  she  was  very  devout,  and 
wooU  cross  herself  if  she  heard  the  prayer  time 
strike,  *♦***♦• 
♦       #»♦♦♦♦ 

**  She  was  quick  in  reply ;  as,  for  instance— One 
day  when  she  had  made  me  very  angry  with  beating 
soiBebody  or  other  I  called  her  a  coto  [cow,  in  Italian, 


is  a  sad  afflront).  I  called  her '  Vaoca.'  She  turned 
round,  curtsied,  and  answered,  *  Vaoca  tua,  'oelensa, 
(i.  e.  eooelenza).  *  Your  oow,  please  your  Excel- 
lency.' In  short,  she  was,  as  I  said  before,  a  very 
fine  animhl,  of  considerable  blauty  and  energy,  with 
many  good  and  several  amusing  qualities,  but  wild 
as  a  witch  and  fierce  as  a  demon.  She  used  to  boast 
publicly  of  h^  ascendancy  over  me,  contrasting  it 
with  that  of  other  women,  and  ■—ignmg  for  it  sundry 
reasons,  *  *  *.'  True  it  was,  that  they  all  tried  to 
get  her  away,  and  no  one  succeeded  till  her  own 
absurdity  helped  them. 

**  I  omitted  to  tell  you  her  answer,  when  I  reproach- 
ed her  for  snatching  Madame  Contarini's  mask,  at 
the  Cavakhina.  I  represented  to  her  that  she  was 
a  kdy  of  high  birth,  *  una  Damk,'  &c.  Sheanswered, 
*  Se  eUa  ^  dama,  mi  (io)  son  Veneziana  ;* — '  if  she  is 
a  kidy,  I  am  a  Venetian.'  This  would  have  been 
fine  a  hundred  years  ago,  the  pride  of  the  nation 
rising  up  against  the  pride  of  aristocracy :  but,  alas ! 
Venice,  and  her  people,  and  her  nobles,  arealike 
returning  fast  to  the  ocean;  and  where  there  is  no 
ifidependence,  there  can  be  no  real  self-respect.  I 
believe  that  I  mistook  or  mis-stated  one  of  her  phrases 
in  my  letter;  it  should  have  been—*  Can*  della  Ma- 
donna, oosa  vui  tu?  esto  non  ^  tempo  per  andar'  a 
Udo?*" 

It  was  at  this  time,  as  we  shall  see  by  the  letters  I 
am  about  to  produce,  and  as  the  features,  indeed,  of 
the  progeny  itself  would  but  too  pUinly  indicate,  that 
he  conceived,  and  wrote  some  part  of,  his  Poem  of 
"  Don  Juan ;  "—and  never  did  pages  more  faithfully 
and,  in  many  respects,  kmentably  reflect  every 
variety  of  feeling,  and  whipi,  and  passion  that,  like 
the  rack  of  autumn,  swept  across  the  author's  mind 
in  writing  them.  Nothing  less,  indeed,  than  that 
sioguhir  combination  of  attributes,  which  existed  and 
were  in  fuU  activity  in  his  mind  at  this  moment,  could 
have  suggested,  or  been  capable  of,  the  execution  of 
such  a  work.  The  cool  shrewdness  of  age  with  the 
vivacity  and  glowing  temperament  of  youth, — the 
wit  of  a  Voltaire,  with  the  sensibility  of  a  Rousseau, 
— the  minute,  practical  knowledge  of  the  man  of 
society,  with  the  abstract  and  self-contemplative 
spirit  of  the  poet, — a  susceptibility  of  all  that  ia 
grandest  and  most  affecting  in  human  virtue,  with  a 
deept  withering  experience  of  all  that  is  most  fatal 
to  it, — the  two  extremes,  in  short,  of  man's  mixed 
and  inconsistent  nature,  now  rankly  smelling  of 
earth,  now  breathing  of  .heaven, — such  was  the 
strange  assemblage  of  contrary  elements,  all  meeting 
together  in  the  same  mind,  and  all  brought  to  bear,  io 
turn,  upon  the  same  task,  from  which  alone  could  have 
sprung  this  extraordinary  Poem, — the  most  powerful 
and,  in  many  respects,  painful  display  of  the  versatilitj 
of  genius  that  has  ever  been  left  for  succeeding  ages 
to  wonder  at  and  depbre. 

I  shall  now  proceed  with  his  correspondence,— 
having  thought  some  of  the  preceding  observationf 
necessary,  not  only  to  explain,  to  tlie  reader  much  of 
what  he  will  find  in  these  letters,  but  to  account  tc 
him  for  much  that  has  been  neci^ssarily  omitted. 
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LETTER  CCCXVIII. 

TO  Mft.  MURIUY. 

«  Venice,  June  ]8tli»  1818. 

*'Buaiaet8  and  the  titter  and  inexplicable  silence 
of  all  my  correspondents  renders  me  impatient  and 
troublesome.  I  wrote  to  Mr.  Hanson  for  a  balance 
which  is  (or  ought  to  be)  in  bis  hands ; — no  answer. 
1  expected  the  messenger  with  the  Newstead  papers 
two  montlis  ago,  and  instead  of  him^  I  received  a 
reqtiisition  to  proceed  to  Genera,  which  (from  *  ♦, 
who  knows  my  wishes  and  opinions  about  approaching 
England)  could  only  be  irony  or  insult. 

"I  must,  therefore,  trouble  you  to  pay  into  my 
bankers'  immediatelv  whatever  sum  or  sums  you 
can  make  it  convenient  to  do  on  our  agreement; 
otherwise,  I  shall  be  put  to  the  severest  and  most 
immediate  inconvenience ;  and  this  at  a  time  when,  by 
eveiy  rational  prospect  and  calculation,  I  ought  to 
be  in  the  receipt  of  considerable  sums.  Pray  do  not 
neglect  this;  you  have  no  idea  to  what  inconvenience 
you  will  otherwise  put  me.  *  *  had  some  absurd 
notion  about  the  disposal  of  this  money  in  annuity 
(or  God  knows  what),  which  I  merely  listened  to 
when  he  was  here  to  avoid  squabbles  and  sermons; 
but  I  have  occasion  for  the  principal,  and  had  never 
any  serious  idea  of  appropriating  it  otherwise  than  to 
answer  my  personal  expenses,  Hobhouse's  wish  is, 
if  possible,  to  force  me  back  to  Engkind  :*  he  will 
not  succeed;  and  if  he  did,  I  would  not  stay.  I  hate 
the  country,  and  like  this ;  and  all  foolish  opposition, 
of  oourse,  merely  adds  to  the  feeling.  Your  silence 
makes  me  doubt  the  inicccss  of  CiintQ  Fourth.  If  it 
has  failed,  I  will  make  such  deduction  as  you  think 
proper  and  fair  from  the  original  agreement;  but  I 
could  wish  whatever  is  to  be  paid  were  remitted  to 
me,  without  delay,  through  the  usual  channel,  by 
oourse  of  post. 

^  When  I  tell  you  that  I  have  not  beard  a  word 
from  England  since  very  earty  in  May,  I  have  made 
the  eulogtum  of  my  fdends,  or  the  persons  who  call 
themselves  so,  since  I  have  written  so  often  and  in  the 
greatest  anxiety.  Thank  God,  the  bnger  I  am 
absent,  the  less  cause  I  see  for  regretting  the  country 
or  its  living  contents. 

''I  am  yours,  Sec. 

"P.S.  TenMr***that  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

♦  ♦♦**♦♦ 

and  that  I  wOl  never  forgive  him  (or  any  body)  the 
atrocity  of  their  late  sflence,  at  a  time  when  I  wish- 
ed particulariy  to  hear,  for  every  reason,  from  my 
friends.'* 

LETTER  COCXIX. 

TO  MB  MURRAY. 

"  Venice,  Joly  lOth.  1818. 
**  I  have  reoeived  your  letter  and  the  credit  from 
Morlandi,  &c.  for  whom  I  have  also  drawn  upon  you 
at  sixty  days'  sight  for  the  oemainder,  according  to 
your  propoiiiioD. 

*  Deeply  is  K.  for  many  resaoos.  to  be  regretted  that 
this  flrieadly  pmposs  did  not  racoeed. 


**]  am  still  wailing  in  Venice,  in  expectancy  of  the 
arrival  of  Hanson's  derk.  What  can  detain  bin,  1 
do  not  know;  but  I  trust  that  Mr  Hobhouae,  ud 
Mr  Kinnaird,  when  their  political  fit  is  abated,  wiH 
take  the  trouble  to  inquire  and  expedite  hun,  at  I 
have  nearly  a  hundred  thousand  pounds  depoding 
upon  the  oompletioa  of  the  sale  and  the  aigoature  of 
the  papers. 

''The  draft  on  you  is  drawn  up  by  Siri  and  Will> 
hahn.  1  hope  that  the  form  is  correct.  I  signed  it 
two  or  three  days  ago,  desiring  them  to  forgMditfo 
Messrs.  Moriand  and  Ransom. 

**  Your  projected  editions  for  November  had  better 
be  postponed,  as  I  have  some  things  in  project,  or 
preparation,  that  may  be  of  use  to  you,  though  not 
very  important  in  themselves,  I  have  completed  ao 
Ode  on  Venice,  and  have  two  Storiee,  one  serioos 
and  one  ludicrous  (i  ki  Beppo),  not  yet  fimshied,  and 
in  no  hurry  to  be  so. 

^  You  talk  of  the  letter  to  Hobbouse  being  Dodi 
admired,  and  spei^  of  prose.  •  I  tftifik  of  writng 
(for  your  full  edition)  some  Memoirs  of  my  life,  to 
prefix  to  them,  upon  the  same  model  (thoogb  far 
enough,  I  fear,  from  reaching  it)  of  Gifibrd,  Hone, 
&c. ;  and  this  without  any  intention  of  making  dn- 
closures,  or  remarks  upon  living  people,  Which  would 
be  unpleasant  to  them :  but  I  think  it  might  be  done, 
and  well  done.  However,  this  is  to  be  considered. 
I  have  materials  in  plenty,  but  the  greater  part  of 
them  could  not  be  used  by  ive,  9or  for  these  hmidred 
years  to  come.  However,  tliere  is  enough  without 
«these,  and  merely  as  a  literary  man,  to  make  a  pre- 
face for  such  an  edition  as  you  meditate.  But  tUi  ii 
by  the  way :  I  have  not  made  up  my  mind. 

''I  enck>seyou  a  note  on  the  subject  of  'Pari- 
sina,*  v^hich  Hobbouse  can  dress  for  you.  It  is  as 
extract  of  particulars  froB  a  history  of  Fernua. 

**  I  trust  you  have  been  attentive  to  Missiaglia,  fiv 
the  English  have*  the  cfalumcter  of  neglecting  tk 
Italians  at  present,  which  I  hope  you  wil  redeem. 
•*  Yours  in  haste, 

LETTER  COCXX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"  Venice,  July  W1».I««- 
**!  suppose  that  AglietU  wiU  take  whalercr  yoa 
offer,  but  tiQ  his  return  from  Vienna  I  can  aakeUB 
no  proposal ;  nor,  indeed,  have  you  authorised  ve  lo 
do  so.  The  three  French  nates  ore  by  L«dyBlaiy; 
also  another  half-BnglishrFrench-ItaliaB.  They  •'« 
very  pretty  and  passionate;  it  is  a  pity  that  a  piece 
of  one  of  them  is  lost  Algarotti  seeoK  to  have  trea^ 
ed  her  ill ;  but  die  was  much  his  senior,  and  aB 
women  are  used  ill— or  ny  ao,  whether  they  vt 
or  not. 

♦•♦♦♦♦♦ 
''I  shall  be  glad  of  your  books  and powdcft.  I 
am  ilin  m  waiting  for  Hanson's  derk,  but  luckily  ^ 
at  Geneva.  All  my  good  fnends  wrote  lo  ■•» 
hasten  there  to  meet  him,  but  not  one  had  the  go0J| 
sense,  or  the  good  nature,  to  write  afterwards  to  tA 
me  that  it  would  be  time  and  a  journey  thrown  eMth 
as  be  couM  not  set  off  for  some  months  after  tie 
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period  appointed.  Ulkad  taken  the  journey  on  the 
faenl  tuggettion,  I  nerer  would  haye  spoken  again 
loone of  yoa  aa  long  as  I  existed.  I  have  written 
to  requesC  Mx  Rinoaird,  when  the  foam  of  his  politics 
ii  wiped  awaj,  to  extract  a  positive  answer  from 
thit*  *  *  *, and  not  to  keep  me  in  a  state  of 
ntpenie  .i|pon  the  sabject  I  hope  that  Kinnaird, 
wb  has  my  power  of  attorney,  keeps  a  kxik-out 
opoo  the  genneman,  whi^  is  the  more  necessary,  as 
I  bsTe  a  great  dislike  to  the  idea  of  coming  over  to 
look  after  him  myself. 

**!  hare  several  things  begun,  verse  and  prose, 
botaooe  in  much  forwardness,  fhave  written  some 
n  or  seven  sheets  of  a  Life,  whieh  I  mean  to  con 
ikoe,  and  sendyou  when  finished.  It  may  perhaps 
NTfe  for  your  projected  editfons.  If  you  would  tell 
■eoactty  (&r  I  know  nothing,  and  have  no  corres- 
posdentii,  except  on  business)  the  state  qf  the  recep- 
tioaof  our  lafe  publications,  and  the  feeling  upon 
tbea,  without  consulting  any  delicacies  (1  am  too 
■cswnid  to  require  them),  I  should  know  how  and 
ii  what  BBBner  to  proceed.  I<  should  not  like  to 
ptt  them  too  much,  which  may  probably  have  been 
ths«ue  aheady ;  but,  as  I  tell  you,  I  know  nothing. 

*I  once  wrote  from  the  fulness  of  my  taind  and 
t&e  love  of  fame  (not  as  an  etui,  but  as  a  means,  to 
obtain  that  influence  over  men's  minds  which  is 
povrer  m  itself  and  in  its  consequences),  and  nOw 
fron  habit  and  from  avao'ce ;  so  that  the  elTeot  may 
probaUy  be  as  different  as  the  inspiration.  I  have 
die  ttiae  fodlity,  and  indeed  necessity,  of  composi- 
tioB,  to  avoid  idleness  (though  idleness  in  a  hot 
tttqtijf  ii  a  pleasure),  but  a  much  greater  indif- 
fcrawe  to  what  is  to  become  of  it,  aftier  it  has  served 
Bj  isnoediate  purpose.  However,  I  sliould  on  no 
loeomitlike  to-- — but  I  won't  go  on,  tike  the  arch- 
kithopof  Gfimada,  as  I  am  very  sure  that.yoo  dread 
IhsfiieofOilBlasy  and  with  good  reason. 

**  Yours,  ate. 

''P.8.  I  have  written  some  very  savage  letten  to 
MrHobhouse,  Kinnaird,  to  you,  and  to  Hanson,  be- 
cAOKthetflenoe  of  so  long  a  time  made  me  tear  oft 
mj  remaining  rags  of  patience.  I  have  seen  one  or 
two  late.EngliBh  pubUcations,  which  are  no  great 
lUsgi,  except  Rob  Roy.  IshaU.be  glad  of  Whistle^ 
cnft.» 

LETTER  CCCXXL 

TO  MR  inTRRAY. 

*<  Venice,  AQfost  9Mh,  1U8. 

'*Voa  may  go  on  with  your  edition,  without  cal- 
coliUiog  on  die  Memoir,  which  I  shall  not  publish  at 
PKient.  It  ii  nearly  finished,  but  vnll  be  too  bng ; 
ttd  there  are  so  many  things,  which,  out  of  regard 
lo  the  living,  cannot  be  mentioned,  that  I  bive 
written  with  too  mud^detail  of  thaf  whicli  mterested 
Be  least;  so  that  my  autobiographical  Essay  wouM 
"BKnUe  the  tragedy  of  Hamlet  at  the  country  thea- 
tre, recited  '  with  the  pfirt  of  Hamlet  left  out  by 
puticolar  desire.*  I  shall  keep  it  among  my  papto ; 
it  win  be  a  kind  of  guide-post  in  case  of  death,  and 
f^eai  some  of  the  lies  which  would  otherwise  be 
*"*•*»  •«!  destroy  some  which  have  been  told  aheady. 

*"  The  Tales  also  are  in  ai|  unfiniriied  state,  and  I 
caB6x  no  time  for  their  completion:  they  are  also 


wo/  in  the  best  manner.  You  must  not,  therefore* 
cakulate  upon  any  thing  in  time  for  this  edition 
The  Memoir  is  ahready  above  forty-four  sheets  of 
very  large,  h»g  paper,  and,  will  be  about  fifty  or 
six^;  but  I  wish  to  go  on  leisurely;  and  when 
finished  although  it  might  do  a  good  deal  for  you  at 
the  time,  I  am  not  sure  that  it  would  serve  any  good 
purpose  in  the  end  either,  as  it  is  f  uH  of  many  pas- 
sions and  prejudices,  of  if  hich  it  has  been  impossible 
for  me  to  keep  ctear:~I  have  not  the  patience. 

^Enclosed  is  a  tist  of  books  which  Dr  Aglietti 
would  be  glad  to  receive  by  way  of  price  for  his  MS. 
letters,  if  you  are  disposed  to  purchase  at  the  rate  of 
fifty  pounds  sterling.  These  he  vnll  be  glad  to  have 
as  part,  and  the  rest  /  will  give  him  in  money,  and 
you  may  carry  it  to  the  account  of  boobs,  &c.  which 
is  in  balance  against  me,  deducting  it  accordingly. 
So  that  the  letters  are  yours,  if  you  like  fhem,  at 
this  rate ;  and  he  and  I  are  gomg  to  hunt  for  more 
Lady  Montague  letters,  which  he  thinks  of  finding. 
I  write  in  haste.  Thanks  for  the  article,  and  be- 
lieve me, 

**  Yours,  ficc" 

To  the  charge  brought  against  Lord  Byron  by  some 
English  traveDers  of  being,  in  general,  repuhnve  and 
inhospitable  to  his  own  countrymen,  I  have  already 
made  aDusioo;  and  shall  now  add  to  the  testimony 
then  eite<^  in  disproof  of  such  a  charge  some  parti- 
culars, communieated  to  me  by  Chptain  fiasfl  Hall, 
which  exhibit  the  courtesy  and  kindliness  of  the  aoble 
poet's  disposition  in  their  true,  natural  tight. 

^On  the'last  day  of  August,  1818  (says  thik  dis- 
tioguished  writer  and  traveller),  I  was  taken  iU  with 
an  ague  at  Venice,  and  having  heard  enough  of  the 
low  state  of  the  medical  art  in  that  country,  I  was  not 
a  tittle  anxious  as  to  the  advice  I  should  lake.  I  was 
notacquainted  with  any  person  in  Venice  to  whom  I 
could  refer,  and  had  only  one  letter  of  introduction, 
which  was  to  Lord  Byron;  but  as  there  were  many 
stories  floating  about  of  hk  k>rdship*s  unwiltingness  to 
be  pestered  with  tourists,  I  had  felt  unwilling,  before 
this  moment,  to  Ihtrude  myself  in  that  shape.  Now, 
however,  that  I  vras  seriously  unweD,  I  felt  sure  that 
this  ofiensive  character  would  merge  in  that  of  a 
countryman  in  distress,  and  I  sent  the  letter  by  one 
of  my  travelling  companions  to  Lord  Byron's  hxigings 
with  a  note,  excusing  the  tiberty  I  was  taking, 
explaining  that  I  was  in  want  of  medical  assistance, 
and  saying  I  should  not  send  to  any  one  till  I  heard 
the  name  of  the  pecwn  who,  in  his  k>rdship's  opinion, 
was  tlie  best  practitioner  in  Venice. 

^  Unfortunately  for  me.  Lord  Byron  was  still  m 
bed,  though  it  was  near  noon,  and  still  more  unfor- 
tunately, the  bearer  of  my  message  scrupled  to  awake 
him,  without  fint  coming  back  to  consult  me.  By 
this  time  I  was  m  all  ^e  agonies  of  a  cold  ague  ft, 
and,  therefore,  not  at  all  in  a  condition  to  be  consulted 
upon  any  thing— so  I  repUed  pettishly,  *Oh,  by  no 
means  disturb  Lord  Qyron  on  my  account— ring  for 
the  landlord,  and  send  for  any  one  he  recommends.' 
This  absurd  injunction  being  forthwith  and  titerally 
attended  to,  in  the  course  of  an  hour  I  was  under  the 
discipline  of  mine  host's  friend,  whose  skill  and  success 
it  is  no  part  of  my  present  purpose  to  descant  upon : — 
it  is  sufficient  to  mention  that  I  was  iirevocabbr  in 
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hit  hands  kmg  More  the  foHpwiog  most  kind  note 
was  brought  to  me»  in  great  hMte,  by  Lord  Bjron's 
serrant. 

«  VeQic«,  Angiut^lst,  1818. 
*DBAR  BUL, 
*  Etr  AglietH  is  the  best  physician,  jiot  only  in  Ve^ 
nice,  but  in  lta]y :  his  residence  is  on  the  Grand  Ca- 
nal, aad  easily  fbund ;  I  forget  the  number,  but  am 
probably  the  only  person  in'Venice^who  don't  know 
it.  There  is  no  comparison  between  him  and  any  of 
the  other  medical  pei^le  here.  I  regret'teiy  much* 
to  hear  of  your  in^ispMition,  and  shall  do  myself  the 
honour  of  waiting  upon  you  the  moment  I  am  up. 
I  write  this  in  bed,  and  have  only  just  received  the 
letter  and  note.  I  beg  you  to  believft  thai  nothing 
but  tlie  extreme  lateness  of  my  hours  oovld  have 
preTented  me  from  replybg  immediately*  or  coming 
in  person.  I  have  not  beencaBed  a  minnt^. — I  have 
the  honour  to  be,  very  truly,  ' 

'Your  most  obedient «efvant, 

■*Bybon.* 

^  His  brdship  soon  followed  this  note,  and  I  h^rd 
his  voice  in  the  nelt  room ;  but  altboiq^  he  waited 
more  than  an  hour,  Icopld  not  see  him,  being  under 
the  inexouMe  bands  ^  the  dootor.  In  the  course  of 
the  same  evening  he  ^gaia  called,*  but  I  was  asleep. 
When  I  awolte  I  Ibund  his  lord^i^'s  Talet  sitting  if 
my  bedside.  *  H^  had  his  master's  ordersj^he  said, 
*  to  Mmain  with  me  While  I  "was  unweU,  and  was 
inMructed  tt>  say,  Chat  whatever  his  lordship  bad,  or 
oould  procure,  was  at  my  service,  and  that  h§  woqld 
come  to  me  and  sit  with  me,  or  do  whatever  I  IfM, 
if'I  would  only  lei  him  know  in  what  way  he  could  be 
useftil.' 

**  Accordingly,  oil  the  next  ^y,  I  sent  fer  some 
book,  which  Ivas  brought,  vHA  a  list  of  his  library. . 
I  forget  what  it  waa  which  prevented- my  seeftig  Lord- 
Byron  on  this  day,  though  he  odied  more  than>onc^; 
and  on  the  next,  I  was  too"  ill  with  fever  to 'talk  to 
any  one. 

^The  moment  I  could  go  out,  I  t(ft>k  agondok  a«d 
went  to  pay  my  respects^  and  to  thank  his  lordship 
for  his  attentions.  It  was  then  nearly  three  o'olock, 
but  he  v?as  not  yet  up;  and  when  I, went  again  tm 
the  following  <tay  at  five,  I  had  the  mortification  to 
learn  that  he  had  gone,  at  the  same  hour,  to  call  upon 
me,  so  that  we  had  crossed  each  other  on  the  canal ; 
and,  to  my  deep  and  lasting  regret,  1  w&s  obliged  to 
leave  Venice  vrithout  seeing  him." 

LETTER  QCCXXn. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

'  «  Tenice^eptember  IMh,  I8I8. 

«  An  English  newspapef  here  would  be  a  prodigy, 
and  an  opposition  one  a  monster;  and  except  some 
extracts  from  extracts  in  the  vile,  garbled  Paris 
gaieties,  nolMng  of  the  kind  reaches  thcVeneto- 
Lombard  public,  who  are  perhaps  the  most  oppressed 
in  Europe.  My  correspondencies  with  Eng^d  are 
mostly  oa  business,  and  chiefly  with  my  *  *  *,  who 
has  no  very  exalted  notion,  or  extensive  conception, 
of  an  author's  attributes;  for  he  once  took  up  an 


Bdinbuigh  Review,  and,  looking  at  it  a  minute,  said 
to  me,  *So,  I  aee  you  hsnpe  got  into  the  magfta^ine,* — 
which  is  the  only  sentence  I  ever  beard  kim  utter 
upon  literary  matters,  or  the  mea/hereof. 
'  ^  My  first  news  of  your  Iri^ih  Apotheosis  has,  conse- 
quently, been  from  yourself.  But,  as  it  will  not  be 
fors^otten  ha  a  burry«  either  by  your  friends  or  your 
enemies,  I  hope  to  have  it  msife  in  deta^  from  nai, 
of  the  former,  an(l>  in  the  meantime,  I  wish  yoQ  j<^ 
with  all  my  heart.  Such  a  moment  must  have  been 
a  g6od  deal  better  thanWestmin$ter-abbey, — ^besides 
being  an  assurance  of  thai  t»e  day-  (many  years  : 
hence,  I  trust,)  iols  the  bargain. 

^1  am  sorry  to  peroeive,  hogsrever,  by  the. close  of  \ 
your  letter  that  ev^  you  hav&  not  escaped  the  i 
*8urgit  omari,'  &c.  and  that  your, damned  deputy  I 
has  been  gathering  suab  'Aew  from  the  stfll  vest  ' 
Bermodlhes' — or  Tat|»er  vexatious.  Pray;  ^e  me  i 
some  items  of  the  a^^ir,  as  you  say  it  is  a  seriovs  ; 
oae;  and,  if  it  gfoWs  more  so,  you  shoukl  make  a 
trip  over  heii^  for  a  hm  months,  to  see  how  things 
turn  out  1  suppose  you  are  a  vioteot  admirar  af 
England  by  your  stUying  so  long  In  it.^  For  my  «wn  | 


pttt,  I  have  passed,  betwtsa  the  age  of  one-aod-  | 
twenty  and  thirty,  half  the  intervetiient  yeiiY  out  of 
it  without  regretting  any  thing,  except  that  I  ever 
returned  to  it  at  ail,  and  (he  gloomy  prospect  before 
mk  oftiusmess  and  parentage  obliging  me,,  oae  6^, 
te  return  to  il  again,«»-at  least,  tor  the  transadios  tk 
affalm,  tlie  signing  oC  papers,  aad  inspedii^  of 
.diildrea.' 

^  I  have  here  my  naXnral  daughtef ,  by  name  ABe- 
gra,--tt  pretty  litUe  gfrl  enough,  and  reckoned  like  | 
papa.*     Her  mamma'  is  English,~but  it  is  ft  long 
.story,  aad— tbcEo^  tm  end.    S|le  is  about  tweaty 
months  oI4    *         *  *         *'        ■    - 

''i  have  finished  the  First  Canto(a  kmg  oae,  af 
about  180  octaves)  of  m  poem  in  the  style  and  manner 
of  'Beppo/  encouraged  by  the  good  sueeessof  the 
sam^  it  is  called  '  Don  Juan,^  and  is  meant  to  be  a 
Uttl6  quietly  facetious  vffm  every  thing.  But  I  doobt 
whether  it  is  not— at  least,  as  far  as  it  haslet  gone — 
too  fre6  for  theso  v^  modest  day*.  However,  I 
sbaS  try  the  experhnent,  anonymoii4y»  and  if  it  don't 
take^  it  will  be  discontinued.  It  is  dedicated  to  S  *  * 
in  good,  simple,  -savage  verse,  upon  the  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦% 
politics,  and  the  way  he  got  them.  But  the  bete  of 
copying  it  out  is  intolerable,*  and' if  I  had  anama- 

*  This  liUIe  ctaHd  had  been  sent  to  him  br  Its  motber 
aboQt  four  or  drt  months  before,  under  the  care  of  a  9mim 
nurse,  a  ronng  «rirl  not  abdve  nhietecii  «r  twenty  yean  of 
age,  and  in  every  respect  unfit  to  hare  the  cbargs  ct  sach 
an  infant,  without  the  inperintendenoe  of  tome  ib«««  ex- 
perienced person.  **  Th6  chijd,  ilccordioglj.*  saja  my  ia- 
fonnant,  "was  but  ill  taken  care  of ;— not  that  aajr  blame 
could  attach  to  Lord  Byron,  for  be  always  ccpreaaeA  biat- 
self  most  anxious  for  her  vreUiuT,  but  because  tbe  aurae 
wanted  tbe  neoassary  experience.  Tlie  poor  flrl  was 
equally  to  ^  pitied ;  for,  as  Lord  Byron^  houaeboki  con- 
sisted of  English  and  Italian  men  servants,  with  whom  she 
could  b(rtdno  converse,  and"  arthere  waa  no  ottier  feaule 
to  consult  with  and  assist  her  in  her  charge.  notUag  coaU 
be  more  forlorn  than  her  situation  proved  to  be.* 

Soon  after  the  date  of  the  above  letter,  Mrs  Hoppaer. 
the  lady  of  the  Consul  General,  who  bad,  frooi  tbe  first, 
in  compassion  both  to  fiitber  and  child,  invited  the  UttJa 
AUegra  occasionally  to  b«r  boose,  very  kindly  propoard  to 
Lord  Byron  to  take  charge  of  her  altogether,  andas  ar- 
niipcnient  was  accordingly  concluded  upon  for  that  pur- 
pose. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1 


X.  D.  1819. 


LIPR  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


3% 


be  would  bd  of  no  me,  ms  my  writiog  is  ao 
to  decipher. 

Hy  poem  f  ^»ie.  and  Is  meant  to  be 
Divided  in  twelre  books,  each  book  contalninff, 

'Witb  lore  and  war,  a  liearjr  gale  at  sea— 
A  Hsl  of ship»>  aad  captains,  andkiofe  wignlng,— 

New  dtaracten,  &c.  &0. 

The  above  are  two  ttasaas,  which  I  send  jou  as  a 
hpiek  of  my  Babel,  aod  bj  wbkh  ytw  caa  judge  of  the 
texture  of  the  stracsnue. 
*Im  writing  the  Life  of  Sheridan,  tiewu*  mlod  the 

'  aagry  iiea  of  the  humbilg  wbigs.  ReeoUeet  thai  he 
was  an  Iiishman  and  a  elerer  fellow,  aod  that  toebat e 
bad  sone  Tefy  pleasant  dv*  ^th  hnn.  Doif  t  forgiet 
that  he  was  at  schoolat  Harrow,  where,  in  my  tim^* 

I  we  used  to  show  bis  iuune-4l.  B.  Sheridan,  1765-7 
as  an  battour  to  the  walls.    Remember       ^  * 

Defend  vpoa  it  th^t  there  were  worse  folks  going,  of 
that  g»ng,  than  erer  Sheridan  wa»  * 

**  W^t  did  Parr  mean  by  *  baaghtineos  and  cold- 
ness?' J  Ikieoed  to  binr  with  admiring  ignoouM^t 
aad  rcspcctfoi  sileece.  Wh«t  nwne  could  a  ftilker 
far  fame  baTe?-— tb^  don't  like  to  be  answered.  It 
was  at  Ay  ne  Knight's  I  met  him,  wheta  be  gvr*  me 
"mere  Greek  than  I  coidd  earry  away.  BiU  I  oer- 
laiolj  meant  to  (and  did)  treat  him  with  the  most 
mpecCfat  defareoce. 

**  I  wish,  joir  good  flight,  widi  a  Venetian  bene- 
dklioa,  ^  BenedMlo  t^,  e  fet  tana  che  U  far&  I  '—'May 
)oo  be  bleasedy  and  the  earlk  which  you  wiH  make* 
—is  it  not  pretty  ?^oli  would  think  it  still  prettier  if 
Toaiiad  beani  it,  as  i  did  two  hours  a§p;  from  ihe 
Kpo  c§a  Venetian  gicf,  with  birge  bkek  eyes,  a  OtOb 
iise  Famtina'e^  and  the  figiird  of  a  JunetaH  dnd 
eaergetic  as  a  Pythoness,  wftb«yes  llAsbiig,  andbes 
dark  bair  streaming  in  the  moenli(^bt— one  of  ^hose 
woaieit  wh^may  he  made  any  thing.  I  am  sure  if  I 
pel  a  pontod  into  (he  hand  ef  this  one^  she  would 
plonge  it  where  1  told  her^-~and  ibto  me,  if  1  offend- 
ed her.  1  Uke  Ihis  knod  Of  animal,  and  ant  sure  that 
f  sheofal  TiaTe  preferred  Medea  to  any  woman  that 
eter  breathed.  You  may^  pechups^  wonder  that  I 
don't  m  tbat  cas»       *  *  *  * 

I  ooold  bare  forgirtfn  tbe'dagger  or  the  bowl,  any 
ihin^  but  the  delfl>erate  desoUtion  pQed  upon  me, 
when  IsCDod  aiODe'opon  my  hearth,  with'  my  hQuse- 
boU  gods  sfahrered  around  me  >t  *  *  ^ 
*  *•  Do  you  suppose  I  have '  forgotten  or 
fafgiren  it  ?  It  has  oOmparaurdy  swallowed-up  in  roe 
etcry  other  feeling,  aad  I  am  only  a  spectator  upon 
earth,  til)  a  tenfold  opportunity  offers*  '  It  may  come 
yet  lliere are otbera more tobe blamed  than  ^** 
aad  it  is  OB  these  that  my  c^es  are  filed  unceaamgty." 

LETTER  COCXXIU. 

TO  BfR  MURRJCY, 

•Veefoe,  Sept.  24th,  1818. 
^In  the  one  hundredth  and  thirty-second  stanza  of 
Canto  4lb,  the  stanza  runs  in  the  manuscript 

t  «  I  had  one  only  fooat  oiquiei  left, 

Aad  Oaf  tbej  poison'd  I  Mp  pun  iw^Mdffodi 
Wtr€  siiver'd  on  mg  JUoftA.** 

MiSINO  Fausio. 


«  And  tboa,  who  aerer  yet  of  hnman  wrong 
jM/t  Die  anbalaaced  ftcale,  great  Nemesis  I 

and  not  *  lost,*  whieh  is  nonsense*  as  what  losmg  a 
scale  means,  I  knoyrnot;  but  leaving  an  unbalanced 
scale,  or  a  seale  unbalanced,  is  intelligible.  *  Cor- 
rect this,  I  pr^y,— ^not  for  the  public,  or  the  poetry, 
but  I  do  not  choose  to  have  blunders  made  in  ad- 
drsssing  any  of  the  deities  so  seriously  as  this  is 
addressed. 

*      .**  Yours,  &c. 
**  P.S.  In  the  translation  from  tbeSpaniab,  alter 
■  In  incipasing  squadrons  flew. 


■  To  a  migbty  squadron  grew. 

*^  Wbbt  does '  thy  waters  ioateied  them'  mean  (in 
the  Canto)?  Tha^  it  not  me.i  Coasolt  the  MS. 
o/soays. 

^'^I  have  written  the  firH  Canto  (180  octi^ve  stan- 
,zas)  of  a  poem  u>  'b^  ^J^  ^  Beppo,  and  have  Ma- 
zeppa  to'fids&  besides. 

'  *^In  referring  to  the  mistake  in  stanza  199,  I  take 
ihe  opportunity  to  desire  that  in  future,  in  all  parls 
of  my  writings  referring  to  reUgioB,  you  will  be  more 
<»refb!,  and  not  forget  that  it  1^  possible  chat  in  ad- 
dressing the  deity  a  blunder  may  become  a  Uasphe- 
my ;  and  I  do  not  choose  to  sufier  such  infamous 
perversion^  pf  my  words  or  of  my  hiteniions. 

*^  I  saw  the  Canto  by  accident.'' 

LETTER   CCCXXIV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"Venice,  January  70th,  181d. 
»  «  •  *  « 

''The  opinions  which  I  have  asked  of  Mr  H.  and 
othecs  Jirere  with  regard  to  the  poetical  merit,  aod  not 
as  to  what  they  may  think  due  to  the  cant  of  the 
dhy,  which  stiM  reads  the  Bath  Guide,  Little's  PoemH, 
Prior,  and  Chancer,  to  say  nothing  of  Fielding  aod 
SmoUet.  If  published,' publish  entire^  with  the  above 
mentioned  exeeplioas;  or  you  may  publish  anony- 
mously, or  not  at  otf.  In  the  latter  event,  print  5C 
on  my  account,  for  private  distribution. 

**  Yours.  &c. 

**  I  have  written  to  Messrs.  K.  and  H.  to  desire  thai 
they  wni  not  erase  more  than  I  have  stated. 

**  The  Second  Canto  of  Don  Juan  is  finished  in  20€ 
stanzas." 


LETTER  CCCXXV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•  Venice,  January  26th,  I8I9. 
^  You  will  do  me  the  favour  to  print  privately  (foi 
private  distribution)  fifty  copies  of '  Don  Juan.'  Th( 
list  of  the  men  to  whom  I  wish  it  to  be  presented,  '. 
will  ^nd  hereafter.  The  other  two  poems  had  bes 
be  added  to  the  colective  edition :  I  do  iiot  approve  o 

*  This  correction,  I  observe,  has  nerer  been  made,— thi 
passage  still  temaining,  uameaningly, 

*  "LmI  Um  unhalanced  ■cale."  , 

t  This  passage  also  remains  uncorrected. 
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th€tr  being  publif  bed  separately.  Print  Don  Juan 
entire,  omiuing,  of  course,  tbe  lines  onCastlereagh, 
as  I  am  not  on  the  spot  to  meet  him.  I  have  a  Second 
Canto  ready,  which  will  be  sent  by  and  by.  By  this 
post,  I  have  written  to  Mr  Hobfaouse,  addressed  to 
your  care. 

*<  Yours,  %c. 
**  P.S.  I  have  acquiesced  in  the  request  and  repre- 
sentationj  and  haTing  done  so,  it  is  idle  to  detail  my 
arguments  in  favour  of  my  own  self-love  and  *  Poe- 
shie;'  but  I  protest.  If  the  poem  has  poetry,  it 
would  stand ;  if  not,  fall ;  the  rest  is '  leather  and  pru- 
ndlo,*  and  has  never  yet  affected  any  human  pro- 
duction *  pro  or  con.'  Dulness  is  the  only  annihilates 
u  such  cases.  As  to  the  cant  of  the  day,  I  detipise  it, 
as  I  have  ever  done  all  its  other  finical  fashions,  which 
become  you  as  paint  became  the  ancient  Brttons.,  If 
you  admit  this  prudery,  you  must  omit  half  Arfosto, 
La  Fontaine,  Shakspeare,  Beaumont,  Fletcher,  Mas- 
singer,  Ford,  all  the  Charles  Second  writers ;  in  short, 
Momethmg  of  most  who  have  written  before  Pope 
and  are  worth  reading,  and  much  of  Pope  himself. 
Read  ^^—most  of  you  don*t — but  «2t>--and  I  will 
forgive  you ;  though  the  ineviuble  consequence  would 
be  that  you  would  burn  ail  I  have  ever  written,  and 
all  your  other  wretched  Claudians  of  the  day  (except 
Scott  and  Crabbe)  into  the  bargain.  I  wrong  Clau- 
dian,  who  was  a  poet,  by  naming  him  with  such 
fellows;  but  he  was  the  *ultimus  Romanorum,'  the 
tail  of  the  comet,  and  these  persons  are  the  tail  of  an 
old  gown  cut  into  a  vraistooat  for  Jackey ;  but  being 
both  tails,  I  have  compared  the  one  with  the  other, 
though  very  unlike,  like  all  similes.  I  write  in  a  passion 
and  a  sirocco,  and  I  was  up  till  six  this  morning  at 
the  Carnival  i  but  I  protest  f  as  I  did  in  my  former 
letter." 

LETTER   CCCXXVi. 

TO  BfB  MURRAY. 

«  Venice.  FelR-aary  1st,  1819. 
**  After  one  of  the  concluding  stanzas  of  thef  First 
Canto  of '  Don  Juan,'  which  ends  with  (I  forget  the 
number)— 

«  To  have,  * 

when  the  original  is  dart, 

A  hook,  a  d— d  bad  pktore,  and  worse  host, 

insert  the  followlhg  stanza : — 

*  What  are  the  hopei  dmuH,  Bx. 

**l  have  written  to  you  several  letters,  some  vrith 
additions,  and  some  upon  the  subject  of  the  poem 
itsdf,  which  my  cursed  puritanical  committee  have 
protested  against  publishing.  But  we  will  circumvent 
them  on  that  point  I  have  not  yet  begun  to  copy 
out  the  Second  Canto,  which  is  finished,  from  na- 
tural laziness,  and  the  discouragement  of  the  milk 
and  vrater  they  have  thrown  upon  the  Fint  I  say 
all  this  to  them  as  to  you,  that  is,  for  yon  to  say  to 
them,  for  I  will  have  nothmg  undertyind.  If  th^ 
had  told  me  the  poetry  was  bad,-*  I  ^ould  have  ac 
quiesced ;  but  they  say  the  contrary,  and  then  talk 
to  roe  about  moraUty — the  firet  time  I  ever  heard  the 
word  from  any  body  who  was  not  a  rascal  that  used 
itforapvpose.   I  maintain  that  it  is  the  most  moral 


of  poems;  but. if  people  won't  discover  the  nonl, 
that  is  their  feult,  not  mine.  I  have  already  written 
to  beg  that  in  any  case  you  will  print  J^y  for  prirate 
distribution.  I  will  send  you  the  list  of  persons  to 
whom  it  is  to  be  sent  afterwards. 

**  Within  this  last  fortnight  I  have  been  rather 
indisposed  with  a  rebellion  of  stomach,  wbich  woaM 
retain  nothing  (liver,  I  suppose),  and  an  inability,  or 
phantasy,  not  to  be  able  to  eat  of  any  thing  with 
relish  but  ^  hmd  of  Adriatic  fish  called  *  scaaapi,' 
which  happens  to  be  the  most  indigestible  of  marine 
viands.  However,  within  theae  lart  two  days,  I  an 
better,  and  very  truly  yours." 


LETTER  CCCXXVIL 

-    TO  BfR  MURRAY. 

'Venice.  April Mh.IM. 

^  The  Second  Canto  of  Don  Juan  was  seat,  oo 
Saturday  last,  by  post,  in  four  packets,  two  of  four, 
and  two  of  three  sheets  eaah^  containing  in  aH  two 
hundred  and  aeventeen  stanzas,*  octave  measure. 
But  I  will  permit  no  curtaHmenis,  except  tlytse  men- 
tioned about  Castlereagh  and  *  •  ♦  T  ♦  . 
You  Aha'n't  make  canticles  of  my  cantos.  Hie  poem 
win  please,  jf  it  is  Uvely ;  if  it  is  stupid,  it  willCul: 
but  I  win  have  none  of  your  damned  cutting  sod 
slashing.  If  you  ple^e,  you  may  publish  anons' 
mously;  it wiU  perhaps  be  better;  but  I  will  battle  siy 
way  against  them  all,  like  a  porcupine. 

**  So  you  aid  Bir  Foscolo,  &c.-want  me  to  onder- 
take  what  jrou  call  a  *  great  work  V  an  Epic  Poem, 
I  suppose,  or  some  such  pyramid.  V^txj  i»  such 
thing ;  I  hate  tasks.  And  then '  seven  or  eight  jeani' 
God  send  us  all  well  tliis  day  three  months^  let  alooe 
years.  If  one's  yean  can't  be  better  employed  ttss 
in  sweating  poesy,  a  man  had  better  be  a  ditcher. 
And  worlu,  too !— is  Childe  Havold  nothfog?  Yoo 
have  so  many '  cfimiie '  poems,  is  it  nothing  to  bsTe 
written  a  human  one  f  without  any  of  your  won-oat 
machmery.  Why,  man,  I  oouU  have  spun  tbe 
thoughts  of  the  Four  Cantos  of  that  poem  mto  twenty, 
had  I  wanted  to  book-make,  'and  Hs  passion  into  u 
many  modern  tragedies.  Since  you  wantileii^ 
yon  shall  have  enough  of  Juan,  for  1 11  make  Fifty 
Cantos.  ^       j 

"AndFpscok),  too!  Why  does  A«  not  do  some- 
thing more  than  the  Lettera  of  Ortis,  and  a  trsffe^^) 
and  pamphlets?  He  has  good  fifteen  yeara..Biore  st  { 
his  command  than  I  have :  what  has  he  done  all  thst  | 
time  ? — ^proved  his  genius,  doubtless,  but  not  ixsd  | 
its  fame,  nor  done  h^  utmost.  I 

*<  Besides,  I  mean  to  write  n^  best  work  m/to/iMi 
and  it  will  take  me  nine  yean  more  thonugMf  ^  I 
master  the  language;  and  then  if  my  fancy  tva», 
and  I  exist  too,  I  will  try  what  I  mm  do  reaOH' 
As  to  the  estimation  of  the  English  which  yon  talk  I 
of,  let  them  calcuUte  wha|  it  is  worth,  befoie  11^7 
insult  me  with  their  insolent  ooodeecension. 

^  I  have  not  written  for  their  pleasure.    If  tkcy 
afe  pleased,  it  is  that  they  chofe  to  be  so;  I  b***  | 
never  flattered  their  opinions,  nor  their  pride;  sor  < 
wOl  I.     Neither  wiU  1  make  '  Ladies' boob"  •! 
dilettar  le  femmine  e  la  plebe.'    I  have  written  fism 
the  fubess  of  my  mind,  from  pankm,  from  imfnhef 


Digitized  by 


Google 


▲.  o.  18J9. 


LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


397 


froB  Hianj  motives,  but  not  for  their '  sweet  voioes.'    | 
*^  I  koow  the  precise  worth  of  popular  applause,  j 
iiir  firw  acribbkfs  have  had  more  oif  it;  and  if  I  chose 
10  swerTQ  into  their  paths,  I  could  retain  it,  or  re-  i 
some  it.    But  I  neither  lore  ye,  nor  fear  ye;  and  | 
though  1  buy  with  ye  and  sell  with  ye,  I  wiUueither 
cat  with  ye,  drink  with  ye,  nor  pray  with  ye.   They  ; 
BKufe  me,  ,witho«t  my  search,  a  species  of  popular  j 
idol ;  they,  without  reason  or  judgment,  beyond  the 
capriee  of  their  good  pleasure,  threw  down  the  ! 
image  from  its  pedestsd :  it  was  not  broken  with  the  ; 
fidi,  and  they  would,  it  seems,  again  replace  it, — 
bat  tbey  shall  not. 

**  You  ask  about  my  health :  about  the  beginning 
ef  the  year  I  was  in  a  state  of  great  exhaustion,  at- 
tended by  such  debility  of  stomach  that  nothing 
rr ■lined  upon  it;  and  I  was  obliged  to  reform  my 
'  way  of  life,'  which  was  conducting  me  from  the 
'ycUow  leaf  to  the  ground,  with  all  deliberate  speed. 
I  am  better  in  health  and  monUs,  and  very  much 
yooFSy  &c    ■      '        * 

«*?.&  I  have  read  Hodgson's ;  Frfends.' "^  "^  "^  "^ 
He  is  right  in  defending  Pope  against  the  bastard 
pelicans  of  the  poetical  winter  day,  who  add  insult 
to  their  parricide,  by  sucking  the  blood  of  the  par<mt 
of  English  real  poetry^-poetry  without  fault — and 
then  spuining  the  bosom  whicti  fed  them.'' 

It  was  about  the  time  when  the  foregoing  letter  wad 
written,  and  when,  as  w»  perceive,  like  the  first 
leloro  of  reason  after  intoxication,  a  full  conscious- 
■ess  of  some  of  the  evilM  of  his  late  libertine  course  of 
life  had  broken  upon  him,  that.an  attachment  differ- 
ing altogether,  both  in  .duration  and  devotion,  from 
any  of  those  that,  since  the  dream  of  his  boyhood, 
had  inquired  him,  gained  an  influence  over  his  mind 
which  lasted  through  his  few  remaining  years ;  and, 
nadeiuably  wrong  and  immoral  (even  allowing  for 
the  Italian  estimate  of  such  frailties)  as  was  the  nature 
j  of  the  connexion  to  which  this  attachment  led,  we 
can  hardly  perhaps,— taking  into  account  the  far 
worse  vnrong  fifom  which  it  rescued  and  preserved 
him, — consider  it  otherwise  than  an  event  fortunate 
both  finr  bis  reputation  and  hapi^iness.    , 

The  (air  object  of  this  Ust,  and  (with  one  signal 
exception)  only  rtal  love  of  his  whofe  life,'  was  a 
yotrngRowagnese  lady,  the  daughter  orCount  Oambe, 
of  Ravenna,  and  married,  but  a  short  time  before 
Lord  Byron  first  met  with  her,  to  an  old  and  wealthy 
widower,  of  the  same  city,  Count  GuiccioU.  Her 
httband  had  in  early  life  been  the  friend  of  Alfieri, 
and  had  disthiguisbed  himself  by  his  zeal  in  promotiog 
the  establishment  of  a  National  Theatre,  in  which 
the  talents  of  Alfi^  and  his  own  wealth  were  to  be 
combined.  Notwithstanding  his  age,  and  a  charac- 
ter, as  it  appears,  by  no  means  reputable,  his  great 
opulence  rendered  him  an  object  of  ambition  among 
the  mothers  of  Ravenna,  who,  according  to  the  too 
frequent  maternal  practice,  were  seen  vying  with 
each  other  in  attracting  so  rich  a  purchaser  for  their 
daughters,  and  the  young  Teresa  Gamba,  then  only 
dghteeii,  and  just  emancipated  from  a  convent,  was 
the  seleeted  victim. 

The  first  tim«  Lord  Byron  had  ever  seen  this  kdy 
was  in  the  autumn  of  1818,  when  she  made  her  ap- 
pearance, soon  after  her  marriage,  at  the  house  of 


the  Countess  Albrixzi,  in  all  the  gaiety  of  bridal 
array,  and  the  first  delight  of  exchangmg  a  convent 
for  the  world.  At  this  time,  however,  no  acquaint- 
ance ensued  between  them ;— ^  was  not,  till  the 
spring  of  the  present  year  that,  at  an  evening  party 
of  Madame  Benzoni's,  th^  were  introduced  to'  each 
ether.  The  love  that  sprung  out  of  this  meeting  vias 
instantaneous  and  mutual, — though  vritb  the  usual 
disproportion  of  sacrifice  between  the  parties ;  such 
an  event  being,  to  the  man,  but  one  of  the  many 
Scenes  of  life,  while,  with  woman,  it  generally  consti-  | 
tutes*the  whole  drama.  The  young  Italian  found 
herself  suddenly  inspired  with  a  passion,  of  which, 
till  that  moment,  her  mind  could  not  have  formed  the 
least  idea ; — she  had  fhonghfbf  love  but  as  an  amuse- 
ment, and  now  became  its  sUve.  If  at  the  outset, 
too,  less  slow  to  be  won  than  tun  Englishwoman,  no 
sooner  did  she  begin  to  understand  the  full  despotism 
of  the  passion  than  her  heart  shrunk  from  it  as 
something  terrible,  and  she  would  have  escaped,  but 
that  the  chain  was  already  around  her. 

No  words,  however,  can  describe  so  simply  and 
feelingly  as  her  own,  the. strong  impreAion  which 
their  first  meeting  left  upon  her  mind  ;— 

**I  became  acquainted  (says  Madame  Guiccbli) 
with  Lord  Byron  in  the  April  of  1819:— he  was  in- 
troduced to  me  at  Venice,  by  the  Countess  Benzoni, 
at  one  of  that  lady's  parties.  This  introduction, 
which  had  so  much  influence  over  the  lives  of  us 
both,  took  place  contrary  to  our  wishes,  and  had 
been  permitted  by  us  only  from  courtesy.  For  my- 
self, more  fatigued  than  usual  that  evening  on  account 
of  the  late  hours  they  keep  at  Venice,  I  went  with 
great  repugnance  to  this  party,  and  purely  in  obe- 
dience to  Count  GuiccioU.  Lord  'B}roa,  too,  who 
waa  averse  to  forming  new  acquaintances, — alleging 
that  he  had  entirely  renounced  all  attachments,  and 
was  unwilUne  any  more  to  expose  himself  to  their 
consaquences, — on  bbing  requested  by  the  Couotesa 
Benzoni  to  allow  himself  to  be  presented  t^  me, 
refused,  and,  at  lost,  only  absented  from  a  desire  to 
oblige  her. 

**  His  noble  and  exquisitely  beautiful  countenance, 
the  tone  of  his  voice,  his  manners,  the  thousand  i«n- 
chantments  that  surrounded  hinji,  rendered  him  so 
different  and  so  superior  a  being  to  any  whom  I  had 
hitherto  seen,  that  it  was  impossible  he  should  not 
have  left  the  most  profound  impression  upon  me. 
From  that  evening,  during  the  whole  of  my  subse- 
quent stay  at  Venice,  we  met  every  day.*" 

«^  «  Neir  Aprile  del  1819,  io  feci  Is  conoMenu  di  Lord 
Byron;  e  mi  fVi  prwentato  s  Venezis  dslls  ContCBW  Ben- 
zoni nella  di  lei  society.  QaetU  pretentszione  cbe  ebbe 
tsnte  consegaenze  pertotti  t  due  fii  fetlacontro  Is  volonti 
d'entnunbi,  o  solo  per  condiacendenza  l*abbiamo  per- 
metsa.  Io  ttsnca  pidi  che  inai  queUa  lera  per  Ie*ore  tarde 
cbe  ti  coftama  fare  In  Veuezia  andai  cod  molta  ripug nanza 
esolo  per  ubbidire  al  Conte  Ouiccioli  in  qaella  society. 
Lord  Bjrron  cbe  waneaTa  di  fare  nuftve  conoacenze.  di- 
<yiido  wnpre  cbe  avera  interamente  rinundato  alle  paa- 
sioni  a  cbe  non  Toleva  etporai  piik  alle  loro  conargoeaze, 
quando  la  Conteasa  Benzoni  Io  pregd  di  volenri  ftr  preaen- 
tare  a  me  agtt  ricosft.  e  solo  per  la  compiVenza  glielo  per- 
Mif^.  La  nobile  e  bellisaima  sua  flsonooua.  il  mono  delta 
•oa  Toce,  le  iue  maniere.  i  mille  iDcaiiti  che  Io  circonda- 
tano  Io  rendevano  on  enere  co«i  diflerente,  «o«l  iraperiore 
a  tntti  qnelli  che  io  aveva  aino  allora  Tedoti  cbe  non  potrl 
a  saano  di  non  prorame  la  piA  profonda  inpreaaione.  Da 
quella  aera  in  p4  in  tuttl  i  giomi  cbe  mi,fennai  in  Venezia 
ci  siamo  lempre  Tcdnti.*— JW. 
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"  The  story  of  the  agreMnent  to  write  the  gboit. 
books  is  true ;  butthe  ladies  are  mot  sisters.  *      * 

Mary  Godwin  (now  Mrs  SbetUiy)  wrote  FrankensteiB, 
which  you  have  reTiewed,  thinking  it  SheUe/s.  Me- 
thfaiks  it  is  a  wonderful  book  for  a  girl  of  aineteeo— 
not  nineteen,  indeed,  at  that  time.  I  enckee  yon  the 
beginning  of  mine,  by  which  you  will  see  bow  &r  i( . 
resembles  Mr  Colburn's  publication.  If  you  cfaooie  ' 
to  publish  it,  you  may,  statmg  why,  aiul  with  sock  j 
explanatory  proem  as  you  please.  I  nerer  went  on  1 
'  with  it,  as  you  will  peroeive  by  the  date.  1  began  it 
I  in  an  old  account-book  of  Miss  Milbanke*s,  which  I 
kept  because  it  containtf  the  word  *  Household,' 
written  by  her  twice  on  the  inside  blank  page  of  the 
ooren,  being  the  only  two  scraps  I  hare  in  the  worid 
in  her  writing,  except  her  lyune  to  the  Deed  cff  Se- 
paration, iler  lettem  I  sent  back,  except  those  of 
the  quarrelling  correspondence,  and  those,  beiog  do- 
cuments, are  placed  in  the  hanjls  of  a  thiol  penoo, 
with  copies  of  seTeral  of  my  Own  ;  so  Aat  I  hare  no 
kind  of  memorial  whate?er*of  her,  but  these  tiro 
words,— and  her  actions.  I  hare  torn  the  kftTei 
oontaining  the  part  of  the  Tale  out  of  the  book,  and 
enclo.^  them  with  this  sheet 


"  What  d(F  you  mean?  First  you  seem  hurt  bjn; 
letter,  and  then,  in  your  next,  you  Calk  of  its  *  power/ 
and  so  forth.  *This  is  a  d---d  blind  story,  Jack; 
but  never  mind,  go  on.'  You  may  be  sure  I  nid 
nothing  on  purpote  to  plague  you,  but  if  yon  wiB 
put  me  *  in  a  frenzy,  I  will  nerer  call  you  JackaffM.' 
I  remember  nqthing  of  the  epistle  at  present. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  PoKdori's  Diary?  Why. 
I  defy  him  to  say  any  thing  about  me  but  he  is  wd- 
come^  I  have  nothing  to  reproach  me  with  on  hit 
score,  and  I  am  Aiuch  mistaken  if  that  is  not  his  mm 
opinion.  But  why  publish  the  names  of  the  two 
girls?  and  in  such  a  maimer ? — what  a  blundering 
jnece  of  exculpation !  He  asked  Pictet,  &c  to  din- 
ner, and  of  course  was  left  to  entertain  them.  I  west 
into  society  oolely  to  present  Aim  (as  I  tcAd  him),  that 
he  might  return  into  good  company  if  he  chose;  it 
was  the  best  thing  for  hb  youth  and  drcumstanoesi 
for  myself,  I  had  done  with  society,  and,  having  pre- 
sented him,  withdrew  to  my  own  '  wat  of  life.*  It » 
true  that  I  returned  without  entering  Lady  Dalria- 
ple  Hanulton's,  because  i  saw  it  fuH  It  is  true  that 
Mrs  Henrey  (she  writes  novels)  filiated  at  my  en- 
trance into  Coppet,  and  then  came  back  again.  On 
her  fainting,  the  Duchesse  de  firoglie  exchumed,  . 
•  This  is  too  much— tit  sixtyjhe  years  of  age  I*— I  j 
never  gjive  '  the  English'  an  opportunity  of  avoiding  | 
me ;  but  I  trust  that,  if  ever  1  do,  they  wiH  seise  it. 
With  regard  to  Mazeppk  and  the  Ode,  you  may  join 
or  separate  them,  as  you  please,  from  the  two  Cantos. 

**  Don't  suppose  I  want  to  put  you  out  of  hnnov. 
I  have  a  great  respect  for  your  good  and  gentleaBSitf 
qualities,  and  return  your  personal  friendship  to*ardb 
me ;  and  although  I  think  you  a  little  spoilt  by  vffian- 
ous  company,' — wits,  persons  of  honour  about  towi, 
authors,  and  fashionables,  together  with  your  '1  as 
just  going  to  call  at  Caihon  Heiuse,  an  you  walking 
that  way?'— I  ssy,  notwithstanding  •pictures,  taste, 
Shakspeare,  and  the  musical  glasses,'  you  denrre 
and  possess  the  esteen  of  tfaon  whose  esteem  » 


LETTER   CCCXXVIII. 

TO  MB  MURRAY. 

'Venice,  BUy  15(h,  I8I9. 

*  ♦        *        *        *        ♦ 

**  I  have  got  your  extract,  and  the  '  Vampire.'  I 
need  not  say  it  is  not  mine.  There  is  a  rule  to  go 
by  :  you  are  my  publisher  (till  we  quarrel),  and  what 
is  not  published  by  you  is  not  written  by  me. 

*  *        «        «        *        * 

^  Next  week  I  set  out  for  Romagna — at  least,  in 
all  probability.  You  had  better  go  on  with  the  pub- 
lications without  waiting  to  hear  farther,  for  I  have 
other  things  in  my  head.  *  Mazeppa '  and  the  *  Ode ' 
separate — what  thiull  you?  Jugn  anonymous, 
without  the  Dedication;  for  I  won't  be  shabby, 
and  attack  Southey  under  cloud  of  night 

"  Yours,  Jcc." 

In  another  letter  on  the  subject  of  the  Vampire,  I 
find  the  foUowing  interesting  particulars. 


**  The  story  of  Shelley's  agitation  is  true.*  I  can't 
tell  what  seized  him,  for  he  don't  want  courage.  He 
was  once  with  me  in  a  gale  of  wind,  in  a  small  boat, 
right  under  the  rocks  between  Meillerie  anif  St 
Gingo.  We  were  five  in  the  boat— a  servant,  two 
boatmen,  and  ourselves.  The  sail  was  mismanaged, 
and  the  boat  was  filling  fast.  He  can't  swim.  I 
stripped  off  my  coat,  made  him  strip  ofif  his,  and  take 
hold  of  an  oar,  telling  him  that  I  thought  (being  my- 
self an  expert  swimmer)  I  could  save  him,  if  he  would 
not  struggle  when  I  took  hold  of  him— unless  we  got 
smashed  against  the  rocks,  which  were  high  and 
sharp,  with  an  awkw^d  surf  on  them  at  that  minute. 
We  wore  then  about  a  hundred  yards  from  shore, 
and  the  boat  in  peril.  He  answered  me  with  the  great- 
est coolnes!!  *  that  he  had  no  notion  of  being  saved, 
and  that  I  would  have  enough  to  do  to  save  myftif, 
and  Jiegged  not  to  trouble  me.'  Luckily,  the  boat 
righted,  and,  baling,  we  got  round  a  point  into  St 
Gingo,  where  the  inhabitantft  came  down  and  em- 
braced the  boatmen  on  their  escape,  the  wind  having 
been  high  enough  to  tear  up  some  huge  trees  from 
the  Alps  above  us,  as  we  saw  next  day. 

**  And  yet  the  same  Shelley,  who  was  as  cool  as  it 
was  possible  to  be  in  such  circumstances  (of  which  I 
am  no  judge  myself,  as  the  chance  of  swimming  nar 
turally  gives  self-possession  when  near  shore),  cer- 
tainly had  the' fit  of  phantasy  which  Polidori  de- 
scribes, though  not  exactly  as  he  describes  it. 

•  This  story,  an  gives  in  the  Prefiu^  to  the  « Vampire,' 
is  as  follows  :— 

o  It  appears  that  one  eveainff  Lord  B. ,  Mr  P.B.  Shelley, 
two  ladies,  and  the  Kentleman  before  alluded  to.  aAer 
haTing  pn-used  a  German  worlc  called  Phaatasmacoria. 
began  relating  ghost  stories,  when  his  lordship  having  re- 
cited the  beginning  of  Christabel,  then  anpablished,  the 
whole  took  so  strong  a  hold  of  Mr  Shelley's  mind,  that  he 
suddenly  started  up,  and  ran  oat  of  the  room.  The  phy- 
sician and  Lord  Byroa followed,  and  discovered  him  leaning 
against  a  nantel  piece,  with  cold  drops  of  perspiratioa 
trickling  down  his  Ihce.  AAer  having  given  him  some- 
thing to  refresh  Um,  upon  inquiring  into  the  cause  of  his 
alarm,  they  found  that  his  wild  imagination  having  pic- 
tured to  him  the  bosom  of  one  of  the  ladies  wi(h  eyes 
(which  was  reported  of  a  lady  in  the  neighbourhood  where 
be  lived),  he  was  obliged  to  leave  the  toom  in  order  to 
destroy  the  impression.* 
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I  mrth  baTiaff,  and  of  none  more  (howerer  utelen  it 
'  Mif  be)  thaa  yom  wtrj  tnij,  See. 
j  ^  P.S.  Make  my  respeots  to  Mr  Gifibrd.  I  am 
I  pefflectlj  aware  that ' Ocm  Juan*  must  set  us  all  by 
,  the  can,  bul  that  is  my  oonoem,  and  my  beginning. 
>  There  wiD  be  the  *  Edinburgh,'  and  all,  too,  against 

it,  so  thaty  Kke  *Rob  Roy/  1  shall  hare  my  hands 

ftdL» 

LETTER  CCCXXIX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•Venice,  May  asth.  1819. 

^  I  haTe  reoeired  no  proofs  by  the  last  post,  and 

shall  probably  hare  quitted  Venice  before  the  arrival 

of  tb»  next    There  wanted  a  few  stanzas  to  the 

termiaation  of  Canto  First  in  the  last  proof;  the  next 

wil,  I  presume,  contain  them,  and  the  whole  or  a 

poftioD  of  Cknto  Second ;  but  it  will  be  idle  to  wait 

far  farther  answers  from  me,  as  I  have  directed  that 

WKf  letters  wait  for  my  return  (perhaps  in  a  month, 

and  probably  so);  therefore  do  not  wait  for  further 

advice  from  me.    You  may  as  well  talk  to  the  wind, 

I  sad  better — for  U  will  at  least  convey  your  accents 

a  Eule  farther  than  they  would  otherwise  have  gone; 

)  whereas  /  shall  neither  echo  nor  acquiesce  in  your 

I  *  exquisite  reasons.'    You  may  omit  the  note  of  re- 

faence  to  Hobhouse's  travels,  in  Canto  Second,  and 

TOO  wiQ  put  as  motto  to  the  whole — 


dlc^.*.-HORACE. 

*  *  ♦  *  * 

''A  lew  days  ago  I  sent  you  all  I  know  of  Polidori's 
Yampire.  He  may  do,  say,  or  write,  what  he  pleases, 
hot  1  vrish  be  would  not  attribute  to  me  his  own  com- 
foations.  If  he  has  any  thing  of  mine  in  his  posses- 
■oo,  the  M3.  win  put  it  beyond  controversy ;  but  1 
seareely  think  that  any  one  who  knows  me  would  be- 
Beve  the  thing  in  the  Magasine  to  be  mine,  even  if 
they  saw  it  in  my  own  hieroglyphies. 

**  1  write  to  you  in  the  agonies  of  a  nrooco^  which 

saahBatca  me;  and  1  have  been  fool  enough  to  do 

fsor  tbin^B  since  dinner,  which  are  as  well  omitted  is 

very  hot  weather:  IsUy,*    ♦    *    ♦;  3dly,to  pk»y  at 

hffiards  from  10  to  12,  under  the  influence  of  lighted 

huBpa,  that  doubled  the  jieat;  3dly,  to  go  afterwards 

!  isto.a  red-hot  oonvorsa^one  of  the  Countess  fien- 

I  aom's;  and  4thly«  to  begin  this  letter  at  three  in  the 

'  moniBg :  but  being  begun,  it  must  be  finished. 

^  Ever  very  truly  and  affectionately  yours, 

**P.S.  I  petition  for  tooth-brushes,  powder,  magne- 
sia. Macassar  oil  (or  Russia),  th»  sashes,  and  Sir  Nl. 
Wraxafl's  Memoirs  of  his  oWh  Times^  1  wan^  be- 
tides, a  bull-dog,  a  terrier,  and  two  Newfoundland 
dogs ;  aad  I  want  (is  it  Buck's  ?)  a  life  of  RiehardZd, 
;  advertised  by  Longman  long,  hmg,  Umg9^\  I  aski^ 
j  Car  it  at  least  three  years  since.    See  Liongman's  ad- 


About  the  middle  of  April,  Madame  Gniodoli  had 
been  ebtiged  to  quit  Veniqp  with  her  husband.  Hav- 
ing several  booses  on  the  road  from  Venice  to  Ra- 
venna, it  was  his  habit  to  stop  at  Aese  mansions, 
one  aftsr  the  other,  in  his  journeys  between  the  Iwo 


cities;  end  from  all  these  places  the  enamoured 
young  Countess  now  wrote  to  her  k>ver,  expressing, 
m  the  most  passionate  and  pathetic  terms,  her  despair 
at  leaving  him.  So  utterly,  indeed,  did  tfiis  feeling 
overpower  her,  that  three  times,  in  the  course  of  her 
firrt  day^  journey,  she  was  seised  with  fainting-fits. 
In  one  of  her  letters,  which  I  saw  when  at  Venice, 
dated,  if  I  recollect  right,  from  **  Ca  Zen,  Cavanelle 
di  Po,"  she  tells  him  that  the  solitude  of  this  place, 
which  she  had  before  found  irksome,  vras,  now  that 
one  sole  idea  occupied  her  mind,  become  dear  and 
welcome  to  her,  and  promises  that,  as  soon  as  she 
arrives  at  Ravenna,  ^she  wiD,  according  to  his  wish, 
avoid  all  general  society,  and  devote  herself  to  read- 
ing, music,  domestic  occupations,  riding  on  horseback, 
—every  thing,  in  short,  that  she  knew  he  would  most 
like.''  What  a  change  for  a  young  and  simple  girl, 
who,  but  a  few  weeks  before,  had  thought  only,  of 
society  and  the  world,  but^who  now  saw  no  other 
happiness  but  in  the  hope  of  becoming  worthy,  by 
seclusion  and  self-instruction,  of  the  illustrious  object 
of  her  love  \ 

On  leaving  this  phice,  she  vras  attacked  with  a 
dangerous  illness  on  the  road,  and  arrived  half  dead 
at  Ravenna;  nor  was  it  found  possible  to  revrve  or 
comfort  her  till  an  assurance  was  received  from  Lord 
Byron,  expressed  with  all  the  fervour  of  real  passion, 
that,  in  the  course  of  the  ensuing  month,  he  would 
pay  her  a  visit.  Symptoms  of  consumT>tion,  brought 
on  by  her  slate  of  Blind,  had  already  shown  them- 
selves ;  and,  in  addition  to  tly  pain  which  this  sepa- 
ration had  caused  her,  she  was  also  suffering  much 
grief  from  the  loss  of  her  mother„who,  at  this  time, 
died  in  giving  birth  to  her  twentieth  child.  Towards 
the  btter  end  of  May  she  wrote  |o  acquaint  Lord  By- 
ron that,  having  prepared  all  her  relatives  and  friends 
to  expect  him,  be  might  now,  she  thought,  venture 
to  make  his  appearance  at  Ravenna*  lliough,  on 
the  lady's  account,  hesitating  as  to  the  prudence  of 
such  a  step,  he,  in  obedience  to  her  wishes,  on  the 
3d  of  June,  set  out  from  La  Mira  (at  which  place  he 
Itad  again  taken  a  villa  for  the  summer),  and  proceeded 
towards  Romagoa. 

From  Padua  he  f|ddtessed  a  letter  to  Mr  Hoppner, 
chiefly  occupied  with  matters  of  household  concern, 
which  that  gentleman  had  undertaken  to  manage  for 
,  him  at  Venice,  but,  on  the  immediate  object  of  his 
t  journey,  expressing  himself  in  a  tone  so  light  and 
jesting,  as  it  would  be  difficult  for  those  not^rersed  in 
his  character  to  concehre  that  he  could  met  bring 
himself,  while  under  the  influence  of  a  passion  so 
sincere,  to  assume.  But  such  is  ever  the  wantonness 
of  the  mocking  spirit,  from  whidh  nothing, — not  even 
love,— remains  sacred ;  and  whicfi  at  hist,  for  want 
of  other  food,  turns  upon  self.  The  same  horror, 
too,  of  hypocrisy  that  led  Lord  Byron  to  exaggerate 
his  own  errors,  led  him  also  to  disguise,  under  a 
seemingly  heartless  ridicule,  aU  those  natural  and 
kindly  qualities  by  which  they  were  redeemed. 
This  letter  from  Padua  concludes  thus  :— 

**  A  journey  in  an  Itah'an  June  is  a  oonscriptioil ;  and 
if  1  was  not  the  most  constant  of  men,  I  should  now  be 
swimming  from  the  Lido,  instead  of  smoking  in  the 
dust  of  Padua.  ShoukI  there  be  letters  from  England, 
let  them  wait  my  return.    And  do  look  at  my  house 
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and  (not  lands,  b«t)  mien,  and  sodd  ;-^and  deal  t>ut 
the  monies  to  Edgecombe*  with  an  air  of  rehictanoe 
and  a  shake  of  the  head — and  pat  queer  questions  to 
him— and  turn  up  jour  nose  when  he  answers. 

**  Make  my  respects  to  the  Consuless — and  to  the 
Cheralier-^nd  to  Scotin —  and  to  all  the«ounts  and 
oountesses  of  our  acquaintance. 

**  And  believe  me  ever 

**  Your  disconsolate  and  afiectionatey  Sec.** 

As  a  contrast  to  the  strange  leritj  of  thb  letter,  as 
well  as  in  justice  to  the  real  earnestness  of  the  passion, 
however  censurable  in  all  other  respects,  that  now 
engrossed  him,  I  shall  here  transcribe  some  stanzas 
which  he  wrote  in  the  course  of  this  journey  to  Ro- 
magna,  and  which,  though  already  published,  are  not 
comprised  in  the  regular  collection  of  his  works. 

'      «  River.t  that  roUest  by  the  sncient  wslls. 

Where  dwell*  the  Iftdy  of  my  love,  when  ihe 
WaJIu  by  thy  brink,  and  there  perchance  recalls 
A  Ikint  and  fleeting  memory  of  me ; 

«  What  if  thy  deep  and  ample  stream  should  be 
A  mirror  of  ray  heart,  where  she  may  read 
The  thousand  thoughts  I  nour  betray  to  thee, 
Wild  as  thy  wave,  and  headlong  as  thy  speed ! 

.  •  What  do  I  say-4i  mirror  of  my  heart  ? 

Are  not  thy  waters  sweeping,  dark,  and  strong  7 
Such  as  my  feelings  were  and  are,  thou  art ;  • 

And  snchss  thou  art  were  my  pasiions  long. 

*  Time  may  have  somewhat  tamed  them.—notfbr  ever; 

Thon  overflow 'st  Ihy  banks,  and  not  for  sye 
Tliy  bosom  overboils*  fiongenial  river  > 
Thy  floods  subside,  and  mine  bare  sunk  away, 

«  But  left  long  wrecks  behind,  and  now  again. 
Borne  in  oar  old  unohanged  career,  we  move ; 
Thou  tendest  wildly  onward  to  the  main. 
And  Ir4o  loving  one  I  should  not  love.  * 

«  The  corrent  I  behold  will  sweep  beneath 
Her  native  -wals  and  murmur  at  her  feet ; 
Her  eyes  will  look  on  thee,  when  she  shaU  breathe 
Hie  twilight  air,  unharm'd  by  summer's  heat. 

«  She  wilT  look  oatheer-I  have  look'd  on  thee.  « 
Fall  of  that  thought:  and,  from  that  moment,  ne'er 
Thy  waters  could  I  dream  of,  name,  or  see. 
Withoat  the  insepaiable  sigh  for  her  • 

*  Her  blight  eyes  will  be  imaged  in  thy  stream,— 

Yes  I  theyjfrill  meet  the  wave  I  gaze  on  now  : 
Minecannot  witness,  even  in  a  dream,  ^ 

That  liappy  wave  repass  me  in  its  flow  I 

*  The^vave  that  bears  my  tears  returns  no  more : 

Will  aha  return  by  wbotf  that  wave  shall  sweep?— 
Both  tread  thy  bonks,  both  wander  on  thy  shore. 
I  by  thy  source,  she  by  the  dark-blue  deep.      • 

«  Bat  that  which  keepeth  as  apart  is  not 

Distance,  nor  depth  of  wave,  nor  space  of  Arth 
But  the  distraction  of  a  various  lot. 
As  various  as  the  cliiftates  of  our  bhrth. 

«  A  stranger  lot^s  the  lady  of  the  land. 

Born  for  beyond  the  mountains,  but  his  blood 
Is  alt  meridian,  as  if  never  fann'd 
By  the  Mack  wind  {hat  chills  the  polar  flood. 

«  My  bloo«  is  all  meridian ;  were  it  not. 
I  had  not  left  my  dime,  nor  should  I  ber 
In  spite  of  tortures,  ne'er  to  be  forgot, 
A  slave  again  of  lovt,— at  least  of  thee. 

■*  A  eleik  of  the  English  Consulate,  whom  he  at  tills  time 
employed  to  control  his  accounts, 
t  ThePo. 


*Tl8  vain  to  straggla-lat  nw  perfflh  yeang— 
Live  as  I  Hvedj  tnd  love  as  I  have  Itfvedi 
To  dost  if  1  rotum,  firom  dust  I  sprung; 
And  then,  at  least,  my  heart  can  ne'er  be  manL* 

On  arriving  at  Bok)gna  and  receivm^  no  farther 
intelligence  from  the  Contessa,  he  b^gaa  to  be  of  0|<- 
nion,  as  we  shall  perceive  in  the  annexed  intereitiDg 
letters,  that  he  shouM  act  most  prudently,  (or  all  par- 
ties,  by  returning  to  Venice. 

'       LETTER  CCCXXX. 

TO  MB  HOPPNfiR. 

•  •      *  Bologna,  Jaiie41th,  181$. 

'  **  I  am  at  leng^  joined  lo  Bok>gna,  where  I  an 
settled  like  a  sausage,  and  MhalLbe  broiled  Hke  one, 
if  this  weather  continues.  Will  you  ^ank  Mengaklo 
on  Tfij  part  for  the  F*ernica  acquaintance,  which  waa 
a  very  agreeable  one.  I  stiCid  two  days  at  Ferrus, 
and  was  much  pleased  With  the  Count  Mosti,  and  the 
little  the  shortness  of  the  time  permitted  me  to  see  of 
his  family.  I  went  to  his  conversazioDe,  which  ii  very 
far  superior  to  any  thing  of  the  kind  at  Venice— the 
women  almost  all  |oung — several  preCty-^4uid  theowo 
oourteousand  d^mly. — ^Tbelady  of  ithe  mansion,  who 
is  youilg,  kitely  manned,  and  with  chiki,  appeared 
very  pretty  by  candlelight  (I  did  not  see  her  by  daj), 
pleasing  in  her  manners,  and  very  lady-like,  or  tbo- 
rough-bred,  as  we  call  it  m  Engkind, — a  kind  of  thing 
wliich  reminds  one  of  a  racer,  an  antelope,  or  an  Ita- 
lian greyhoimd.  Sfte  seems  very  fond  of  her  huibaiid, 
who  is  amiable  and  accomplish^;  he  has  been  in 
Engknd  two  or  three  times,  and  is  young.  The  sister, 
a  Countess  somebody — I  forget  what — (they  are  both 
Maffei  by  birth,  and  Veronese  o^  course}— is  a  lady  of 
more  display;  she  sings  and  plays  divinely;  but  I 
thought  she  was  a  d — d  k>ng  time  about  iu  Her  like- 
ness to  Madame  Plahaut  (Miss  Mercer  that  was)  is 
something  quite  extraordinary. 

**  I  had  but  a  birdVeye  view  of  these  people,  and 
shtfll  not  probably  see  them  agam ;  but  I  am  very 
much  obliged  to  Mengaldo  for  letting  me  see  then  at 
all.  Whenever  I  meet  with  any  tiling  agreeable  b 
tnis  world,  it  surprises  roe  so  much  and  pluses  me  so 
much  (when  my^  passions  are  not  interested  one  way  or 
the  other),  that  I  go  on  wondering  for  a  week  to  coae. 
I  fee1,too,  in  greatadmiration  of  the  Cardinal  Lcyite's 
red  stockings. 

**  I  found,  too,  such  a  preUy  epitaph  in  the  Certoa 
cemetery,  or  rather  two  :  one  was 


the  other. 


'  Martini  Loigi 
Implora  pace ; 


'  Laelnezia  Pidni 

Implora  eterna  qolete.* 


IJ^t  was  all ;  but  it  appears  to  me  that  these  two  aad 
three  Vords  comprise'  and  compress  aU  that  caa  be 
said  on  the  subject. — and  then,  in  Italian,  tbey  are 
absolute  music.  They  contain  doubt,  hope,  and  hu- 
mility; nothing  can  be  more  pathetic  thaa  the  'ia- 
plora'  and  the  modesty  of  tl|p  request ; — they  bavf  had 
enough  of  life — they  want  nothing  but  rest— they  i»- 
plore  it,  and  *  etema  quiete.'  It  is  like  a  Greek  b- 
scripttoo  in  some  good  old  heathen '  City  of  the  Dead. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A.  D.  1819. 


LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON. 


801 


ftmf,  if  I  am  ihoTclled  into  the  Lido  ohurehyard  in 
roar  time,  let  ae  have  the* '  implora  pace/  and  no- 
iUds  else,  for  mj  epitaph.  I  nerer  mefwith  anj,  an- 
deetor  nodem,  that  plaased  me  a  tenth  part  to  mach 

**  la  aboQLa  daj  or  two  after  you  receive  this  letter, 
I  win  thank  yon  to  desire  Edgecombe  to  prepare  for 
my  return.  IshaD  go  baek  to  Venice  before  I  TiMage 
oa  the  ^taita.  I  shall  stay  but  a  few  days  in  Bologna. 
lam  just  going  out  to  see  sights,  but  shall  not  present 
■y  introductory  letters  for  a  day  or  two,  till  I  hare 
ran  oreragnin  the  place  and  pictures;  nor  perhaps  at 
aly  if  I  find  that  I  hare  books  and  sightaenough  to  do 
without  the  inhabitants.  After  that,  I  shall  returfl  to 
Venice,  where  yOu  may  expect  me  about  the  eleventh, 
or  perhaps  ibooer.  Pray  make  my  thanks  acceptable 
to  Meng^Udo;  ray  respects  to  tlte*  Consuless,  and  to 
AfeSeott.* 

"  I  hope  my  datiglkter  is  well. 

**  Ever  jours,  and  truly.    , 

^H'.S;  IwenroTer  the  Ariosta  MS.  &c.  he,  again 
•I  Fcrrara*  with  the  castle,  and  oell^and  house^  iic.  &c. 
•  **  Oae  of  the  FerrarAe  asked  me  if  I  knew  *Lord 
ByroD,'  an  acquabtadoe  of  his,  mow  at  Naples.  I 
ttdd  him  'J^o.'*  which  waetrue  both, ways;  fo;  I 
know  not  the  impostor,  and  in  the  other,  no  one 
knows  himadf.  He  stared  when  told  that  Fwas '  the 
ival  Simon  Pore.' — Another  asked  me  if  I  had  not 
iran^lattd  'Tasso.'  You  see  what  Fcane  is !  how 
mecurtUe  !  how  botmdlets  /  I  don't  know  how  others 
Ceei,  but  I  am  always  the  lighter  and  the  better. 
Isoked  OB  vriien  I  have  got  rid  of  mine ;  it  sits  on  me 
like  armour  on  the  Lord  Mayor*s  champion ;  and  I 
got  rid  of  an  the  husk  of  literature,  and  the  attendant 
kabUe,  by  answering,  that  1  bad  not  translated 
Tssso,  but  a  namesake  had ;  and  by  the  blessing  of 
Beaven,  I  looked  so  little  like  a  poet,  that  every  body 
me.» 


LETTER  CCCXXXl.     . 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Bolofoa,  Jane  7th.  1819. 

*'Tcll  Mr.  Hobhouse  that  I  wrote  to  him  a  few 
days  ago  from  Perrara.  It  will  therefore  be  idle  in 
him  or  jroo  to  wait  for  any  further  answers  or  returns 
of  proofs  from  Venice,  as  I  have  dh'ected  that  no 
Bullish  letters  be  sent  after  me.  The  publication 
caa  be  proceeded  in  vrithout,  and  I  am  already  sick 
of  your  remarks,  to  whieh  I  think  not  the  least 
attention  ought  to  be  paid* 

**  TeH  Mr.  Hobhouse  that,  since  I  wrote  to  him,  I 
had  availed  myself  of  my  Ferrara  letters,  and  found 
the  society  much  younger  and  better  there  than  at 
Vedee.  1  am  very  much  pleased  with  the  little  the 
shortoew  of  my  stay  permitted  me  to  see  of  the 
Gonfalonierc  Count  Mosti,  and  his  family  and  friends 
iageneraL 

^I  have  been  picture-gazing  this  morning  at  the 
fuaona  Domenichino  and  Guido,  both  of  which  are 
soperfauive.  I  afterwards  went  to  the  beautiful 
cemetery  of  Bobgna,  beyoad  the  walls,  and  found, 
besides  the  superb  burial-ground,  an  original  of  a 
Custode,  wlio  reminded  one  of  the  grave-digger  in 
Hamlet.  He  has  a  collection  of  capuchins'  skulls, 
kbeOed  oo  the  forehead,  and  taking  down  one  of 


them,  said,  'This  vras  Brother  DesideriorBerro,  who 
died  at  forty— one  of  my  best  friends.  I  begged  his 
head  of  his  brethren  after  his  decease,  and  they  gave 
it  me.  I  put  it  in  lime,  and  then  boiled  it.  Here  it 
is,  teeth  and  all,  in  excellent  perservatioo.  He  was 
the  merriest,  dfeverest  feUow  I  ever  knew.  Wberever 
he  went,  he  brought  joy ;  and  whenever  any  one  was 
mehmcfholy,  the  sight  of  bun  was  enough  to  make  him 
cheerful  again.  He  walked  so  actively,  you  might 
have  taken  him  for  a  dancer — ^he  joke<^he  laughed 
—oh !  he  was  such  a  Prate  as  I  never  saw  before, 
nor  ever  shall  again  !*  • 

'  ^'He  told  me  that  he  had  hnnself  planted  aH  the 
cypresses  in  the  cemetery ;  that  he  had  the  greatest 
attachment  to  them  and  to  his  dead  people ;  that 
since  1801  they  had  buried  flfty-fhree,  thousand 
pertons.  In  showing  soma  olde^  monuments,  there 
was  that  of  a  Roman  ^i\  of  twenty,  with  a  bust  by 
Bemmi.  She  was  a  princess  Barlorini,  dead  two 
centuries  ago :  he  said  that,  on  opening  her  grave, 
they  had  found  her  hair  complete',  and  *  as  yeOow  as 
gold.'  Some  of  the  epitaphs  at  Ferrara  pleased  me 
more  than  the  more  sp|pdid  monuments' at  Bologna ; 
for  instance — 

*  Martini  Loifi 

laiplonmNure;* 

*  Lncrezia  Picinl 

Implora  etoma  qulete.* 

Can  any  thing  be  nSore  full  of  pathosf  Those  few 
wohls  say  all  that  can  be  said  or  sought :  the  dead 
had  had  enough  of  life ;  all  they  wanted  was  rest,  and 
this  they  implore  h  ,  There  iff  all  tbehelplessneft,and 
hnmbk  hope,  and  deathlike  prayer,  that  can  arise 
from  the  grave — *  implora  pace.'*  I  hope  whoever 
may  survive  me,  and  shall  see  me  put  in  the  foreignent* 
biiryifggroundatthe  Lido^  vrithin  thefortress  by  the 
Adriatic,  will  see  those  tw»  words,  and  dt>  more,  pnt 
over  me.  I  trust  they  won't  think  of  '  pickling,  and 
bringing  me  home  to  Clod  or  BlVinderbuss  Hall.'  I 
am  sure  my  bones  would  not  rest  in  an  English  grave, 
or  my  clay  mix  with  the  earth  of  that  country.  I 
believe  the  thought  would  drive  me  mad  on  my 
deathbed,  could  I  suppose  that  any  of  my  friends 
would  be  base  enough  to  convey  my  carcass  back  to 
your- soil. — 1  would  not  even  feed  your  worms,  if  I 
could  help  it. 

**So,  as  Shakspeare  says  of  Mowbmy,  the  banished 
Duke  of  Norfolk,  who  died  at  Venice  (see  Richard 
2d),  that  he,  after  fighting 

*  Against  black  Psgani ,  Turks  and  Ssv>c«ns, 
And  toird  with  works  of  war,  retired  himself 
,  To  Italy,  and  there,  at  VeHtce,  gave 
His  body  to  Uwt  pleasant  country's  earth. 
And  his  pure  soul  unto  his  captain.  Christ, 
dbdgr  whose  colours  he  had  fought  so  long.' 

*^  Before  I  left  Venice,  I  had  returned  to  you  your 
late,  and  Mr  Hobhouse'n  sheets  of  Juan.  Don't  wait 
for  further  answers  from  mc,  but  address  yours  to 

*  Thd'ngh  Lord  Byron,  like  most  ofher  persons,  in  writ- 
ing to  diflerent  friends,  was  sometimes  led  to  repeat  the 
same  circumstances  and  thoughts,  there  is,  from  the  erer 
ready  fertility  of  his  mind,  much  less  of  such  repetition  in 
his  correspondence  than  in  that,  perhaps,  of  any  other 
multifarious  letter  writer;  and,  in  the  instsnce  before  us, 
where  the  same  facts  and  reflections  are.  for  the  second  time, 
introduced,  it  is  with  such  new  touches  both  of  thought  and 
expression,  as  render  them,  eran  a  second  time,  interest- 
ing;—what  is  wanting  in  the  novelty  of  the  matter  being 
made  up  by  the  new  aspect  given  to  it. 
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Venioe,  at  luua].  I  know  nothing  of  my  own  mofe- 
nients ;  I  maj  return  there  in  a  few  da  js,  or  not  for  tome 
time.  An  (bis  depends  on  circumstances.  I  left  Bfr 
Hoppner  very  well.  Mj  daughter  Allegm  was  well 
too,  and  is  growing  prettjr;  her  hair  is  growing 
darker,  and  ber-ejes  are  blue.  Her  temper  and  her 
ways,  M.  Hoppner  says,  are  like  mine,  as  well  as  her 
features :  she  will  make,  in  that  case,  a  manageable 
young  huly. 

**  I  have  never  heard  any  thing  of  Ada,  the  little 
Electra  of  my  Mycenae.  ♦  •  *  ♦But 
there  will  come  a  day  of  reckoning,  even  if]  should  not 
lire  to  see  it.  1  have  at  least  seen  ***  shivered, 
who  was  one  of  my  assassins.  When  that  man  wi^ 
doing  hts  worst  to  uproot  my  whole  family,  tree, 
branch,  and  bk)8SomB — ^when,  after  taking  my  tfitaio' 
er,  he  went  over  to  them — ^when  he  was  bringing 
dentation  Ion  my  earth  and  destruction  on  my 
household  gods— did  -he  think  that,  in  less  than 
three  years,  a  natural  event — a  severe,,  do- 
mestic, but  an  expected  and  common  calamity — 
would  lay  his  carcass  in  a  cross-road,  or  stamp  his 
name  in  a  Verdict  of  Lunacy  I  Did  he  (who  in  his 
sexagenary  *  *  *)  reflect  or  consider  what  my  feel- 
ings nnist  have  been,  when  wife,  and  child,  and  sister, 
and  name,  and  fame,  and  couutry,  were  to  be  my 
sacrifice  on  his  legal  altar — and  thb  at  a  moment 
when  my  health  was  declining,  my  fortune  embarrass- 
ed, and  my  nind  had  been  shaKen  by  many  kinds  of 
disappoiiUment — while  I  vras  yet  young,  and  might 
have  reformed  what  might  be  wrong  in  my  conduct, 
and  retrieved  what  was  perplexing  in  my  aflairs !  But 
he  is  in  his  grave,  and  *  ♦  *  *.  What  a 
k>ng  letter  I  have  scribbled !  ^^ 

Yours,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  H*re,  as  in  Greece,  they  strew  flowers  on 
the  tombs.  1  saw  a  quantity  of  rose-leaves,  and  entire 
rosen,  scattered  over  the  graves  at  Ferrara. .  It  has 
the  most  pleasing  effect  you  can  imagine." 

While  he  was  thus  lingering  irresohite  at  Bok>gn&« 
the  countess  Ouiceioli  had  been  attacked  with  an 
intermittent  fever,  the  violence  of  which,  combining 
with  the  absence  of  a  confidential  person  to  whom 
she  had  been  m  the  habit  of  intrusting  her  letters, 
prevented  her  from  communicating  with  him.  At 
lettgtb,  anxious  to  spare  him  the  disappointment  of 
finding  her  so  ill  on  his  arrival,  she  had  begun  a  let- 
ter, requesting  that  he  would  remain  at  Bologna  till 
the  visit  to  which  she  k>oked  forward  should  bring  her 
there  also;  and  was  in  the  act  of  wrfting,  when  a  friend 
came  into  announce  the  arrival  of  an  English  lord  in 
Ravenna.  She  could  not  doubt  for  an  instantthat  it  was 
her  noble  lover;  and  he  had  in  fact,  notvritbs^^ing  hi& 
dedaration  to  Mr  Hoppner  that  it  was  his  intention 
to  return  to  Venice  immediately,  wholly  altered  this 
resolution  before  the  letter  announcing  it  was  des- 
patched,— the  following  words  being  written,on  tho 
outside  cover  t — ^  I  am  just  setting  ofi'fbr  Ravenna, 
June  8,  1819.— I  changed  ny  mind  this  morning, 
and  decided  to  go  on." 

The  reader,  however,  shall  have  Madame  Guic- 
cioli's  ovi:n  account  of  these  events,  which,  fortunate- 
ly for  the  interest  of  my  nanrataon,  I  am  enabled  to 
communicate. 

**On  mj  departure    from  Venice,  he  had  pro- 


mised to  oome  and  tee  Bie  at  RaVtenna.  Dante's 
tomb,  the  classical  pine  wood,*  the  relics  of  antiqmty 
which  areto  be  found  in  that  place,  afforded  a  sufficient 
pretext  for  me  to  invite  him  to  come,  and  for  hiai  to 
accept  my  invitation.  He  camci  in  foot,  in  the 
mOtath  of  June,  arriving  at  Ravenna  on  the  day  of  the 
festival  of  the  Corpus  Domini ;  while  I,  attacked  by 
a  consumptive  complaint,  which  had  its  origm  frns 
the  moment  of  my  quitting  Venice,  appeared  on  the 
point  of  death.  The  arrival  of  a  distingijiisked  Ib- 
reigner  at  Ravenna,  a  town  ao  remote  from  the 
route^ordinarily  followed  by  travdlers,  vras  an  event 
which  gave  rise  to  a  good  deal  of  cooversatioa.  lb 
motivea^br  such  a  visit  became  the  aubject  of  dis- 
cussion, and  these  he  himself  afterwards  invokmtuiij 
divulged ;  for  having  made  some  inquiries  with  s 
view  to  payhig  me  a  visit,  and  being  told  that  it  vu 
unlikely  that  he  would  ever  see  me  again,  as  1  mi 
at  the  point  of  death,  he  replied,  if  such  were  the 
case,  h6  hoped  that  he  should  die  also ;  which  cireaoi- 
siance,  being  repeated,  revealed  the  obtject  of  hii 
journey.  Count  Guiocioli,  having  been  aoqnaintcd 
with  Lord  Byron  at  Venice,  went  to  visit  bin  now, 
and  in  the  hope  that  hit  presence  might  amuse,  sad 
be  of  some  use  to  me  in  the'  state  in  which  I  tbea 
found  myself,  invited  him  to  cal  upon  mo.  He  cane 
the  day  following.  It  b  impossible  to  desodbe  the 
anxiety  he  showed, — the  delicate  attentions  that  he 
paid  me.  For  a  kmg  time  be  had  perpetually  nedieal 
books  in  his  hands;  add  not  trusting  my  phyncimi, 
he  obtained  permission  from  Count  Guicdoli  to  seed 
for  a  very  clever  physician,  a  friend  of  his,  in  wbon 
he  pUoed  great  confidence.  The  attentioas  of  the 
Professor  Aglietti  (for  so  this  cdebiated  Italisa  ms 
called),  together  with  tranquillity,  and  the  inexpres- 
sible happiness  which  I  experienced  in  Lord  Bjms'f 
society,  had  so  good  an  effect  on  my  health,  that 
only  two  months  afterwards  I  was  able  to  accompaay 
my  husband  in  a  tour  he  was  obliged  to  make  to  rint 
his  various  estates."  f 

•  "TalqimldlraoMlnnBidri  noeofHe 
Per  la  plneta  in  «al  Uto  di  GUaffl, 
Qaudo  Eoto  Sdrocco  fnor  dkdofftte.** 

D4NTB,  PrUO.  CANTO  IXTIII. 

Dante  himself  (says  Mr  Carey,  in  one  of  the  notetoabii 
admirable  translmtion  of  this  poet)  «  pertmps  wandered  in 
this  woo4  daring  hU  abode  icith  Guide  Norello  di  fo- 
lenta.* 

t  «FarteadoiodayeiMsia  est!  ptomim  di  veairaT*- 
dermi  a  Ravenna.  La  Tonba  di  Dante,  U  claMioo  bosco  di 
pint,  fli  avTanzt  di  aotichiti  che  a  Ravenna  ai  troraao  dt- 
vano  a  me  ragloni  plaoaibili  per  invitarlo  a  venire,  edahn 
per  accettare  I'invito.  Egli  yenne  diAitti  net  mese  diOisgso, 
0  gioase  a  Ravenna  nel  giomo  della  Solenniti  del  Coqw 
Domini,  mentre  io  aitaccata  da  ana  malattia  de  ceaiu- 
sione  ch*  ebbe  principio  dalla  mia  partenza  da  Vyie  <** 
vicioa  a  morire,  L*arriTO  in  Ravenna  dMa  taceUer* 
distinte.  inanpaeaecod  loatano  dalle  stfade  cbo  «NiM- 
riamente  tengono  i  viaggiatori  era  an  avrtainealo  dd 
quale  molto  f i  parlava,  indagandoaene  i  ^^^^^^»_^^J'''Kl 
lontariamente  poi  egli  feco  conoocere.  Perdit  svende  ffH 
domandato  di  roe  per  venire  a  vedermi  ed  etfcadagfi  «•" 
poato  '  che  non  potrebbe  vedermi  piA  percb^  «">  vkhtf  • 
morire'— egli  riapoae  che  in  quel  caao  voleva  BNjnre  ej;u 
pure ;  la  qual  coaa  esaendod  poi  ripetnta  4  eonobbe  €«•  ^ 
I'oggetto  del  aao  viaggk). 

«  II  Coute  OuiccioU  viaWA  Lord  Bjrraa.  aveadeie  »- 
noaciato  in  Veneaia,  e  nella  aperansa  «J»  In  di  hu  ob*- 
pagnia  potetie  distrarmi  ed  esaermi  di  qaakhe  giovaB»» 
nello atato in cai mi  trovavo egli  lo  Invltd di venirejvw^ 
tarmt  n  glomo  appreaso  egli  veane.  Noo  d  9*>*^*^. 
deseriverelaenie.  i  pen8ieridelkaU.«aaBtoefbfccer«r 
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LETTER  CCCXXXU. 

TO  MR  UOPPNBB. 

•RaTenin.  Jvoc  SO.  1819. 
*  *  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

'  "I  wrote  to  yoo  from  Padua,  and  from  Bologna, 
ttd  nooe  from  Rarenna.  I  find  my  situation  very 
igRMble,  but  -waat  my  honet  very  much«  there 
bong  good  riding  in  the  euTirons.  I  can  fix  no  time 
Ibrotj  return  to  Veniee^it  may  be  soon  or  latc—or 
not  at  tD— it  all  depends  on  the  Donna,  whom  I 
(bond  seriously  iH  in  bed  with  a  oough  and  spitting 
of  blood,  &G.  an  of  Which  has  subsided.    *    *    * 

people  here  firmly  persuaded  that  she  would  ncier 
KcoTcrj— they  were  mistaken,  however. 
"Uj  letten  were  useful  as  far  as  I  employed*  them ; 
aad  I  Hke  both  the  place  and  people,  though  I  don't 
troible  the  latter  more  than  I  can  heljp.  iSf^  manages 
TefjweB—       **♦*#♦* 

•♦♦♦  jf        '  9  ¥  *  *  *f 

*  .*  *  but  if  I  come  away  with  a  stiletto  m 
■J  gixMrd  some  fine  afternoon,  I  shall  not  be  asto- 
oisbed.  I  can't  msUie  him  outsat  all — he  visits  me 
Monidy,  and  takes  me  out  (like  Whittington,  the 
lord  lUyor)  in  a  ooaeh  and  six  horses.  The  fieust 
appears  to  be,  that  be  is  completely  governed  by  her 
-for  that  natter,  so  am  L  ^  The  people  here  don't 
^  what  to  make  of  us,  as  he  had  the  character  of 
)P^  with  an  hts  \ipves— this  is  the  third.  Be  is 
Ik  richest  of  the  Ravennese,  by  their  own  account, 
btt  iioot  popular  among  them. 


^  do,  pray,  send  oiFAugustme,  and  carriage  and 
cutie,  to  Bologna,  without  fail  or  delay,  or  I  shaU  lose 
By  ronaining  shred  of  senses.  Don't  forget  this.  Mj 
^>i"iag,  going,  and  every  thing,  depend  upon  her 
cMitlti  just  as  BIra  Iloppner  (to  whom  I  remit  my 
Rrereuces)  said  in  the  true  spirit  of  female  prophecy. 
"You  are  but  a  shabby  fellow  not  to  have  written 
belbie. 

And  I  an  truly  youn,  &c. 

"^Nr  apHo  tempo  egU  nim  fitib»  per  le  maai  che  de' 
l«ri  4x  Medkina;  e  poco  confidandeti  ne*  niei  medici 
**'f>>«  4*1  Conte  OnkcioU  il  perireMo  di  for  venire  on 
^^^  oedieo  di  hd  amico  nel  qaale  egli  aveva  molta 
<*>**4nn.  Le  core  del  ProliMMre  AgUetti  (coal  d  chiama 
modtedato  Italiano),  la  truiqaillUi,  auxi  la  felkUa 
■JJrtn^le  cbe  mi  cagiooara  la  prescjiza  di  Lord  Bjron 
■wwoao  coal  rapidamente  la  mia  aalate  che  entro  lo 
2™»*  doe  ncsi  potei  sefoire  mio  marile  in  on  giro  che 
1  V»  wmihre  per  le  sue  terre.»— JTS. 
!  *^  *kis  task  of  •  aoveming*  him  vaa  one  of  more 
^  waa,  fnm  the  orrtiiwnr  view  of  his  character,  might 
°f  waclnded,  I  have  more  than  once,  in  these  page*,  ex- 
JJ'*«*  "aj  opinion,  and  shall  here  quote,  in  corroboration 
f  the  reamk  of  hit  own  servant  (fonnded  on  an  obser- 
**»•  of  Bore  thao  twenty  yean)  in  speaking  of  his  mas- 
J^aatTimoniU  fcte  :-«It  is  very  odd.  but  I  never  yet 
Li?  •*        ^'  **"****  °®'  manage  my  Lord,  txcept  my 

il!l^!'ii^^^^*  says  Johnson.  « may  be  gained  of  a 
wrttf  chancier  by  n  short  conversaUon  with  one  of 
JJwvsBU  than  firom  the  moot  formal  and  stodied  nar- 


LETTER  CCCXXXUI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•Ravenna,  June  S9th.  1819. 

''The  letters  have  been  forwarded  from  Venice, 
but  I  trust  that  you  will  not  have  watted  for  ftirther 
alterations — I  will  make  none.  You  ask  me  to 
spare*  *  *  * — ask  the  worms.  His  dust  coit  suffer 
nothing  from  the  truth  being  spoken — and  if  it  could, 
how;  did  he  behave  to  me?  You  may  talk  to  the 
wind,  which  will  cany  tlie  sotmd — and  to  the  caves, 
which  will  echo  you — but  not  to  me,  on  the  subject 
of  a  *  *  *  who  wronged  me — whether  deadbr  alive. 

**  I  have  no  time  to  return  you  the  proofs— publish 
without  them.  I  am  gUd  you  think  the  poesy  good ; 
and  as  to  '  thinking  of  the  eflRect,'  think  you  of  the 
sale,  and  leave  me  to  pluck  the  porcupines^who  may 
point  their  quills  at  you. 

**  I  have  been  here  (at  Elavenna)  these  four  weeks^ 
having  left  Venice  a  month  ago ;— I  came  to  see  my 

*  Amica,'  the  Countess  Guiccioli,  who  has  been,  and 
still  continues,  Teiy  unwell.         ♦       •       •       » 

*  *  ♦  *  *  ♦  •*»  ♦  » 
She  is  only  twenty  years  old,  but  not  of  a  strong 
constitution.  ♦♦♦*♦## 
She  has  a  perpetual  cough  and  an  intermittent  fevet, 
but  bears  up  most  paUantly  in  every  sense  of  the 
word.  Her  husband  (this  is  his  third  wif^  is  the 
richest  noble  of  Ravenna,  and  almost  of  Romagna; 
he  is  also  not  the  youngest,  being  upwards  of  three- 
score, but  in  good  preservatioa.  All  this  will  appear 
strange  to  you,  who  do  not  understand  the  meridian 
morality,  nor  our  way  of  life  in  such  respects,  and  I 
cannot  at  present  expound  the  difference; — but  you 
would  find  it  much  the  same  in  these  parts.  At 
Faeaza  there  is  Lord  *  *  *  *  with  an  opera  girl;and 
at  the  inn  in  the  same  town  is  a  Neapolitan  Prince, 
who  serves  the  wife  of  the  Gonfaloniere  of  that  city. 
I  am  on  duty  here — so  you  see  *  Cosi  fan  ivAii  e  lut^«.' 

**  I  have  my  horses  here,  eaddle  as  well  as  cairiage, 
and  ride  or  drive  every  day  in  the  forest,  the  PmetOt 
the  scene  of  Boccaccio's  novel,  and  Dryden  s  tiable  of 
Honoria,  &c.  &c. ;  and  1  see  my  Damn  every  day 
«  «  *  «  «  1^ .  but  f  feel  seriously  uneasy  about 
her  health,  whjch  seems  very  precarious.  In  losing 
her,  I  should  lose  a  being  who  has  rtm  great  risks  on 
my  account,  and  whom  I  have  every  reason  to  love — 
but  I  roust  not  think  this  possible.  I  do  not  know 
what  1  should  do  if  she  died,  but  I  ought  to  blow  my 
brains  out — and  I  hope  that  I  shotild.  Her  husband 
is  a  very  polite  personage,  but  I  wish  he  would  not 
carry  me  out  in  his  coach  and  six,  hke  Whittington 
and  his  cat 

**  Vou  ask  me  if  I  mean  to  continue  D.  J.,  &c. 
How  should  I  know  f  What  encouragement  do  you 
give  me,  all  of  you,  with  your  nonsensical  pru<iery  ? 
—publish  the  two  Cantos,  and  then  you  will  itee.  I 
desired  Mr.  Kinnaird  to  speak  to  you  on  a  little  mat- 
ter of  buttinetis;  either  he  has  not  spoken,  or  you  hav^ 
not  answered.  You  are  a  pretty  pair,  but  1  will  be 
even  with  you  both.  I  perceive  that  Mr  Hobhouse 
has  been  eliaUenged  by  Major  Cartwright — Id  the 
Mijor  'so  cunning  of  £enee?' — ^why  did  not  they 
fight?— they  ought. 

"Yours,  «BC» 
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.LETTER  CCCXXXIV. 

TO  MR  HOPPNU. 

•Ravenna.  July  Sd*  1819. 

^  Thanks  for  your  letter  and  for  Madame^,  t  will 
answer  it  di^tly.  Will  you  recollect  whether  I  diil 
not  ecxfeign  to  you  one  or  two  receipts  of  Madame 
Mocenigo's  for  house  rent — (I  am  not  sure  of  this, 
but  thiuk  I  did — if  not.  they  will  be  in  my  drawers) 
—and  willyuu  des^  Mr  DonrUW^to  have  the  good- 
ness to  see  if  Edgecombe  has  rectipis  to  all  pay- 
tments  hitherto  made  by  him  on  my  account,  and 
that  there  are  no  debts  at  Venice  ?  On  your  ansWer,- 
I  shall  send  or^er  of  further  remittance  to  cany  on 
my  household  exjieuses,  as  my  present  (etum  to  Ve- 
nice in  very  problematical ;  and  it  may  happen-^-but 
I  cad  tiay  nothing  positive— every  Oiing  with  me 
being  iodeciaive  and  undecided,  except  the  disgust 
which  Venice  excites  when  fairly  compared  wich  any 
other  city  in  this  part  of  Italy.  When  I  say  Venice, 
I  mean  the  Venetians — the  city  itself  is  superb  as 
ito  history — but  the  people  are  what  I  never  thought 
them  till  iheylaught  me  to  think  so. 

"  The  best  way  will  be  to  4eavo  Allegre  with  An- 
tonio's spouse  till  I  can  decide' soniething  about  her 
and  myself— but  I  thought  that  you  would  have  hat} 

an  answer  fssm  Mrs  V r.f. ,   Ytu  have  had  bore 

enough  «vith  me  and  n^ipe  already. 

**I  greatly  fear  that  the  Guiccioli  is  going  into  i^ 
consumption,  to  which  her  constitution  tends.  Thus 
it  is  wi^  every  xhing  an^  every  body  for  whom  I  feel 
any  thigg  like  a  real  attachment ; — *  War,  death,  or 
discord,  doth  lay  siege  to  them.'  I  never  even.cou]d 
keep  aKve  a  dog  that  I  liked  or  that  liked  me.  Her 
symptoms  are  obstinate  cough  of  the  lungs,  and  oc- 
casional fever,  &c.  &c.,  and  there  are  latent  causes 
of  an  eraption  in  the  skin,  which  she  iJDolishly  repelled 
into  the  ^stem  two  years  ago ;  but  I  hav»made  them 
send  her  oase  to  Aglietti ;  and  have  begged  him  to 
come— if  only  for  a  day  or'tWO"^  consult  upon  her 
state. 


If  it  would,  not  bore  Mr  Dorville,  I  wish  he  would 
keep  an  eye  on  E and  on  my  other  ragamuf- 
fins. I  might  have  more  toiay,  but' I  am  absorbed 
about  La  Gui.  and  her  illness.  I  canndt  tell  you  the 
^ect  it  has  upon  me. 

^  The  horses  came,  &c.  &c.,  and  I  have  been  gal- 
lopping  through  the  pinefoi^t  daily. 

"  Believe  me,  &c. 

**  P.S.  My  benediction  6n  Mrs  Hoppner,  a  pfeasant 
journey  among  the  Benese  tyrants,  and  safe^'etum. 
You  ought  to  bring  back  a  Platonic  Bernese  for  my 

*  Th«  Vice-Consnl  of  Mr  Hoppner. 

t  An  English  widow  lady,  of  considerable  property  in 
the  north  of  England,  who,  havinff  seen  the  little  Alleinra 
at  Mr  Hoppner's,  took  an  interest  in  the  poor  child's  fnte. 
■ad  having  no  tkmily  of  her  own,  oflTered  to  adopt  and  pro- 
Tide  for  this  little  girl,  if  Lord  Byron  wovkl  consent  to 
renoance  all  claim  to  her.  At  first  he  leenied  not  disin- 
clined to  enter  into  her  views— so  Aur,  at  least,  as  giving 
permission  that  she  should  take  the  child  with  her  to  Ebg* 
land  and  edocate  it;  but  the  entire  surrender  of  his  |»- 
(eraal  authority  he  would  by  no  means  consent  to.  "Die 
proposed  arraDgement  accordingly  was  never  carried  into 
eflbct* 


reformation.  If  any  thing  happens  to  my  present 
Amica,  I  bate  done  w^  the  passion  for  ever— it  is 
IV  l^*ei  love.  As  to  libertinism,  I  have  iick«ed 
myself  of  that,  as  was  natural  m  the  way  I  went  oo, 
and  I  have  at  least  derived  that  advantage  from  vise, 
to  love  in  the  better  sense  of  Che  word.  Tkit  viB 
be  my  hut  adventure— I  can  hope  no  more  to  lolpire 
attachment,  and  I  trot  never  again  to  feel  it'' 

The  impression  which,  I  dunk,  cannot  hat  be  en- 
tertained, from  some  passages  of  these  letters,  of  the 
real  fervoor  and  sincerity  of  his  attachment  to  Ma- 
dame Guiccioli,*  wouM  be  still  further  coafimed  by 
tlie  perusal  of  his  letters  to  that  lady  henelf,  hoth 
from  Venice  and  during  hib  present  stay  at  RaTeras 
—-eJm  bearing,  throughout,  the  true  markf  both  of 
affection  and  passion.  Such  efitisions,  however,  sre 
but  little  suited  to  tl^  general  eye.  It  if  the  teodencjr 
of  all«^g  feeling,  ftpm  dwtUing  ponstandy  on  the 
same  idea,  to  be  monotonous;  and  those  often  i^ 
peated  vows  and  vtrbal  endearments,  which  nske 
the  charm  of  true  lova-Iettecs  to  the  parties  ooMerafed 
in  them,  must  for  «ver 'render  even  the  best  of  them 
cloying  to  others.  Those  of  Lord  Byron  to  Madsine 
Guiccioli,  which  are  /or  the  'most  part  in  Itstiia, 
And  written  with  a  degree  of  eaae  and  correctne^ 
a^ahied  rarely  by  foreigners,  refer  chiefly  to  the  dif- 
ficulties thrown  in  the  way  of  their  nieelittgs,-HM)t  as 
much  by  the  husband  himself,  who  appear^lo  biTe 
liked  and  courted  Lord  Byron's  society,  as  by  the 
watchfulness  of  other  relatives,  ^nd  the  apgrehcBuoo 
felt  by  the  \oveH  themselves  lest  their  imprudeflce 
should  give  unSasiness  to  the  father  of  the  Uy, 
Count  Oamba,  a  gentleman' to  whose  good-ostuw 
and  amiableness  of  character  all  who  know  him  besr 
testimony. 

1^  the  near  approaching  departure  of  the  pm^ 
Countess  for  Bologna,  hgtd  Byron  foresaw  afi&of 
their  being  ^gtSh  separated;  and  Under  the  inps- 
tien<*e  of  this  pfMpect,  though  through  the  vhokof 
his  preceding  letters  the  fear  of  committing  her  by 
any  imprudenoe  seems  to  have  been  his  ivllit% 
thought,  he  now,  with  that  wOfulnta  of  the  Monest 
vifhieh  has  so  often  sealed  the  destiny  of  years,  pro- 
posed that  she  should,  at  one«,  abandon  her  has* 
band  and  fly  witlir  him  t-^^  c*i  uno  eolo  rimeSe^- 
Jicace^  besaySf—^^eioi  damdat  viervmeme.^  Ts 
an  Italian  wifi^,  aloiiost  every  thifag  bat  Aii  ii  pc** 
mivible.  Th»  saaie  system  which  si>  iado%estlr 
aUows  her  a  k>ver,  as  one  of  the  regular  appeadsge^ 
of  her  matrimonial  establishment,  takes  cfra  alio  to 

*  'During  ray  Ulness,'  csys  Madamt  OokeioB,  \eyf 
recollections  of  this  period.  •  he  was  fof  arer  vau  we. 
psying  me  the  most  amiable  attentions,  and  when  I  )>^<^ 
caov«lescent  he  wss  constantly  at  my  side.  In  society. » 
the  theatre,  riding.  Walking,  be  never  was  ahseiitfroB  >•• 
Being  deprired  at  that  time  of  his  hooks,  his  hoMS,  asdai 
that  occupi^  hhn  at  Venice.  I  begged  him  to  gniiiff»^ 
writing  something  on  the  nihiect  of  Dante,  add*,  wift  '^ 
uuual  facility  and  rapidity,  he  composed  bis  'Pnt^^' 
— «  Durante  hi  mia^alattia  L.  B.  era  senpre'pre^o  di  9t, 
pvestandomi  le  piii  sensibOi  cure,  e  qnando  paMsiallo  itato 
di  cowalescensa  egliera  semprc  al  mio  fiance :-« Is  ^ 
cietA,  e  slteatro,  ecavalcando.^passegfiandoeglissosi 
allontanaTa  mai  da  me.  In  queV  epoca  essendo  egU  pn*a  | 
de'  snoi  libri.  e  de'  snoi  cavalli  e  di  tattocid  che  lo  oowP*^ 
in  VeneKU  io  lo  pregai  di  volersi  occnpare  per  aaeacrivniM 
qualche  cosa  sol  Dante -^  ed  egli  ooOa  aaata  saa  ftcfltts  < 
rapiditit  scrisse  la  soa  Profpxia." 
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,  pearaaces  of  right.     Accordingly,  the  open  stejf  of 
I  deserting  the  husband  for  the  kwer,  instead  of  being , 
eoDsidered,  as  hi  England,  bat  a  sign  ^d  sequel  of 
,  transigression,  takes  rank,  in  Italian  morality,  as  the 
I  Biaiv  traasgressioa  itself;  and^being  an  offence,  too 
rradered  vrhoUy  unnecessary  "by  the  latitude  other- 
ma:  eo}0]^,  becomes,  from  its  rare  pccurrence.  no 
'  iem  modBirous  than  odious. 

I  The  proposition,  therefore,  of  her  noble  lover  seem- 
'  cd  to  the  youngContessa  little  less  than  sacrileger  and 
the  agitation  of  her  mind,  between  the  horrors  of 
ncfa  a  step^aod  h^r  eager  readiness  to  give  up  all  and 
I  erery  thing  for  him  she  bved,  was  depicted  vpst 
•trasglj  in  her  answer  to  the- proposal  In  a  sUbse- 
qvient  letter,  loo,  th^  romantic  girl  even  proposed, 
as  a  means  of  escaping  the  ioiominy  of  an  ^pemett, 
Ibat  she  sbouU,  like  another  Juliet,  ^pass  fdVdead,*^ 
— asauriBg  him  that  there  were  many  easy  ways  of 
e€rrtmg  such  a  deception. 


guard  against  all  unseemly  consequences  of  this  iJH-  to  see  it,  I  took  occasion,  in  my  jerj  next  comntuni- 
v&^;  ^d,  in  return  (or  such  convenient  facilities  of  { 'cation  lo  Lord  B|rron,  to  twit  him  a  Ji^le  with  the 
exacts  rigidly  an  obset-Tance  of  all  the  ap-    passage  in  it  relating  to  mjjjMlf,— iie  oqly  one,  as  far 

'  "  as  I  can  learn,  that  ever  fell  from  my  noble  friend's 
pen  during  our  intimacy,  in  which  he  has  spoken  of 
me  otherwise  than  in  terms  of  kindness  and  the  jnost 
^undeserv^d  praise.  Transcribing  his  own  wocds,  as 
weR  as  I  Qould  recollect  them,  at  the  tbf  of  my  letter, 
I  added,  underneath,  **  Is  this  the  way  you  speak  of 
your  fHsodaf '^  Not  k)ng  after,  loo,* when  visiting 
hiin  at  Venice,  I  Remember  mak^  the  same  harmless 
litffe  sneer  a  subject  of  raillery  with  him;  but  he 
declared  boldly  that  he  had  no  recollcctipn  of  liavins 
e^ft  written  such  word^  and  ^t,  if  they  existed, 
^  he  must  have  been  half  asleep  when  he  wrote  them.** 
I  have  mentioned  this  circumstance^erely  for  the 
purpose  of  remarking,  that  with  a  ifnsibility  vulne- 
rable at  so  many  poii^  as  his  was,  and  acted  -upon 
by  an  imagination  so  long  practised  in  sdf-lormenting. 
It  is  only  wonderfol  tbat,  thinking  dmstanny,  as  his 
letters  prove  him  to  have  been,  of  distant  friends,  and 
r^eiving  froia  few  or  none  equal  proofs  of  thought- 
fulness  in  return,  he  should  not  more  frequently  have 
broken  out  into  such  sallies  against  ^he  absent  and 
"unr^plying."  *For  myself,  I  can  only  say  that, 
from  the  mom«Bt  I.began  to  unravel  his  character, 
the  most  slighting  and  even  acrimonious  expressions 
that  1  c^uld  have  heard  he  had,  in  a  6t  of  spleen, 
uttered  against  me,  would  hava  no  more  altered  my 
opin^n  of  his  disposition,  llor  disturbed  my  affection 
for  him,  than  tlie  momentary  clouding  over  of  a  bright 
sky  could  leave  an  impresuon  on  the  mind  Qf  gloom, 
ofternts  shadow  had  passed  away. 

LETTER  .CCCXXXVI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 
0  «  Ravenna,  Anffost  9lh.  1819. 

*  •  •  «  ¥ 

,  *''Adking  of  blunders  reminds  me  of  Irel&nd — 
IreUnd  of  Moore.  What  is  this  I  see  in  Galignani 
abocft  *  Bermuda — agent — deputy — appeal — attach^ 
meat,'  &c.  ?  What  is  the  matter?  Is  it  any  (hing  in 
whi6h  his  friends  can'be  of  use  to  him  ?  Pray  in- 
form me.  ' 

**0f  Don  Juan  I  hear  nothing  further  from  yoif; 
*^  *  *,  but  the  papers  Son't  seem  so  fierce  as  the  letter 
you  sent  me- seemed  to  anticipate,  by  their  extracts 
.at  least  in  Oalignani's  Messenger.  I  never  saw  such 
a  set  of  fellows  as  yon  are  I  And  then  the  pains 
taken  to  exculpate  the  modest  publisher — he  re-  ^ 
monstrated,  forsooth  1  I  will  write  a  pre&c«  that 
»/uUt  exculpate  you  and  ***,  &c.,  completely,  op 
that  point ;  but,  at  th^  same  time,  1  will  cut  you  up, 
likrgourds.  You  have  nO  more  souhthan  tRe  Count 
de  Caylus  (who  assured  his  friends,  on  his  death-bed, 
that  he  had  none,  and  that  he  must  know  better  than 
they  whether  he  had  one  or  no),  and  na  more  bk>od 
than  a#  water-melon !  And  I  see  there  hath  been 
asterisks,  and  what  IV^rry  used  to  call  *  d^mnedcutting 
and  slashing' — but,  never  mind. 
,  ^I  write  in  haste.  To-morrow  I  set  off  for  Bolo. 
gna.  I  write  to  you  with  thunder,  lightning,  &c. 
and  all  the  winds  of  heaven  whistling  through  my 
hair,  and  the  racket  of  preparation  to  boot.    'My 


LETTER  CCCXXXV. 

'  TOMtt  MURRAY. 

«•  « 

»  *  Rareuna*  August  1st.  1819. 

[Address  your  answer  to  Venice,  however.] 

"^  I>oo*t  be  alarmed.     You  will  see  me  defend  my- 

scif  gaily — that  is,  if  I  happen  to  be  in  spirits ;  and 

bf  spirU*^  I  don't  mean  your,  meaning  of  the  word, 

bot  the  spirit  of  a  bull-dog  when  finched,  or  a  bull 

wheo  pinned;  itu  then  UuA  they  make  best  sport; 

aad  na  my  sensations  under  an  attaclr  are  probably 

a  happy  compound  of  the  united  energies'  of  these 

arable  animals,  you  may  perhaps  see  what  Marrall 

eala  *  rare  sport,'  and  softe  good  tossing  and  gbring, 

in  the  cuuf|e  of  tlie  controversy,    ^^t  I  must  be  in 

the  rishi  cue  first,  and  I  doubt  I  am'almost  too  far 

off  to  be  in  a  suj^kient  fury  for  the  purpose.    And 

\  then  I  have  efieminated  and  Enervated  myself  with 

love  and  the  sammer  in  these  last  two  months. 

**!  wrote  to  Mr  Hobhouse  the  other  day,^and  fore- 

^loU  that^Juan  would  either  fall  entirely  or  succeed 

.  eoaipletdy ;  there  will  be  no  ipedium.    Appearances 

,  are  not  favourable ;  but  as  you  write  the  day  after 

I  poblicaliMi,  it  can  hardly  be  decided  what  opinion 

;  lAn  predondnate.  Youseentina  fright,  and  doubtless 

Come  what  mi^,  I  never«wil\  flatter  the 

I  ^sauting  in  any  shape.    Circumstances  may 

\  or  may  not  have  pUced  me  at  times  in  a  Mtuatfon  to 

i  lead  the  puUic  opinion^  but  the  public  opinion  nevex;, 

]  led,  nor  ever  shall  1^,  me.    I  will  not  sit  "bn  a 

J  de^^raded  throne ;  «o  pray  put  Messrs  ♦  ♦  or  *  *,  or 

j  Tom  Moore,  or  *  ♦  ♦  upon  it ;  they  will  all  of  tliem  be 

tnusported  with  their  coronation. 

•  *  *  *        ■»* 

"P.S.  The  Countess  Guicdoli  is  much  better  tiian 
■he  was.    I  sent  you,  before  leaving  Venice,  the  real 
originalaketdi  which  gave  rise  to  tfie  *yampire,'&c. — 
I  Did  you  get  it?"  '    .  ,    ,       ■ 

This  letter  was,  of  course,  (like  most  of  those  he 
I  addressed  to  England  at  this  time)  intend^  to  be 
I  shown;  cumI  having  been,  among  others,  permitted 
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mistreat  dear,  who  hatli  fed  in^  heart  upon  smiles 
and  wine*  for  the  last  two  moathn,  set  oflT  with  her 
husband  for  Qologtia  this  ynorning,  and  it  seems  that 
I  follow  him  at  three  to-morrow  morning.  I  eannot 
teO  how  our  romance  will  end,  but  it  hath  gone  cm 
hitherto  most  eroticaDy.  Such  perils  and  escapes ! 
Juan's  are  ai  child's  play  in  comparison.  The  fools 
think  thft  aH  tny  poeshie  is  always  allusive  to' my 
aum  adventures :  1  have  had  at  one  time  or  another 
better  and  more  extraordinary  and  perilous  and 
pleasant  than  these,  every  day  of  the  week,  if  I 
might  tell  them^  but  that  most  never  be. 
**I  hope  Mrs  M.  has  accouched. 

"Yours  ever."    * 


LBTTER  CCCXXXVIT. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Bolopia.  Aofnst  Uth,  1819. 

^'I  do  not  know  bow  far  I  may  be  able  to  reply^o 
your  letter,  for  I  am  not  jerj  well  U>-day .  I^ast  night 
I  went  to  the  represents  tioo  of  Alfieri's  Mirra,  the 
two  last  acts  of  which  threw  me  into  convulsions.  I 
do  ftot  mean  by  thatirord  a  lady's  histerics,  but  the 
agony  of  reluctant  tears,  and  the  choking  shodder, 
wbidi  I  do  not  often  undergo  for  fiction.  This  is  but 
the  second  tiflM  for  any  thing  under  reaKty  :  the  first 
was  on  seeing  Kean's  Sir  Qiles  Overreach.  The 
worst  was,  that  the  'Dama'  in  whose  box  I  was 
went  off  in  the  same  way,  I  realty  believe  more  from 
fright  than  any  other  syflnpathy— at  least  with  the 
players:  but  she  has  been  ill,  and  I  hav%  been  ill, 
ao4  we  are  4ill  languid  and  pathetic  this  morning, 
with  great  expenditure  of  «t1  vokitile.*  But,  to  re- 
turn to  your  letter  of  the  23d  of  July. 

**  Y«u  are  right,  OiSbrd  ht  eight,  Crabbe  is  right, 
Hobhouse  is  right — you  are  all  right,  and  I  am  all  < 
wrong;  but  do,  pray,  let  me  have  that  pleasure.  Cut 
lAe  up  root  and  branch ;  quarter  me  in  the  Quaiterly ; 
send  round  my  *  disjecti  membra  pbetae,'  like  those  of 
the  Levite's  ooncnbine;  make  me,  if  you  will,  a 
spectacle  to  men  and  angels;  but  don't  ask  roe  to 
alter,  for  I  won't : — I  am  obbiinate  and  bi^-— and 
there's  the  truth. 

**  But,  nevertheless,  1  will  answer  your  friend  P  ♦  *, 
w)io  objects  to  the  quick  succession  of  fun  and  gra- 

■ 

*  The  "  Dama,*^  in  whose  company  he  witnessed  this, 
representatioa.  thus  describes  its  effect  upon  him :— ■  The 
piajr  was  that  of  Mirra ;  the  acton,  and  particnlarly  the 
actress  who  performed  the  part  of  tfirra,  seconded  with 
much  snccesa  t!ie  intentions  of  cor  great  dramatist.  Lord 
Brron  took  a  strong  interest  in  the  representation,  sod  it 
«ras  evident  that  he  was  deeply  affected.  At  leogtMhere 
came  a  point  of  the  perfortnanee  at  which  he  could  fto 
longer  restrain  Ids  emotions;— he  burst  into  a  tlodtt  of 
tears,  sad,  his  sobs  preTenting  him  from  rematnin|^  any 
longer  in  liie  box,  be  rose  and  left  the  theatre.— I  saw  him 
similarly  atfrrted  aiiotfier  lime  during  a  represenution  of 
Alf^eri's  '  Ptitlip,*  at  Rnvennfti'— *GH  attori,  e  special- 
nneiite  V  attrice  cbe  rappreaenlava  Mirra  secondaira  assai 
bone  la  mrnte  drl  uostro  gran«le  Tragico.  L.  B.  prese 
molto  interests  alA  rappresentasionr.  e  si  conosreva  che  • 
era  molto  cummokfo.  V>nne  un  panto  pui  della  Tragedia 
in  cui  nop  puii  pii^i  frrnare  la  sua  emrzione, — diede  in  ua 
dirotto  pianto  e  i  iinghiuzzi  gl*  impfdirono  di  piu  restare 
nel  palco;  o«de  si  lev6.  e  parti  da  I  tfiUto.  Inunostato 
simile  lo  Tidi  nn  altra  voltn  a  KaYcnnaadunarappresen- 
lazione  del  FiUppo  d'AlCeri.* 


viiy,  as  if  in  that  case  the  gravity  did  not  (in  intca- 
tioo,  at  least,)  heighten  the  fun.  His  nietiu>bor  ii, 
that  *  we  are  never  scorched  and  drenched  at  the  sane 
time.'  Blessings  on  his  experience!  Ask  lum  these 
questions  about^scorching  and  drenching.'  Did  he 
never  play  at  cricket,  or  walk  a  miUi  in  hot  weather! 
Did  he  never  spiH  a  dish  of  tea  over  himself  m  handing 
die  cup  to  his  charmer,  to  the  great  shame  of  hit 
nankeen  breeches  f  Did  he  never  swim  in  the  sea  st 
noqpday  with  the  sun  in  his  ayes  and  on  -his  besd, 
which  all  the  foam  of  ocean  coukl  not  cool!  Did  be 
never  draw  his  foot  out  of  too  hot  water,  d— oisg  hii 
eye«and  his  valet's?  •♦*••••♦  Did  he  nerer 
tumble  into  a  river  ocjake,  fishing,  and  sit  b  hit  wet 
clothes  in  the  boat,  or  on  (he  bank,  aftiAwardi, 
'scorched  and  drenched,'  like  a  true 'sportsnas? 
'  6h  for  breath  to  utter  I  '—but  make  him  my  eom- 
pliments ;  he  is  a  clever  feUow  for  all  that— a  vttj 
dever  fellow. 

**  Yotf  ask  me  for  the  fian  of  Donay  Johnny :  I  kact 
no  plan ;  I  had  no  plan;  1>ut  I  had  or  have  materiais; 
though  if,  like  Tony  Lumpkin,  '  I  am  to  be  saubbcd 
so  when  I  am  in*  spirits,'  the  poem  wilT  be  naagfat, 
and  the  poet  turn  serious  again.  If  it  don't  take,  I 
will  leave  it  off  where  it  is,  with  all  due  respect  to  tbe 
public;  but  if  continued,  it  qnust  be  in  my  own  way. 
You  might  as  well  make  Hamlet  (or  DSggoiy)  'ad 
ma^  in  a  strait  waistcoat  as  trammel  my  hnfiboseiy, 
if  I  am  to  be  a  .bofiboo ;  their  gestures  and  toy 
thoughts  would  only  be  pitiably  absurd  and  hidienHisIy 
oonstrained.  Why,  man,  the  soul  of  such  writiof  is 
its  licence ;  at  least  the  lUferly  of  that  licence^  if  ooe 
likes— 9iol  that  one  should  abuse  it.  It  is  likeTHal 
by  Jury  and  Peerage  an<^the  Habe^  On'ptts--a  rery 
fine  thing,  but  chiefly  in  the  reversion ;  because  no 
one  wishes  \o  be  tried  for  the  mere  pleasure  of  proriog 
his  possession  of  the  privilege. 

^  But  a  truce  with  theso/eflections.  You  bw4m> 
eaoMst  and  eager  about  a  work  never  intended  to  be 
serious.  Do  you  suppose  that  I  oouki  have  any 
intention  but  to  giggle  and  make  giggle?— a  ^Itjfal 
satire,  with  as  little  ])oetfy  as  oould  be  helped,  wai 
what  I  meant.  And  as  to  the  indecency,  do,  prsj* 
read  in  Boswell  what  /oAwsofi,  the  sullen  nomliit, 
says  of  Prior  and  Pauk>  Purgante.  * 

"  Will  yoe  get  a  favour  done  for  me?  Yon  can,  bf 
your  government  friends,  Croker,  Canning,  or  ny^ 
schoolfellow  Peel,  and  i  can't.  Here  it  is.  'Wiyoa 
ask  them  to  appoint  (without  uUar^  or  ewtoitime^J 
a  noble  Italian,  (whom  I^will  name  afterwards)  coofd 
or  vice-consul  for  Bavenna?  He  is  a  mi^  of  vefj 
large  jtrof^rtj — noble,  loo;  but  he  wishes  lo  hate  a 
Brifish .  protection,  in  «ase  of  changes.  Raveooa  is 
neai'  the  sea.  He  wants  no  emolume^i  wbatercr. 
That  bia  oiBce  might  be  useful,  i  know;  as  I  kt^ 
sent  off  from  Ravenua  to  Trieste  a  poor  devil  of  at 
£ngU«h  saffor,  who  had  remained  there  sick,  sonyi  ■ 
and  penn^l^ss  (having  been  set  ashore  in  1614),  ffwn 
the  want  of  any  accredited  agent  able  or  willing  to 
help  him  luMne wards.  WiU^ou  get  this  done?  « 
yow  do,  I  will  then  send  his  name  and  cooditioB, 
subject,  oT  qpu^,  to  rejection,  jf  not  approved  wbeo 
known. 

**  I  know  that  in  the  Levant  you  make  eoosub  aad 
vice-conimls,  perpetuaOy,  of  foreigners.    This  wsn  »  t 
a  patrician,  and  has  twelve  thousand  a- year.   His  , 
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■odre  is  a  British  prolectioQ  in  case  of  new  inrasions. 
Dw't  you  think  Croker  woold.do  it  for  us?  To  be 
am^y  mj  mter9»t  is  rare ! !  but  perhaps  a  brother 
nil  in  the  Tory  line  might  do  a  good  turn  at  the  re- 
qoeat  of  so  harmless  and  long  absent  a  Whig,  parti- 
cularly ^  there  is  no  salary  or  burthen  of  any  sort 
to  be  annexed  to  the  oflSce. 

**  I  can  assure  you,  I  should  k>ok  upon  it  as  a  great 
oUigatioci;  but,  alas  I  that  verj  drcumstance  may, 
Tcry  i^robably,  operAe  to  the  contrary — ^indeed,  it, 
onghi;  but  I  have,  at  least,  been  an  honest  and  an 
ope&'eneoiy.  Amongst  your  many  splendid  goyenK 
meat  connexions,  could  not  you,  think  you,  get  oar 
Bibubm  made  a  Consul!  or  make  tne  one,  that  I  may 
make  him  my  Vice.  You  may  be  assured  that,  in 
ease  oC accidents  in  Italy,  he  would  be  no  feeble  ac^jiAict 
'SS  yon  would  think,  if  you  knew  liis  patrimouy. 

**  What  is  all  this  about  Tom  Moore?  but  why 
dol  ask?  smce  the  state  of  ny  own  ai&irs  would  tibt 
penoit  me  to  be  of  use  to  him,  though  they  arsgreatly 
iB^>fOTed  shiee  1816,  and  may,  with  some  more  luck 
ud  a  Kttie  prudence,  become  quite  clear.  It  seems 
hm  MmuitMve  American  merchants  ?  TAere  goes 
Nemetie !  Moore  abused  America,  ft  is  always 
thus  in  the  k»g  run : — Time,  the  Avenger.  Vou  have 
seen  every  trampler  down,  in  tum^  from  Buonapa^ 
to  the  simplest  individuals.  You  saw  how  some  were 
avenged  even  upon  my  ipsigni^cance,  and  how  in 
turn  «  *  «  paid  for  his  atrodty.  It  is  an  odd  wofld ; 
hot  flM  watch  has  its  mainspring,  after  all. 

^  So  the  Prince  has  been  repealing  Liord  Edwasd 
Rtzgera^'s  forfeiture  ?    Ecco  un*  eonetto ! 

■  Tobe  the  fkther  oTtbr  iHtherlets, 
'       To  atretch  the  hand  from  the  throne's  height,  and  raise 

SU  offtprtnC'  ^^o  expired  in  other  dajn 
I    To  nake  thj  sire's  swsy  b;  a  Idugdom  Isssr- 
i    XUs  is  to  be  a  monarch,  and  repress  * 

I       Sovy  into  onatterable  prslse. 

Dismias  thy  goard,  and  trust  thee  to  snch  traits,     * 
•    For  who  vooM  lift  a  hand,  except  to  bless  ? 
t       Were  it  not  easy,  Sir,  and  is  t  not  sweet 
I         To  make  th;  self  belovaA  ?  and  to  be 
,  Omnipotent  bj  Mercy's  means  ?  for  thos 

ny  sovereicnty  would  grow  but  more  complete, 
A  despot  thou,  and  yet  thy  people  free, 
And  by  toe  heart,  not  hand,  enslaving  OS. 

!    **  There,  you  dogs !  there's  a  sonnet  for  you :  you 

'  won't  have  such  as  that  in  a  hurry  from  Mr  Fitz- 

i  feiald.    You  may  publish  it  with  my  name,  an'  ye 

irool.    He  deserfes  all  praise,  bad  and  good ;  it  was 

i  lerf  noble  piece  of  principality,    WouM  you  like 

aaqtigmm-'atrBnslatwn?  - 

•  I/fvr  silver,  or  for  gold. 

If  oa  could  melt  tea  thousand  pimples 
latokalf  a  dozen  dimples. 
Then  your  fiKO  we  might  behold, 
Lofl^lBg,  doubtless,  much  more  raoffly, 
Tet  ev'n  thtn  HwouU  be  d-— d  ugly. 


''Thii  vras  written 
RttUuires,  1  believe. 
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LETTER  CCCXXXVIU. 

TO   MB   MURRAY. 

«  Bologna.  August  23d.  1819. 

*•  I  send  you  a  letter  toR  *  *  Is,  signed '  Wortley 
Gutterbuck,'  which  you  may  publish  in  what  form 
you  please,  in  answer  to  his  article.  I  have  had 
many  proofs  of  m^a's  absiu^Ity,  but  he  beats  all  in 
folly.  Why,  the  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing  has  tum- 
bled into  the  very  trap!  We'll  strip  him.  The 
letter  is  written  in  great  haste,  and  aroi<fet  a  thousand 
vexations.  Yonr  letter  o«|y  came  yesterday,  so  that 
there  is  no  time  to  polish  :  the  post  goes  out  to-mor- 
row. The  date  is  'Little  Pidlington.*  Let  *  *  *  * 
correct  the  press:  he  knows  and  can  read  the 
handwriting.  Continue  to  keep  the  anonymoue 
about  *  Juan ;'  it  helps  us  to  fight  against  overwhelm- 
ing  numbers.  I  iMTe  a  thousand  distractions  at  • 
present;  so  excuse  haste,  and  wondef  I  can  dct  or 
Write  at  aU.    Answer  by  post,  as  usual. 

*•  Yours. . 

^P.S.  If  I  had  had  tune,  and  been  quieter  and 
nearer,  I  would  have  cut  him  to  hash ;  but  as  it  is, 
you  oan  judge  (br  yourselves." 

.  The  letter  to  the  Reviewer,  here  mentioned,  had 
its  origin  in  rather  an  amusing  circumstance.  In 
the  First  Canto  of  Don  Jtian  appectred  the  following 
passage:— 

«  For  fear  some  prudish  readers  should  grow  skittish. 
I  're  bribed  B(y  Grandmother's  Review,— the  British  t 

«  I  sent  it  in  a  letter  to  the  editor. 

Who<hai]ik'd  me  dal^  hy  return  of  post— 
1  "m  %r  a  handsome  article  his  creditor ; 

Yet  if  my  gentle  Muse  he  plea«e  to  roast, 
And  break  a  promise  after  having  made  it  lier. 

Denying  the  receipt  of  what  it  cost. 
And  smear  hb  page  with  gall  instead  of  lioney, 
AllI  can  say  i»<»-that  be  had  the  money.*  j 

On  the  appearance  of  the  Poem,  the  learned  editor  | 
of  the'  Review  in  question  allowed  himself  to  be  | 
decoyed  into  the  inefiable  absurdity  of  taking  the  j 
charge  as  serious,  and,  in  his  succeeding  number,  A 
came  forth  with  an  indignant  contradiction  of  it.    To 
this  ten^ting  subjeat  the  letter,  written  so  hastily  off 
at  Bobgna,  rekted ;  but,  though  printed  for  Mr  Mur- 
ray, in  a  pamphlet  consisting  of  twenty-three  pages^ 
it  was  never  publsfaed.  *    Being  valuable,  however, 
as  one  of  the  best  specimens  we  have  of  Lord  By- 
ron's simple  and  thoroughly  English  prose,  I  shall 
here  preserve  some  extracts  from  it.    * 

«  TO  THE  EDITOR  OP  THE  BRITISH  REVIEW. 
**IIY  D£AR  R TS, 

**  As  a  believer  in  the  Church  of  England — to  say 
nothing  of  the  State — I  have  been  an  occasional 
reader,  and  great  admirer,  though  not  a  subscriber 
to  your  Review.    But  I  do  not  know  that  any  arti- 

*  It  lias  appeared,  however,  I  understand,  in  some  of  the 
foreign  editions  <tf  his  lordship's  works. 
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cle  pf  its  oontentt  erer  gare  me  much  surprise  till 
the  elerenth  of  your  late  twenty-Beventh  number  made 
its  appearance.  You  hare  Uiere  most  manfuUy  re- 
futed It  calumnious  apcusatioa  of  bribery  and  corrup- 
tion, the  credence  of  which  in  the  public  mind  might 
not  only  hare  damaged  yonr  reputatioi^  as  a  <Aetg^ 
man  and  an  editor,  but,  what  would  hare  been  still 
worxa,  hare  injured  the  circulation  of  your  journal ; 
which,  r  regret  to  hear,  is  not  so  extensive  as  the 
*  purity  (as  you  well  obserre)  of  its,  &c.  &c/and  the 
present  taste  for  propriety  would  induce  us  to  ex- 
pect. The  charge  itself  is*  of  a  solemn  nature,  and, 
although  in  Verse,  is  couched  in  terms  of  such  cir- 
cumstantial gravity  as  to  induce  a,  belief  l^e  short 
of  Uiat  generally  accorded  to  the  thirty-nine  articles, 
to  which  you  so  generously  subscribed  onSaking^our 
degrees.  It  is  a  charge  the  most  revolting  to  the 
heart  of  man  from  its  frequent  occurrence ;  to  the 
mind  of  a  statesman  from  its  occasional  truth ;  and 
<  to  the  soul  of  an  editor  from  its  moral  impossibility. 
You 'are  charged  then  in  the  last  line  of  one  octare 
stanza,  and  the  whole  lAght  linet  of  the  next,  viz. 
:M)9tt^and  210th  of  the  First  Canto  of  that  *  pestUent 
poem,'  Don  Juan,  with  receiving,  and  still'  more 
foolishly  acknowledging,  tltf  receipt  of  certain  monies 
to  eubgise  the  unknown  author,  who  by  this  acQpunt 
must  ^  known  to  you,  if  to  nobody  else.  An  im- 
peachment of  this  nature,  so  seriously  made/there  i$ 
but  one  way  of  refuting ;  and  it  is  my  firm  persuasion, 
that  whether  you  did  or  did  not  (and  /believe  that 
you  did  not)  g*ceive  the  said  moneys,  of  which  I 
wish  that  be  bad  specified  the  sum,  you  are  quite 
right  in  denying  all  knowledge  of  the  transaction,  if 
charges  of  this  nebriousMescription  are  to  go  forth, 
sanctioned  by  all  the  solemnity  of  circumstance,  and 
guaranteed  by  the  voracity  of  verse  (as  Gounsellor 
Phillips  would  say),  what  is  to  become  of  readers 
hitherto  implicitly  confident  in  the  not  Ibss  veracious 
prose  of  our  critical  journals?  what  is  to  become  of 
the  reviews?  and,  if  the  reviews  fiEul,  what  is  to  be- 
oome  of  the  editors?  It  is  common  cause,  and  you 
have  done  well  to  sound  the  ahorm.  I  myself,  in  my 
humble  sphere,  will  be  one  of  your  echoes.  In  the 
words  of  the  tragedian  Listen,/!  love  a  rov^,'  and 
you  seem  justly  determined  to  make  one. 

^It  is  barely  possible^  certainly  improbable,  that 
the  writer  might  have  been  in  jest ;  but  this  only  ag- 
gravates his  crime.  A  joke,  the  proverb  says, '  breaks 
no  bones  ;*  but  it  may  break  i^  bookseller,  or  it  may 
be  the  cause  of  bones  being  broken.  The  jest  is 
but  a  bad  one  at  the  best  for  the  author,  and  might 
have  been  a  still  worse  one  for  you,  if  your  copious 
contradiction  did  not  certify  to  all  whom  it  may  con- 
cern your  own  indignant  innocence,  and  the  imma- 
culate purity  of  the  British  Review.  I  do  not  doubt 
your  word,  my  dear  R ts;  yet  I  cannot  help  wish- 
ing that,  in  a  case  of  such  vital  importance,  it  had 
assumed  the  more  substantial  shape  of  an  affidavit 
sworn  before  the  Lord  Mayor  Atkins,  who  readily 
receives  any  deposition ;  and  doubtless  vfould  have 
brought  it  in  some  way  as  evidence  of  the  designs  of 
ttie  Reformers  to  set  fire  to  London,  at  the  same  time 
that  he  himself  meditates  the  same  good  oflloe  towards 
the  river  Thames. 

*  *  *  «  * 

**  I  reoolleet  hearmg,  soon  after  ||ie  publication. 


thb  fful^ect  discussed  «[t  the  tea-table  of  Mr  *  *  the 
^(^t, — and  Mrs  and  the  Misses*  *  *  being  in  t 
comer  of  the  droom  perusing  the  proof  sheets  of 
,  Mr  ^*^s  poems,  the  male  part  of  the  cotweAoMMt 
were  at  liberty '  to  make  some  observatiaas  on  the 
poem  and  passage  in  question,  and  there  was  a  dif-^ 
ference  of  opinion.  Some  thought  the  alludon  wss  to 
the  *  British  Critic;"^  others,  that  by  the  expre»0B, 
'Mj^  Grandmother's  Review,'  it  wts  intimated  thst 
^  my  grandmothei'  waa  not  the  reader  of  the  review, 
but  actually  the  vrriler ;  thereby  imuno^ting,  niy  dear 

Mr  R ts,  that  you  were  aa  old  woman ;  bccabse, 

as  people  often  say,  'Jeffrey's  Review,'  ^OiSbid's 
Review/  in  lieu  of  Edinbuiigh  and  Quarterly*  ^  *  ^J 
Grandmotherfs  Review'  and  ^•— ^ta's  might  beakd 
synMiymous.  Now,  whatever  colour  this  insinuaticD 
might  derive  from  the  drcumsiance  of  your  wearing 
a  gown,  as  well  as  frcMo  your  time  of  Ufe,  yonr  general 
style,  and  various  passages. of  your  writings,— I  will 
take  upon  myself  to  exculpate  you  from  all  suspicioB 
of  the  kind,  and  assert,  without  calling  Mrs.  R  is 
in  testimony,  that  if  ever  you  should  be  chosen  Pope, 
you  will  pass  through  all  the  previous  oeiPeoKMiiei 
with  as  much  credit  as  any  pontiflT  since  the  partU' 
rition  of  Joan.  It  is  very  unfair  to  judge  of  sex  fron 
wvtings,  particularly  from  those  of  the  British  Re- 
view. We  are  alt  liabli^to  be  deceived,  and  it  is  aa 
indisputable  fact  that  many  i>f  the  best  articEes  in  your 
^urnal,  which  were  attributed  Up  a  veteran  fesiale, 
wei«  actually  written  by  you  younelf,  and  yetl^tbis 
day  there  are  people  who  could  never  find  out  the 
difference.  But  let  us  return  to  thfe  more  immedlUe 
question.  •  *  *  j 

"  I  agree  vrith  you  that  it  is  is  impossibkLonl  B. 
should  be  the  author,  not  only*  because,  as  a  British  i 
peer  and  a  British  poet,  it  wOuldJ[>e  impracticable  for  { 
him  to  have  recourse  to  such  facetious  fiction,  but  ' 
for  saine  other  reasons  which  you  have  omitted  to 
stat^    In  the  first  place,  his  brdship  has  no  giand- 
mothcr.    Now  the  author — and  we  may  believe  hin 
in  this-'dotb  expressly  state  that  the  *  British'  is  his 
*  Grandmother's  Review ;'  and  if,  as  I  think,  I  hart 
dbtinctly  lyoved,  this  was  not  a  mere  figurative  aOu- 
sion  to  your  supposed  intellectual  a^and  sex,V7 
dear  friend,  it  follows,  whether  you  be  she  or  no, 

that  there  is  such  an  eklerly  kdy  still  esiant 
♦  ♦  •  •  * 

**  Shall  I  give  you  what  I  think  a  prudent  opinkn? 
I  don't  mean  to  insinuate,  Odd  forbid !  but  if,  by  an/ 
accident,  there  should  have  been  such  a  corre^KA; 
donee  between  you  and  tb^  unknown  auAor,  ^vho- 
ever  he  may  be,  send  him  back  his  money ;  I  daresay 
he  will  be  very  glad  to  have  it  again ;  it  caa^  be 
much,  considering  the  value  of  the  article  and  the  dt- 
culation  of  the  journal ;  and  you  are  too  isodesttorale 
your  praise  beyond  its  real  worth  :-Hioa't  be  angryi 
I^know  you  won't,  at  this  appndseflient  of  JV" 
powers  of  eulogy ;  for,  on  the  other  hand,  my  dear 
fellow,  depend  upon  it  your  abuse  is  worthy  not  ii« 
own  weight,  that's  a  feather,  but  ifottr  wdgbl  in 
gold.  So  don't  spare  it ;  if  he  has  bargained  far  M, 
give  it  handsomely,  and  depend  upon  your  doing  hi« 
a  friendly  oflioe. 

♦  ♦  *  ♦  • 

'  **  What  the  motives  of.  this  writer  may  htit  \te» 

for  (as  you  magnificently  translate  his  quiniof  1^)^ 
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with  the  particnkurity.  which  beloogt  to  fact,  | 
the  iot^^rj  of  a  groandlesB  ftction,  (ilo,  pray,  my  dwr 
K.,  ta&L  a  litte  lot  *io  King  Cambyaes'  vein)  I oen- 
M(  pretesd  to  aay ;  perhaps  to  laugh  at  you,  but  that 
ii  DO  reaaon  for  your  beneyolenlly  making  all  the 
world famgh  alao.  I  approTO  of  your  being  angry ;  ( tell 
yoQ  I  am  aogiy  too,  but  you  vhoiild  not  have  shown 
it  so  oulrageonsly.    Your  solemn  *  (f  somebody  per- 

t  sooaiing  the  Editor  of  the,  &c.  &c.  has  received  from 
lAti  B.  or  from    any  other  peraon,'  reminds  me  of 

1  Charfay  Incledim's  usual  exordium  when  people  came 
ialo  Ihe  tavern  to  hear  him  sing  without  paying  their 

]  ihare  of  the  reckoning—'  if  a  maun,  or  of^  maun,  or 
Mqr  otAtr  maun,'  &c.  &c. ;  you  have  both  the  same 

'  reduadant  eloquence.  But  why  shoukl  you  think 
any  body  would  personate  you?  Nobody  would 
dream  of  such  a  prank  who  ever  read  your  compo- 
stfioea,  and  perhaps  not  many  who  have  heard  your 
coovenation.    But  I  have  been  inoculated  with  a 

IMe  of  your  prolixity.  The  fact  is,  my  dear  R ts, 

Ihal  womehods  has  tried  to  make  a  Ibol  of  you«  and 
what  he  did  not  succeed  in  doing,  you  have  done  for 
him  ind  for  youHelf.'* 

Towards  the  hitter  end  of  August,  Count  Gniccioli, 
aocompanied  by  his  lady,  went  fhr  a  short  time  to 
vaat  some  of  his  Romagnese  estates,  while  Lord 
Byron  remained  at  Bologna  alone.  And  here,  with  a 
heart  softened  and  'excited  by  the  new  feeling  that 
kad  taken  possession  of  him,  he  appears  to  have  given 
hims«lf  up,  during  this  interval  of  solitude,  to  a  train 
of  meknoboly  and  impassioned  thought  such  as,  for  a 
tiflDe,  brought  back  all  the  romance  of  his  youthful 
dsya.  That  spring  of  natural  tenderness  within  his 
ssttl,  which  neither  the  ^woAd's  Efforts  nor  his  own 
kad  been  able  to  chSU  or  choke  ug,  was  now,  vrith 
WMifhing  of  its  first  freshness,  setflowing'once  more. 
He  a^in  knew  what  it  was  to  h>ve  and  be  bved, — 
too  late,  it  is  true,  for  happiness,  and  too  wrongly  for 
peace,  bat  with  devotion  enough,  dh  the  part  of  the 
wosnan,.  to  satisfy  even  bis  thiigM  for  affectipn,  and 
with  a  sad  earnestness,  on  his  orn,  a  foreboding  fide- 
l^y,  which  made  him  cling  but  the  more  pas^natoly 
to  this  attachmoat  from  feeling  that  it  would  be  his 

A  drcometaace  which  he  himself  used  to  mention 
as  having  occurred  at  this  period  will  show  how 
overpowering,  at  times,  was  the  rush  of  melancholy 
over  hia  heart.  It  was  his  fancy,  during  Madame 
QaiecioU's  absence  from  Bologna,  to  go  daily  to  hAr 
bouse  at  Ifls  usual  hour  of  visitfng  her,  and  there, 
eaastag  her  apartments  to  be  op^ied,  to  sit  turning 
over  Iter  books,  and  writing  m  them.*  He  would 
then  descend  into  her  garden,  where  he  passed  hours 
;  and  it  was  on  an  occasion  of  this  kind,  as 


I 


*  Oae  of  these  notes,  written  at  the  end  of  (he  ifth  chapter, 
nth  hook  orCorinne  (*  Fn^mens  des  Penaies  do  Corinne") 
it  as  fiolUnrs  :— 

*  I  knew  Madame  de  Sta^l  well^betteF  than  she  knew 
Ualyr-hut  I  HtUe  thoocht  that,  one  daj,  I  should  thuUt 
wUA  ker  tkemyku^  in  the  coantry  where  she  haa  laid  the 
acene  of  her  most  attractive  productions.  She  is  some- 
ttaaea  light,  and  often  wrong,  about  Italy  and  England ; 
bat  nlaost  always  tme  in  delineating  Ui«  hrart.  which  is  of 
bat  ens  natkm,  aad  of  no  coontry,— or,  rather,  of  alL 

••  BYRON. 
"  Bologna,  Aogost  33>  1819. 


he  stood  lookmg,  m  a  state  of  unconscious  reverie, 
into  one  of  those  fountains  so  conunon  in  the  gardens 
of  Italy,  that  there  came  suddenly  into  his  mind  such 
desolate  fancies,  such  bodings  of  the  misery  he  might 
bring  on  her  he  loved,  hf  that  doom  which  (as  he 
haa  himself  written)  ^  makes  it  iatal  to  be  loved,  '*^ 
that,  overwhelnied  with  his  own  thoughts,  he  burst 
into  an  agony  of  tean. 

During  the  same  few  days  it  was  that  he  wrote  in 
the  last  page  of  fiifadame  GuicciqU*s  copy  df  **  Corinne" 
the  foUowmg  remarkable  aote :— ^ 

**My  dearest  Teresa, — I  haVe  read  this  book  fi 
your  garden;— my  love,  you  were  absent,  or  else  I 
could  not  have  read  it  It  is  a  ^vourite  book  of 
yours,  and  the  writer  was  a  friend  of  mine.  You  will 
not  qndersttnd  these  English  words,  and  others  vriU 
not  understand  them, — which  is  the  reason  I  have 
not  scrawled  them  in  Italian.  But  you  will  recognize 
the  handwriting  of  him  who  passionately  k>ved  you, 
and  you  will  divine  that,  over  a  book  which  was 
yours,  he  could  only  think  of  tove.  In  that  word, 
beautiful  in  all  kinguages,  but  most  so  in  yours — 
Amor  mio — is  comprised  my  existence  here  andhere- 
after.  I  feel  I  exist  here,  and  I  fear  tlmt  I  shall  e^ist 
hereafter, — to  wAcU  purpose  ^ou  will  decide;  n^ 
destiny  rests  with  you,  and  you  are  a  woman,  eighteen 
years  of  age,  and  two  out  of  a  convent.  I  witfi  that 
you  had  steid  there,  vrith  all  my  heart,— or,  at  least, 
thai  1  had  never  met  you  in  your  married  state. 

^  But  all  ibis  is  too  late.  I  love  you,  and  you  love 
me,-^«t  least,  you  toy  so,  and  act  as  if  you  did  so, 
which  last  ia  a  great  consolation  in  airevents.  But  I 
more  than  love  you,  and  ci^ot  cease  to  love  you. 

^  Think  of  me,  sometimes,  whA  the  Alps  and  the 
ocean  divide  ns, — but  they  never  will,  unless  you 
wUh'xi.  • 

"Byron. 

"  Bolsgna.  A  ngnit  K,  1819.**     i 


LETTER  CCCXXXIX. 

TO  MB  MCmRAY. 

"  Bologna,  Angnst  M,  1819. 

"I  wrote  to  you  by  hst  post,  endosmg  a  bufibon- 
ing  letter  for  public^on,  addressed  to  the  buffixm 

R ts,  who  has  thought  proper  to  tie  a  canister  to 

his  own  tail.  It 'was  written  off-hand,  and  in  the 
midst  of  circumstances  not  very  fisvourable  to  face- 
tiousness,  so  that  there  may,  perhaps,  be  more  bitter- 
ness than  enough  for  tl^it  sort  of  small  acid  punch : — 
you  will  tell  me. 

"  Keep  the  atwnymvua,  in  any  case :  it  helps  what 
fun  there  may  be.  But  if  the  matter  grows  serious 
about  DoH  Jman,  and  you  feel  fourse  fin  a  scrape, 
oi'  me  either,  oum  that  I  am  the  author,  t  will 
never  shrink;  and  if  you  do,  I  can  always  answer 


<*  Oh  Love !  what  k  it.  in  this  world  of  oun. 
Which  makes  It  fiital  to  be  loved !  sh,  whr 

With  cypreif  bfanche*  bait  thoo  wreath'd  thy  bowen, 
Aud  made  thy  beat  ioterpreter  a  dgb  I 

A>  ihoM  who  dote  on  odour*  plucli  the  doven. 
And  place  them  on  their  breasta_but  place  to  die— 

Tbua  the  frail  belngi  we  woald  foodl)  cberi«i> 

Are  laid  wlthlh  our  boM>B«  bat  to  pertih.*' 
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jou  in  the  question  of  Guatimozin  to  his  niijuBter-^ 
each  being  on  his  own  coals.  * 

^  I  wish  that  I  had  been  in  better  spirits ;  bat  I  am 
oat  of  sorts,  out  of  nerres,  and  now  and  then  (I  begm 
to  fear)  out  of  my  senses.  AH  this  Italy  has  done  for 
me,  and  not  EogUnd :  I  defy  all  you,  and  your  cli- 
mate to  boot,  to  make  me  mad.  But  if  eTcr  1  do 
really  become  a  bedlamite,  and  wear  a  strait  waist- 
coat, let  me  be  brought  badi  among  you ;  your  people 
will  then  be^roper  company. 

**  I  assure  you  wh&t  I  here  say  and  feel  has  nothing 
to  do  with  England,  either  in  a  literary  or  personal 
point  of  Tiew.  All  my  present  pleasures  or  plagues 
are  as  Italian  as  the  opera.  And  after  all,  they  are 
but  trifles ;  for  all  this  arises  from  my  '  Dama*s '  being 
in  the  country  for  three  days  (at  Capo-fitime).  But 
as  1  could  never  live  but  for  one  human  being  at  a 
time  (and  I  assure  you,  thctt  one  has  never  been 
myself,  as  you  may  know  |»y  the  consequences,  for 
the  selfish  are  sucoestful  in  life),  I  feel  atone  and 
unhappy. 

^  I  have  sent  for  my  daughter  from  Venice,  and  I 
ride  daily,  and  walk  in  a  garden,  under  a  purple 
canopy  of  grapes,  and  sit  by  a  fountain,  and  talk 
with  the  gardener  of  Ms  tools,  which  seem  grea^r  than 
Adam's,  and  with  his  wife,  and  with  his  son's  wife, 
who  isW  youngest  of  the  pikrty,  and,  I  thmk,  talfts 
best  of  the  three.  Then  I  revisit  the  Campo  Santo, 
and  my  old  friend,  the  sexton,  has  two— but  one  the 
prettiest  daughter  imaginable;  and  I  amuse  myself 
with  contrasting  her  beautiful  and  innocent  face  of 
fifteen  with  the  skulls  with  which  he  has  peopled  se- 
veral cells,  and  particu)^y  with  that  crif  one  skull 
dated  1766,  whidi  was  once  covered  (the  tradition 
goes)  by  the  most  lovely  features  of  Botogna— noble 
and  rich.  When  I  look  at  these,  and  at  this  girl — 
when  I  think  of  what  they  were,  and  yrhat  ^e  must 
be — why,  then,  my  dear  Murray,  I  won't  shock  you 
by  sajring  what  I  think.  It  is  bttle  matter  what  be- 
comes of  us  *  bearded  men,'  but  I  don't  like  the  notlbn 
of  a  beautiful  woman's  ksling  less  than*  a  beautiful 
tree— than  her  own  picture— lier  own  sliadow,  which 
won't  change  so  to  the  sun  aslrer  face  to  the  mirror. — 
I  must  leave  off,  for  my  head  aches  consumedly.  I 
have  never  been  quite  well  since  the  night  of  the  re- 
presentation of  Alfieri'sMiira,  a  fortnight  ago. 

**  Yours  ever.** 


LETTER  CCCXL. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Bologna.  Ansost  S9,  I8I9. 
**  I  have  been  m  a  rage  these  twoday»,  and  am  still 
bilious  tberefronx  You  shall  hear.  \  captain  of 
dragoons,  *  *,  Hanoverian  by  birth,  in  the  Papal 
troops  at  present,  whom  I  had  obliged  by  a  kxin  when 
nobody  would  lend  him  a  pauI,  recommended  a  horse 
to  me,  on  sale  by  a  Lieutenant  *  *,  an  officer  who 
unites  the  sole  of  cattle  to  the  purchase  of  men.<  I 
bought  it.  The  next  day,  on  shoeing  the  horse,  we 
discovered  the  tkrusAt—the  animal  being  wananted 
sound.  I  sent  to  reclaim  the  contract  and  the  money. 
The  lieutenant  desired  to  speak  with  me  in  person. 

*  "  Am  I  now  repoainf  oo  s  bed  of  flowers  f*— See  RoBBRTSOM. 


I  consented.    He  came.    It  was  his  own  particuhur 

request    He  began  a  story.    laskedhimifhewouki 

return  the  money.    He  Mid  no— but  he  would  ex- 

'  change.    He  asked  an  exorbitant  price  for  his  other 

horses.   J  told  him  that  he  was  .a  thief.    He  said  he 

was  an  officer  and  a  man  of  honour,  and  pulled  ont  a 

Parmesan  passport  signed  by  General  Conot  Neif- 

perg.   I  answered,  that  as  he  vras  an  oftoer,  I  wm\A 

treat  him  as  such ;  and  that  as  io  his  being  a  gentle* 

I  man,  he  might  prove  it  by  returning  the  money:  m 

;  for  his  Parmesan  passport,  I  should  have  valaed  it 

,  more  if  it  had  been  a  Parmesan  cheese.    He  an- 

I  Bwered  in  high  terms,  and  said  that  if  it  were  in  the 

I  morning  (it  was  about  eight  o'ctock  in  the  eveoiog) 

he  Would  have  satisfaction,   1  then  lost  my^npen 

!  *A8  for  THAT,'  I  replied,  'you  shall  have  it  directly, 

I  — it  wQl  be  mutual  satisfaction,  I  can  assure  yoa. 

j  You  are  a  thief,  aod^  as  you  say,  an  officer;  niy  pis- 

,  tols  are  in  the  next  room  loaded ;  te^e  one  of  the 

candles,  examine,  and  make  yoiu*  choice  of  weapona' 

He  replied  that  pistols  were  English  weapons;  it 

always  fought  with  the  sword,  I  told  him  that  I  mi 

able  to  accommodate  him,  having  three  reginspta] 

swords  in  a  drawer  near  us;  and  he  might  take  the 

kmgest  and  put  himself  on  guard. 

**  All  tliis  passed  in  presence  of  « third  person.  He 
then  said  No,  but  tcHnorrow  morning  he  wouM  give 
me  the  meeting  at  any  time  or  place.  I  answered 
'  that  it  was  not  usual  to  appoint  meetings  in  the  pre- 
'  sence  of  witnesses,  and  that  we  iiad  beit  speak  iftu 
to  man',  and  appoint  time  and  instruments.  But  u 
the  man  present  Was  leaving  the  room,  the  Lieulenaot 
*  *,  before  he  could  shut  the  door  after  him,  ru  out 
roaring  *  help  and  murder '  most  histily^  and  fell  ioto 
a  sort  of  hysteric  in  tli^  arms  of  about  fifty  people, 
who  all  saw  that,I  had  no  weapon  of  any  sort  « 
kind  about  me,  and  followed  him,  asking  him  what 
the  devil  was  the  matter  with  him.  Notliing  woqU 
do :  he  ran  away  witliout  his  hat,  and  went  to  bed,  3 
of  the  fHght.  \U  then  tried  his  compkint  at  the  po* 
lice,  which  dtsmissed^t  as  firivolous.  He  is,  I  believe* 
gone  away,  or  going. 

^The.  horse  was  warranted,  but,  I  bdieve,  » 
worded  that  the  villain  will  not  be  obliged  Io  refnid, 
according  to  law.  He  endeavoured  to  raise  np  «■ 
indictment  of  assault  and  battery,  but  as  it  was  is  s 
public  inn,  in  a  frequented  street,  there  wq[e  toovasf 
witnesses  to  the  contrary ;  and,  as  a  nnlitajry  bmo,  he 
has  not  cut  a  martial  figure,  even  in  the  opiakm  of 
the  priests.  He  ran  off  in  such  a  hurry  that  be  left 
his  hat,  and  never  missed  it  tiD  he  got  to  Ifls  hostel  or 
inn.  The  facts  are  as  I  tell  you,  I  can  assure  yon. 
He  began  by  '  coming  Captain  Grand  over  me,'^  I 
should  never  have  thought  of  tryit^  his  'cunning  is 
fence.'  But  what  couM  I  dal  He  talked  of '  ho«wr 
and  satisfaction,  and  his  commission; '  he  prodaoed 
a  military  passport ;  there  are  severe  pwaAmais 
for  regular  duels  on  the  continent,  and  trifling  osei 
for  rencontres,  so  that  it  is  beat  to  fight  it  out  dirct^ ; 
he  had  robbed,  and  then  wanted  to  insult  me  j—wfaat 
could  I  do?  My  patience  was  gone,  and  the  weapo* 
ftt  liand,  fair  and  equal.  Besides,  it  was  just  after 
dinner,  when  my  digestion  was  bad,  and  I  do^t  fte 
to  be  disturbed.  Hisfnend  *  «  katPorfi;  wesbaU 
meet  on  my  way  back  to  Raveana.  TbeHanoverisn  , 
seems  thegreaterrogueof  thetwo;  aodif  ny  J*!^^ 
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docs  D0(  0026  away  like  Acres's — *  Odds  flinto  and 
triggers ! '  if  it  should  be  a  rainy  morning,  and  mjr 
i|0Hmch  in  disorder,  Uiene  may  be  something  for  the 
obkoary. 

"  Now  pray, '  Sir  Lncius,  do  not  you  look  upon  me 
as  a  Teiy  iH-iued  gentleman  ? '  I  send  my  Lieutenant 
10  match  Mr  Hobhouse's  Major  Cartwright :  and  so 
'good  morrow  to  you,  good  master  Lieutenant.' 


With  regard  to  other  things,  I  will  write  soon,  but  I .  Ojrron,   in  which  the    proper  portions  of  odium 


ba?^  been  quarrelling  and  fooling  till  I  can  scribble  no 


In  the  month  of  September,  Count  Guiccioli,  being 
esled  away  by  business  to  Ravenna,  left  his  young 
CouBlesi  and  her  k>ver  to  the  free  enjoyment  of  each 
otber^s  aodety  at  Bobgna.    The  lady's  ill  health, 
wbieh  had  been  the  cause  of  her  thus  remaining  be- 
faiid,  was  thought  soon  after  to  require  the  still  fur- 
ther advantage  of  a  removal  to  Venice,  and  the  Count, 
her  husband,  being  written  to  on  the  subject,  oOn- 
'  seated,  with  the  moat  complaisant  readiness,  that  she 
shoaM  proceed  thither  in  company  with  Lord  Byron. 
^'Sone  business,*^  (says  the  lady's  own    Memoir) 
Hhaving  called  Count  Quiccioli  to  Ravenna,  I  was 
obliged  bj  the  state  of  my  health,  instead  of  aoeom- 
paqying  him,  to  return  to  Venice,  and  he  consented 
[  that  Lord  Byron  should  be  the  companion  of  my 
journey.     We  left  Bologna  on  the  fifteenth  of  Sep- 
tember; we  vfeited  the  Euganean  Hills  and  Arqua, 
'  and  wrote  our  names  in  the  book  which  is  presented 
'  to  those  who  make  this  pilgrimage.    But  I  cannot 
,  lager  over  these  recollections  of  happiness  ;~the  con- 


to  pass  five  or  six  days  with  Herd  Byron  at  Venice. 
I  had  written  to  him  on  mjiw&y  thither  to  announce 
my  coming,  and  to  say  how  happy  it  would  make  me 
could  I  tempt  him  to  accompany  me  as  far  a-i  Rome. 
During  my  stay  at  Geneva,  an  opportunity  had 
been  afforded  me  of  observing  the  exceedmg  readiness 
with  which  even  persons  the  least  disposed  to  be 
prejudiced  gave  an  ear  u  any  stoiy  relating  to  Lord 


and  romance  were  but  plausibly  mingled.  In  the 
course  of  conversation,  one  day,  with  the  late,  amiable 
and  enlightened  Monsieur  D  *  *,  that  gentleman 
related,  with  much  feeling,  to  my  fellow-traveller 
and  myself,  the  details  of  a  late  act  of  seduction  of 
which  Lord  Byron  had,  he  said,  been  guilty,  and 
yrhich  waa  ma^e  to  comprise  within  itself  all  the 
worst  features  of  such  lumuinly  frauds  upon  innocence ; 
— the  victim,  a  young  unmarried  lady,  of  one  of  the 
first  families  of  Venice^  whom  the  'noble  seducer  had 
lured  from  her  father's  fiouse  to.liis  own,  and,  after 
a  few  weeks,  most  inhunoanly  turned  her  out  of  doors. 
In  vain,  said  the  relater,  did  she  entreat  to  become 
his  servant,  his  slave ; — ii^vain  did  she  ask  to  remain 
in  some  dark  comer  of  his  mansion,  from  which  she 
might  be  able  to  catch  a  glimpse  oC  his  form  as  he 
passed.  Her  betrayer  was  obdurate,  and  the 
unfortunate  young  lady,  in  despair  at  being  thus 
abandoned  by  him,  threw  hepelf  into  the  canaK 
from  which  she  was  taken  out  but  to  be  consigned  to 
a  mad-house.  Though  convinced  that  there  must 
be  considerable  exaggeration  in  this  story ,  it  was 
only  on  my  arrival  at  Venice* I  ascertained  that  the 
whole  was  a  romance ;  and  that  out  of  the  circum- 


;  trast  with  the  present  is  too  dreadful.    If  a  blessed  I  stances  (ahwdy  laid  before  the  reader)  cc 
,  ipirit,  while  in  the  fuU  enjoyment  of  heavenly  hap-     ^jj,  Lk^  Byron's  fantastic  and,  it  must  be 


connected 

^ , owned, 

were  sent  down  to  this  earth  to  suffer  all  ito    discreditable  fancy  for  the  Fomarina,  this  pathetic 

,  the  contrast  eould  not  be  more  dreadful  be-  Lj^ie,  so  impUcitly  beUeved  at  Geneva,  was  fabricated. 

the  past  and  the  present,  than  what  I  Imve        Having  parted,  at  Milan,  vrith  Lord  Joho  Russell, 

^  f^^  ♦!,-  «w«.ont  «fc.n  fhn*  #*.rr.M^  wo«1     ^jjom  I  had  accompanicd  from  Enghuid,  and  whom  I 


endiired  from  the  moment  when  that  terrible  word 
retched  my  ears,  and  I  for  ever  lost  tAehope  of  again 
beholding  him,  one  look  from  whom  I  valued  beyond 
aHeanh*a  happmess.  When  I  arrived  at  Venice, 
the  physicianB  ordered  that  I  should  try  the  country 
air,  and  Lord  Byron  having  a  villa  at  La  Mira,  gave 
it  np  to  me,  and  came  to  reside  there*with  me.  At 
thii  place  we  passed  the  autumn,  and  there  I  had  the 
pkasore  of  forming  your  acquaintance ." ^ 

It  vras  my  good  fortune,  at  thb  period,  in  the  course 
of  a  abort  and  hasty  tour  through  the  north  of  Italy, 


«  ■  n  Coate  OnSccioli  doreva  per  ai&url  ritomare  a  Ra- 
veana;  lo  suto  delta  mia  lalate  enggera  che  to  ritornasai 
iBT«ce  a  Venesia.  Egli  acconsenH  danqne  cbe  Lord  Byron. 
■S  tdmc  cmapa^o  di  viaggio.  Partimmo  da  Bologoa  alli 
15  di  Sre--visitanuno  ioaieme  i  Colli  Enganei  ed  Arqudi ; 
acrirenmo  i  nottri  nomi  oel  libro  che  si  presenta  a  quelli 
cbe  flumo  qa^  pellegrinaggio.  Ma  sopra  tali  rlmemDranze 
fi  felkh4  non  poaao  fennanni, caro  Signor  Moore ;  Toppo- 


was  to  rejoin,  after  a  short  visit  to  Rome,  at  Genoa, 
I 'made  pucchase  of  a  small  and  (as  it  soon  proved) 
crazy  travelling  carriage,  and  proceeded  alone  on  my 
way  to  Venice.  My  time  bemg  limited,  I  stopped 
no  longer  at  the  intervening  places  than  was  sufficient 
to  buny  over  their  respective  wonders,  and,  leaving 
Padua  at  noon  on  the  8ch  of  October,  I  found  myself, 
about  two  o'clock,  at  the  dpor  of  my  friend's  viUa,  at 
La  Mira.  He  was  but  juh  up,  and  in  his  bath ;  but 
the  servant  having  announced  my  arrival^e^retumed 
a  message  that,  if  F  would 'wait  till  he  was  dressed, 
he  would  accompaby  me  to  Venioe.  The  interval  I 
employed  in  conversing  with  my  old  acquaintance, 
Fletcher,  and  in  viewing,  under  fkia  guidance,  some 
of  the  apartmento  of  the  villa. 

It  was  not  long  before  Lord  Byron  himself  made 
his  appearance,  and  the  delight  I  felt  in  meeting  him 
once  more,  after  a  separation  of  so  many  years,  was 
cotpreieate  ktroppo  forte,  e  wan aDimabenedetta  j  ^^   heightened  by  observing  that  his  pleasure 

ael  Dieno  codimento  di  Intte  le  fellcit4  celcsti  fosic  man-  i  ""''  f  ""-"^  "«^'«  V"  J  •"»  Jl„j„,^ 

5Sa>2«gl?V«.Ddannata  a  aopportare  totle  le  miserie  was,  to  the  full,  as  great,  while  it  was  rendered 
delta  nostra  terra  non  potrebbe  tentire  piii  terribile  con-  I  doubly  touching  by  the  evident  rarity  of  such  meetings 
traato  fri  11  paaaatoed  il  preaente  di  quello  c he  io  iento  I  j^  him  X)f  late,  and  the  frank  outbreak  of  cordiality 

oao  afuardo  valeva  per  me  piu  di  tntte  le  teUcltk  delta  ;  It  would  be  impossible,  mdeed,  to  coivey  to  those 
tens.  Ginnti  a  Venezia  f  medicimf  ordinaronodi  respirare  ^ho  have  not,  at  some  time  or  other,  fek  the  charm 
1-aria  della  campagna.  Egli  a^eva  ana  villa  alia  Mira,-la  :  ^  ^^  nianner,  any  idea  of  what  it  could  be  when 
cedette  rfine.  e  venue  meco.  hk  pasaammo  I'aalnnao,  e  !  "*  "  "  .:. '  '  *  .  •  _ki-  «^»:*..m^* 
I  S^U  b^  £  fiue  hi  voatra  cano«oenxa.»-Jlf5.  I  under  the  mfiuence  of  such  pleasurable  excitement 
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as  it  was  most  flatteriiik^  eTklent  he  experienced  at 
this  moment.  .      ' 

I  was  a  gttod  deal  struck,  howerer,  by  tbe  alteration 
that  had  taken  place  in  his  personal  appearance.  He 
had  grown  fatter  botK  in  person  and  face,  and  ihe 
latter  had  most  suffin^ed  by  the  change,— having  kwt, 
by  the  enVurgement  of  the  features,  some  of  that 
refined  and  spiritualized  look  that  had,  in  other  times, 
distinguished  it.  The  addition  of  whiskers,  too, 
which  he  had  not  long  before  been  induced  to  adopt, 
from  hearing  that  some  on«  had  said  he  had  a  ^  iaccia 
di  musico, "  as  well  as  the  length  to  which  his  hair 
grew  down  on  his  neck^aiid  the  rather  foreign  air  of  his 
coat  and  cap,— all  combined  to  produce  that  dissimi- 
larity to  his  former  self  I  had  observed  in  him.  He 
was  still,  however,  eminently  handsome;  and,  in^ 
exchange  for  whatever  his  features  might  have  fest 
of  their  high,  romantic  character,  they  had  become 
more  fitted  for  the  >expres8ion  of  that  arch,  waggish 
wisdom,  that  Epicurean  play  of  humour,  which  he 
had  shown  Ur  be  equally  inherent  in  his  various  And 
prodigally  gifted  nature;  while,  by  the  somewhat  in- 
creased rtkundness  of  the  contours,  the  resemblance 
of  bis  finely  formed  mouth  and  chin  to  those  of  the 
Belvedere  Apol]^  had  become  still  more  striking. 

His  breakfast,  which  I  found  he  rarely  took  before 
three  or  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  was  speedily 
despatched,— 4iis  hl^it  being  to  eat  it  standing,  and 
the  meal  in  general  consisting  of  one  or  two  raw 
en^  a  cup  of  tea  without  either  milk  or  sugar,  and 
a  bit  of„dnr  biscuit.  Before  we  took  our  departure, 
he  presented  ne  to  the  Countess  Guiccioli,  who  was 
at  this  time,  as  my  readers  already  know,  living  un- 
der the  same  roof  with  him  at  Ia  Mira ;  and  who, 
with  a  style  of  beauty  singular  in  an  Itah'an,  as  being 
fair-complcxioned  and  dehcate,  left  an  impression 


of  intelligience  and  amiableness,  such  as  all  that  I 
have  since  known  or  lieard  of  her  has  but  served  to 
coufifBi. 

We  now  started  together,  Lord  Byroo  and  myself, 
in  my  little  Mihmese  vehicle,  for  Fusina, — his  port^ 
gondolier  Tita,  in "%  rich  Uvery  and  most  redundant 
mustachios,  having  seated  hiuuelf  on  the  front  of  the 
carriage,  to  |he  no  small  trial  of  its  strength,  which 
had  already  once  given  way,  even  under  my  own 
weight,  between  Verona  and  Viccnza.  On  our  ar- 
rival at  Fusina,  my  noblefri'end,  from  his  familiarity 
with  all  thfi  detaib  of  the  place,  had  it  in  his  power 
to  save  Ae^oth  trouble  -and  expense  in  the  different 
arrangements  relative  to  the  custom  house,  remise, 
&c.;  and  the  good  natured  assiduity  with  which  he 
bustled  about  in  despatching  these  matters  gave  me 
nfk  opportunity  of  observing,  in  his  use  of  the  infirm 
limb,  a  much  greater'  degree  of  activity  than  I  had 
ever  before,  except  in  sparring,  witnessed. 
*  As  we  proceeded  across  the  Lagoon  in  his  gon- 
dola, the  sun  was  just  setting,  and  it  was  an  evening 
such  as  Romance  woulckhave  chosen  for  a^rst  ^ht 
of  Venice,  rising  ^with  her  tiara  of  bright  towers" 
above  the  wave ;  while,  to  con^jlete,  as  tnay  he  ima- 
gined, the  solemn  interest  of  the  scene,  I  beheld  it  in 
company  with  him  who  had  lately  given  a  new  life  to 
its  glories,  and  sung  of  that  faor  City  of  the  Sea  thus 
grandly: 


litoodinV     ice  on  the  Bridge  of  Siiriis; 
A  palace  wad  a  prison  on  each  hand : 
I  Mw  firem  out  the  wave  her  itractwnes  rise 
Ai  fi-om  the  ttnke  of  the  enchanter's  wand : 
A  thoQsand  yean  their  cloody  wings  expand 
Aroand  me,  and  a  dying  glory  smiles 
O'er  the  far  times,  when  many  a  snloect  land 
Look'd  to  the  whiged  lion*s  maible  piles. 
Where  Venice  sate  in  state,  throned  on  her  hundred  isles. 

) 
But,  whatever  emotions  the  firat  fight  of  snch  t 
scene  might,  under  other  circumstancea,  have  inspired  I 
me  with,  the  mood  of  mind  in  which  I  now  riewed 
it  was  altogether  the  vAy  reverse  of  what  might  have 
been  expected.  The  exiiberaot  gaiety  of  my  compa- 
nion, and  the  recollections, — any  thing  but  romantic, 
into  which  our  conversation  wandered,  put  at  once 
completely  1o  flight  aH  poetical  and  historical  asso- 
ciations ;  and  our  coupe  was,  I  api  almost  ashamed 
to  say,  oneof  unintecnipted  merriment  and  laughter, 
tin  we  found  ourselves  at  the  steps  of  my  friend's  pa- 
loz^  on  the  Grand  Canal.  AH  that  had  ever  hap- 
pened, of  gay  or  ridiculous,  during  our  Ijondon  life 
tog^er, — his  scrapes  and  my  lecturingt,— our  joint 
adventures  with  the  Bores  and  Blues,  the  two 
great  enemies,  as  he  always  ctdled  them,  of  Loodon 
happiness, — our  Joyous  nights  together  at  Watier V 
Rindaird's,  &a.  and  **  that  d— d  supper  of  Rancliife's 
which  ought  to  havel>een  a  dinner,"— all  was  pused 
rapidly  in  review  between  us,  and  vrith  a  flow  of  hu- 
mour and  hilarity,  on  his  side,  of  which  it  wooW 
have  been  difficult,  even  foi^  persons  fiur  graver  than 
I  can  pretend  to  be,-  not  to  have  caught  the  contagioo.  | 

He  had  all  along  expressed  his  determination  thai 
I  should  not  go  to  any  hotel,  but  fix  my  quarters  at 
his  house  during  the  period  of  my  stay ;.  and,  had  he 
been  residing  there  hjnftelf,  such  an  arrangefBest 
would  have  been  all  that  I  most  desired.    But,  this 


upon  my  mind,  during  this  our  first  short  interview,  i  not  being  the  case,  a  common  hotel  was,  I  thoogbt, 


t 


a  far  readier  resource;  and  1  therefore  entreated 
that  he  would  allow  me  to  order  an  apartment  si  the 
Gran  Bretagda,'  which  had  the  reputation,  I  under- 
stood, of  being  a  comfortable  hotel.  This,  however, 
he  would  not  hear  of;  and,  as  aniadueement  for  me 
to  agree  to  his  plan,  said  that,  as  kmg  as  I  chose  to 
sUy,  though  he  should  be  obliged  to  return  lo  La 
Mira  ia.ihe  eVenings,  he  would  make  it  a  poiot  to 
come  to  Venice  eveiy  day  and  dine  with  me.  i^** 
now  fhraed  into  the  dismal  canal,  and  utopged  befow 
his  damp-looking  mansion,  my  prcdilectfen  for  the 
Grail  Bretagna  returned  in  full  force;  and  1*^"^ 
ventured  to  hint  that  it  would  save  an  abundance  « 
trouble  to  let  me  proceed  thither.  But  **  No-no, 
he  answered,—"!  see  you  think  you'U  be  veiyua- 
comfortable  here ;  but  you'll  find  that  it  ii  not  q"»* 
so  bad  as  you'expect." 

As  I  groped  my  way  after  him  through  *«  "fJJ 
hall,  he  cried  out,  "  Keep  dear  of  the  doj ; "  and  be- 
fore we  had  proceeded  many  paces  farther,  **  Wi* 
care,  or  that  monkey  WiU  fly  at  you, •^—*  cujiw 
proofs  among  many  others,  of  his  fidelity  to  «U  »« 
Astes  of  his  youth,  as  it  agrees  P^^^JJI  J^ 
description  of  his  life  at  Newstead,  in  1809,  aM  « 
the  sort  of  menagerie  which  his  visiton  had  thea 
encounter  in  their  progress  through  his  haU.  /^J^ 
escaped  these  ihingers,  I  foltowed  him  up  lh«  """ 
case  to  thenpartme/it  destined  for  me.  All  «»"JJ^ 
he  had  been  despatching  iervanes  in  various  direo^ 
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to  procure  me  a  laquais  de  place;  an- 
other (o  go  in  quest  of  Mr  Alexander  Scott,  to  whom 
he  wialied  to  give  me  in  charge ;  while  a  third  was 
•ent  to  order  bis  Segretario  to  come, to  him.  ^So, 
then,  jou  keep  a  Secretary  f*  I  said.  ^  Yes^''  he 
answered,  **  a  fellow  who  ccm't  write  * — but  such 
are  the  names  these  pompous  people  gire  to  things.'^ 

When  we  ha^  readied  the  door  of  the  apartment 
it  was  dMCOTer«d  to  be  locked,  And,  to  all  appear- 
anee,  had  been  so  for  some  time,  as  the  key  could  not 
be  found; — a  circumstance  which,  to  my  English 
apprehension,  naturally  connected  itself  with  notions 
of  damp  and  desolatioB,  and  I  again  sighed  inwardly 
fhr  the  Gran  Bretagna.  Impatient  at  the  delay  of 
the  key,  my  Aoble  host,  with  one  of  his  humorous 
tfffTif*f;«»^rtii«^  gave  a  Tigonms  kick  to  tb#  door  and 
burst  it  open ;  on  which' we  at  once  entered  into  an 
apartBient  not  only  spaoioua  and  elegant,  but  wearing 
an  aspect  of  coiAfort  and  babitableness  which  to  a 
ffavelier's  eye  is  as  welcome  as  it  is  rare.  ^  Here,** 
he  said,  in  a  voice  whose  every  tone  'spoke  kindness 
and  ho^italHir,— -**  these  are  the  rooms  I  use  myself, 
and  here  1  mean  to  establish  you." 

He  bad  ordered  dihner  ftom  some  Tnittttria,  and 
while  waiting  its  arrivaP-as  well  as  that  of  Mr  AJex- 
ander  Soott,  whom  he  had  invited  to  join  us — we 
Blood  out  on  the  balcony,  in  order  that,  before  the 
day-Cgfat  was  quite  gone,  I  mi^t  have  some  glimpses 
of  the  scene  vfhich  the  Oyial  presented.  Happening 
to  remark,  in  looking  up  at  the  ck>uds,  which  were 
Mill  bright  in  the  West,  that  ^  whal  had  struck  me  in 

Ilsfian  sunsets  was  that  peculiar  rosy  hue  ^ "    I 

had  hardly  pronounced  the  word  **  rosy,"  when  Lord 
Byron,  clapping  his  hand  on  my  Aouih,  said,  with  a 
kogh,  •*  Come,  d— n  it,  Tomi  dom*t  be  poedcaL" 
AsBong  the  few  gondolas  passing  at  the  tiiae,  there 
was  one  at  some  distance,  in  which  sate  two  gentle- 
nen,  who  had  the  appearance  of  being  English ;  and, 
observing  them  to  look  our  way,  LordByron,  putting 
h^  arms  a-kimbo,  said  with  a  sort  of  comic  swagger, 
**  Ah,  if  you, 'John  Bulls,  knew  who  the  two  fellows 
are,  now  sta&din^up  here,  I  think  you  wouid  stare !" 
—1  risk  mentioning  these  things,  though  aWare  how 
they  Boay  be  tumecf  against  myself,  for  the  sake  df 
the  otherwise  indessribablq  traits  of  manAer  and 
character  whidi  they  convey.  After  a  very  agree- 
able dinner,  throu^  which  the  jest,  the  stdry,  and 
the  bogh  were  almost  uninterruptedly  carried*  on^ 
our  noble  host  took  leave  of  usito  return  to  La  Mira,* 
while  Mr  ScoCt  and  f  v^ent  to  one  of  the  theatres,  to 
see  the  Ottavia  of  AlBeri. 

Hie  ensuing  evenings,  during  my  stay,  were  pas^ 
mich  in  the  fame  manner, — my  mornings  being  de* 
voted,  under  the  kind  superintendence  of  Mr  Scott, 
to  a  hasty  and,  I  fear,  unprofitable  view  of  the  trea-' 
sores  of  art  with  which  Venice  abounds.  On  the 
sub}ects  of  painting  and  sculpture  Lord  Byron  has, 
in  seveial  of  his  letters,  expressed  strongly  and,  as  to 
most  persons  will  appear,  heretically  hi/  opinibns. 
In  his  want,  however,  of  a  due  appreciation  of  these 
arts,  be  but  resembled  some  of  his  great  precursors 
in  die  ield  of  poetry; — both  Tasso  and  Mikon,i  for 
example,  having  evinced  so  little  tendency  to  such 

*  Tb^le  of  Segretario  if  sometfanefl  given,  aa  in  this 
ease,  toVliesd-senra&t  or  bouse  steward. 


tastes,*  that,  throughout  the%hole  of  their  pages, 
there  is  not,  I  fear,  one  single  allusion  to  any  of  those 
peat  master  of  the* pencil  and  chisel,  wlkose  works, 
nevertheless,  both  had  seen.  That  I^rd  Byron, 
though  despising  the  imposture  and  jargon  with 
which  the  worship  of  the  Arts  is,  like  other  worships, 
ck>gged  and  mys^fied,  felt  deepIy,4nore  especially  iu 
sculpture,  Vrhatever  imaged  forth  true  grace  and 
'  energy,  appears  from  passages  of  his  poetry  which 
I  are  m  evciy  body's  memory,  and  not  a  line  of  which 
but  thrills  alive  w^h  a  sense  of  grandeur  and  beauty 
such  as  it  never  entered  into  the  capacity  of  a  mere 
oonnoissebr  even  to  conceive. 

In  reference  to  this  subject,  as  we  were  conversing 
one  day  after  dinnee  about  the  various  collections  I 
had  visited  that  morning,  on  my  saying  that  fearful 
as  1  was,  at  all  times,  of  praising  any  picture,  lest 
I  should  draw  upon  myself  the  connoisseur's  sneer 
for  my  PApis,  I  wouM  yet,  to  Aim,  venture  fo  own 
that  I  had  seen  a  picture  at  Milan  crhich— — ^The 
Hagar!"  he  exclaimed,  eagerly  interrupting  me; 
and  it  was  in  faet  this  very  picture  I  was  about  to 
mention  as  having  wakened  in  me,  by  the  truth  of 
its  expressioQ,  more  real  emotion  that  any  I  bad  yet 
seen  among  the  chefsd'oeuvre  of  Venice.  It  was 
with  no  small  degree  of  pride  and  pleasure  I  now 
discovered  that  my  noble  friend  had  Celt  equally  with 
myself  the  affecting  mixture  of  iorroii^find  reproach 
with  which  the  woman's  eyes  tell  the  whole  story  in 
that  picture.  ' 

On  the  second  CTenin^  of  my  stay.  Lend  Byron 
having,  as  before,  left 'us  for  La  Mira,  I  most^l> 
ingly  accepted  the  offer  of  Mr  Scott  to  introduce  me 
to  the  conversaziOQi  of  the  two  celebrated*  ladies, 
with  whose  names,  as  leaders  of  Venetian  foshion, 
the  tourists  to  Italy  have  mad^  every  body  aoquaint- 
ed.  To  the  Countess  A^^'s  parties  Lord  Byron 
had  chiefly  confidld  himself  during  the  first  winter 
he  passed  at  Venice ;  but  the  tone  of  conversation 
at  these  small  meetings  being  much  too  learned  for 
his  taAes,  h^  was  induced,  the  folk>wing  year,  ts  dis- 
continue his  attendance  at  them,  and  chose,  in  pre- 
ference, the  less  erudite,  but  more  easy,  society  of 
the  Countess  B  *  **•  Of  the  sort  of  learning  some- 
times .displayed  by  the  ''blue''  visitants  at  Madame 
A  *  ^s,  a  circumstance  mentioned  by  the  noble  poet 
himself  ipay  afibrd  some  idea.  The  conversalion 
happening  to  turn,  one  evening,  upon  the  statue  of 
WiAhington,  by  Canova,  which  had  beeh  just  ship- 
ped  off  for  the  United  States,  Madame  A  ^  '*,  who 
was  then  engaged  in  compiling  a  Description  rai- 
*  sonn^  of  Canova's  works,  and  was  anxious  for  in- 

*  That  this  was  the  case  with  Hilton  is  acknowledfed  fty 
Richardion,  who  fthmired  both  Milton  and  the  Arts  too 
warmly  to  make  anch  an  adooiaiion  apon  any  bat  valid 
grounds.  *  He  does  not  appear,*  says  this  writer,  "  to 
have  mach  regarded  what  was  done  with  the  pencil ;  no, 
not  f  Ten  when  in  Italy,  in  Rome,  in  the  Vatican.  ^MsUher 
does  it  seem  Scnlpture  was  mn£h  esteemed  by  him.*  After 
an  authority  like  this,  the  theories  of  Barley  and  others, 
with  respect  to  the  impressions  left  npon  llilton's  mind  by 
the  woriLS  of  art  he  had  seen  in  Italy,  are  hardly  worth  a 
thought. 

Though  it  may  be  conceded  that  Dante  was  an  admirer 
of.  the  arts,  his  recommendation  of  the  Apocalypse  to 
Giotto,  as  a  sourcA  of  subJecU  for  the  pencil,  shows.  It 
least,  what  indiflbrent  jadgrs*poeU  are,  in  general,  of  the 
sort  of  iuicies  fittest  to  be  embodied  by  the  painter. 
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formation  respecting  the  rabjecC  of  this  statue,  re- 
quested that  some  of  her  leartaed  guests  Vould  detail 
to  her  all  they  kntfw  of  him.  This  task  a  Signor  *  ♦ 
(author  of  a  book  on  Geography  and  Statistics)  un- 
dertook to  perform,  and,  after  some  other  equally 
sage  and  authentic  details,  xoncludcd  by  informing 
her  that  ''Washibgton  was  killed*  in  »  duel  by 
Burke.*'— **  What,**  exclaimed  Ldrd  Byroo,  as  he 
stood  biting  his  lips  with  impatience  during  this  can- 
▼ersation,  **  what,  in  the  name  of  foHy,  are  you  all 
thinking  of?** — for  he  now  recoD«cted  the  famous 
duel  between  Hamillon  and  Colonel  Burr,  |rhom,  it 
was  erident,  this  learned  worthy  had  confounded 
with  Washington  and  Burke ! 

In  addition  to  the  motircs  cfllily  conceivable  for 
exchanging  such  a  society  for  one  that  offered,  at 
feast,  repose  from  such  erudite  efibrts,  there  was  also 
another  cause  moie  immediately  leading  to  the  dis- 
continuance  'of  his  visits  to  Madame  A  *  *.  This 
lady,  who  has  \feen  sometimes  honoured  with  the 
title  of  ^  the  De  SUel  of  Italy,"  had  written  a  book 
called  ^  Portraits,''  containing  sketches  of  the  charac- 
ter* of  various  persons  of  nbte;  and  it  being  her  in- 
tention to  introduce  Lord  Byron  into  this  aasem- 
blagev  rfie  had  it  intimated  to  his  kirdship  that  an 
article  in  which  his  portraiture  had  been  attempted 
was  to  appeal^  in  a  new  edition  she  was  about  to 
publish  of  her  work.  It  was  expected,  of  course, 
that  this  intimatjbn  would  awaken  tn  him  some  desire 
to  see  the  sketch ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  be  was  pro- 
voking enough  not  to  manifest^  the  least  vymptdbis  of 
curiosity  Again  and  again  was  the  s&mc  hint,  vriii 
as  little  success,  conveyed ;  till,  at  length,  on  finding 
that  no  imprevion  could  be  produced  itfthis  manner, 
a  direct  offer  was  made,*  in  Madame  A^  *'s  •own 
name,  toaubmit  the  af^le  to  his  perusal.  He  couIQ 
now  aontain  himself  no  bager.  With  more  sincerity 
than  politeness,  he  returned  for  aittwer  to  the  hdy, 
that  he  was  by  no  means  ambitiotis  of  appearing  in 
her  work ;  that,  from  the  ahortness,  aa  well  as  the 
distaat  nature  of  their  acquaidtance,  it  was  Aipos- 
sible  she  could  have  qualified  herself  to  'be  his  por- 
trail-i>&inter,  and  that^  in  short,  she  could  not  oblige 
him  more  than  1>y  committing  the  article  to  the  flames. 

Whether  t|je  tribute  thus  Unceremoniously  treated 
ever  met  the  eyes  of  Lord  Byroo,  I  know  not ;  but 
he«ould  hardly,  I  think,  had  he  seen  it,  liave  escaped 
a  sUght  touch*  of  remorse  a(  having  thus  spumed  from 
him  a  portrait  drawn  in  no  unfriendly  spirit,  Ad, 
though  affectedly  expressed,  seismg  some  of  the  less 
obvious  features  of  his  character, — as,  for  instance, 
that  diffidence  so  little  to  be  expected  from  a  career 
like  his, — with  the  discriminating  niceoess  of  a  femaH 
hand.  The  folUming  are  extracts  from,  this  Por- 
trait:— 

• 

*  'Tol,  dont  le  sMode  encore  iffnomle  vrai  nom, 
•  Bfprit  myrt^rieox.  Hortel.  Angc,  on  D«moii« 
Qgl  qoe  to  Mis,  Byron,  bon  o«  fiit«l  g^nie,  « 

J'aine  do  tes  coBcerts  la  saavage  lumnonfe.' 

LAMARTINB. 

**U  would  be  to  little  purpose  to  dwell  upofi  the 
mere  beauty  of  a  countenance  in  which  the  expression 
of  an  extraordinary  mind  was  so  conspicuous.  What 
serenity  vms  seated  on  the  forehead,  aBomed  witfi 
the  finelt  chestnut  hair,  l%bt,  curling,  and  disposed 
with,  such  art,  that  the  art  was  hidden  in  the  imita^ 


tkwofmostpleaaipg nature!.  What  varied  ei^ies- 
sion  in  his  eyes!  They  were  of  the  axure  ookNir  of 
the  heavens,  from  which  they  seemed  to  derive  their 
origin.  His  teeth,  in  form,  in  colour,  and.tnus- 
parency,  raeembled  pearls;  lH|t  his  cheeks  were  too 
delicately  tinged  with  the  hue  of  the  pale  rose.  Hit 
neck,  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  keeping  ui- 
covered  as  much  as  the  usages  df  so^^y  permitted, 
seemed  to  have  been  fbrmed  in  a  aiouk),  and  wss 
very  white.  His  hands  were  as  beautifnl  •bH  thej 
had  been  th^  viDrks  of  art  His  figure  left  nothing  to 
be  desired,  particukvly  by  thoae  who  found  rather  t 
grace  than  a  defect  in  a  certain  light  and  gentle  no- 
duUtion  of  the  person  when  he  entered  a  room,  and 
of  which  you  hardly  felt  tempted  to  inquire  thecanae. 
Indeed  it  Was  scarcely  perceptible,— -the  dothes  he 
wo«e  were  so  long. 

"He  vras  never  seen  to  vfa]|c  through  the  streets  of 
Venice,  nor  along  the  pleasant  banks  of  the  Bmta, 
where  he  spent  some  wedis  of  the  summer;  and  th«re 
are  some  who  assert  that  he  has  never  seen,  except- 
ing from  a  window,  the  wondera  of  the  *  Piaaxs  di 
San  Marco ;' — so  powerful  in  him  vras  the  dtaire  d 
not  showing  himself  to  be  deformed  in  any  part  of  his 
person.  I,  fpwever,  believe  that  he  has  often  gased 
on  those  wonders,  but  in  the  late  and  solitary  hour, 
when  the  stupendous  edifices  which  surrounded  him, 
illuminated  by  tne  sof(  and  plaqid  Ught  of  the  mooo, 
appeared  a  tUbusand  times  more  lovely. 

**  His  face  appeared  tranquil  like  the  ocean  oo  a 
fine  spring  morning^  but,  like  it,  in  an  insOmt  be«aoie 
changed  into  the  temjiestuous  aj>d  terrible,  if  a  pa«- 
iion,*  (a  passion  did  I  say?;  a  thoti^ht,  a  word,oe- 
curved  to  disturb  fais  mind.  His  eyes  then  kst  all 
their  sweetness,  and  sparkled  so  that  it  became  dif- 
ficult to  look  on  them.  So  rapid  a  ohange  would  not 
have  been  thought  possible ;  but  it  vras  inposiible 
to  avoid  acknowledging  that  the  nattiral  state  of  bii 
mind  waa  the  tempestuous. 

,  **  What  deUghted  him  greatly  one  day  annoyed  him 
the  next ;  and  whenever  he  appeared  cinstaot  io  the 
practice  of  any  habits,  it  arose  merely  fVom  the  is-  j 
difference  not  to  say  contempt,  in  whkrh  he  b^  * 
tNIm  all:  whatever  they  might ^,  they  vrere  not ' 
worthy  that  he  should  occupy  his  thougfato  with  tbeis.  ; 
His  heact  vras  highly  sensitive,  and  wffeted  itm  i>  j 
be  govemed  in  an  exITaordinary  ^degree  by  sympa- 
thy ;  but  his  imagination  carried  him  ^ay,  sad  j 
spo^d  every  thmg.    Qe  believed  in  presages,  and  j 
delighted  in  the  recollection  that  he  heU  thislelief 
iff  codhnon  with  Napoleon.    It  appeared  that,  ■ 
proportion  as  his  mteOectual  education  was  cnltt- ' 
vated,  his  moral  education  was  neglected,  and  that  i 
he  never  sufi^red  himself  to  know  or  observe  otlwr  | 
Restraints  than  those  imposed  by  his  inclinationa.  NV  j 
vertheless,  who  coukl  t>elieve  that  he  had  a  coutaat.  I 
and  ahnoet  infiuitine  timidity,  of  which  the  evkfeooet ' 
were  so  apparent  as  to  render  its  existence  iadv-  j 
putid>le,  ndlwithstandiag  the  difficulty  experienced  in  \ 
associating  with  Lord  Byron  a  sentiment  which  bad 
the  appearance  of  mod^.    Conscious  as  ht  was 
that,  wherever  he  presented  himaelf,  all  eyes  ^*«« 
fixed  on  him,  and  all  Hps,  particuhirly  those  of  the  wo- 
men, were  opened  to  say  •  There  he  is,  thai  isLtfd 
Byron,'-^fac  necessarily  found  himself  in  the  ^ualios 
of  an  actor  obliged  to  sustain  a  obaracter,wl  to 
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not  to  otlien  (for  about  them  he 
no  ooncern),  hot  to  himielf,  of  his  every 
Thii  occasioned  him  a  feeling  of 
which  was  obrioiis  to  erery  one. 
^  He  renttrked  on  a  certain  subject  (which  in  1814 
wm  the.  topic  of  universal  discoifrse)  that  *  the  woild 
WM  worth  neither  the  trouble  taken  in  its  conquest, 
wpr  the  regret  feb  at  its  Ums,'  which  saying  (if  the 
worth^of  an  expression  oouM  ever  equal  that  of  many 
and  gre«t  actions)  would  almost  show  tha  thoughts 
sod  iecUogs  of  Lord  Qyron  to  be  more  itupendffus  and 
MBieaaured  than  those  of  him  respecting  whom  he 


**  Wk  gymnastic  exercises  wer^  sometimes  vblent, 
and  at  others  almost  nothing.  His  body*  like  his 
spirit,  readi^  aoconmodated  itself  to  all  hb  incUaa- 
tioBS.  '  During  an  entice  winter,  he  went  out  every 
■oniing  akme  to  nm  himself  to  the  island  of  Arroe- 
aims  (a  small  ishmdnSituated  in  the  midst  of  a  tranquil 
lake,  and  distant  from  Venice  about  half  a  league), 
ta  enjoy  the  sodecy  of  those  learned  and  hosphabla 
■onka,  and  to  learn  their  difficult  language;  and,  in 
lb%cTeaing,  entering  again  inte  his  gondola,  he  went, 
hot  only  for  a  couple  of  hours,  into  company.  A 
seeood  winter^  whenever  the  water  of  the  lake  was 
violentiy  agitate^  he  was  observed  to  cross  it,  and 
landing  on  the  nearest  terra  firma^  to  fiitigue  at  least 
two  hones  with  riding. 

*^  No  one  ever  heard  him  utter  a  word  of  Prtnch, 
shbough  he  was  perfectly  conversant  with  that  lan- 
guage. He  hated  the  nation  and  Its  modem  literature; 
ia  like  manner,  ha  hekMie  modem  Italian  literature 
in  contempt,  and  said  it  possessed  but  one  living 
aathiqr,— <«  restriction  which  I  know  not  vrhether  to 
IcfB  ridiculous,  or  false  and  injurious.  Bis  voice 
was  sufficiently  sweet  and  flexible.  He  spoke  with 
Bach  suavity,  ifnoicontradicted,  but  rether  address- 
Ad  hMDBelf  to  his  neighbour  tbtfh  to  Ihe'entire  coiu- 

**  Very  litlfe  food  sufficed  him ;  and  he  preferr^ 
fsh  to  iesh  for  this  extraordinary  reason,  that  the 
latter,  he  sait^  rendered  him  ferocious.  He  disliked 
toeing  women  eat ;  and  tl^e  causQ  of  this  extraordinary 
antipathy  must  be^ sought  in  the  dread  he  always 
hid,  that  the  notion  he  bved  to  cherish  of  their  per- 
^ctioo  and  ahnoft  divine  nature  might  be  disturbed. 
Having  always  been  governed  by  them,  it  woukl  seem 
that  bis  veiy^  self-k>ve  waf  pleased  to  take  refuge  m 
the  Aea  of  their  excellence,— a  sentiment  which  he 
kew  how  (God  knows  how)  to  reconcile  with  the 
eoptempt  in  Which,  shortly  afterwards^  almost  with 
the  appearance  of  satisfaction,  he  seemed  to  hold 
them.  But  contradictions  ought  not  to  surprise  us  in 
chanusters  like  Lord  Byron's;  and  then,  who  does' 
not  know  that  the  slave  holds  ih  detestation  his  raler  ? 

^'Lord  Byron  disliked  his  countrymen,  but  only 
because  he  knew  Wt  his  morals  were  held  iil  con- 
tempt by  them.  The  English,  themselves  ricid  ob- 
servers of  fiunily  duties,  could  not  pardon  lum  the 
aelJScct  of  his,  nor  his  trampling  on  principle! ;  there- 
fore neither  did  he  like  being  presented  to  them,  nor 
did  they,  especially  when  they  had  their  vrives  with 
them,  )ake  to  cultivate  his  acquaintance.  Still  there 
vras  a  itrong  desire  in  all  of  them  to  see  him^  and  the 


women  in  parficular,  who  did  not  dare  to  look  at 
him  but  by  stealthy  said  in  an  under  voice,'  What  a 
pity,  it  is!'  If^  however,  any  of  his  compatlSots  of 
exalted  rank  and  of  high  reputation  came  forward  to 
treat  him  vrithcourte^,  he  showed  himself  obviously 
flattered  by  it,  and  was  greatly  pleased  with  such 
association.  It  seemed  that  to  the  wound  which 
remained  always  open  in  his  ukerated  heart,  such 
soothing  attentions  were  as  drops  of  healing  balm, 
which  comforted  him. 

**  Speaking  of  his  marriage,— a  ddioate  subject, 
but  one  still  agreeable  to  him,  if  it  vras  treated  in  a 
friendly  voice,-r4ie  wois  greatly  moved,  and  said  it 
bad  been  the  innocent  cause  of  all  his  errors  and  all 
his  griefs.  Of  his  wife  he  4>oke  with  much  respect 
and  affection.  He  said  she  was  an  illustrious  lady, 
distinguished  for  the  qualities  of  her  heart  and  under- 
standing, and  that  aB  the  fault  of  their  crael  separa- 
tion lay  with  himself.  Now,  vras  sudh  language 
dictated  by  justice  or  by  vanity?  Does  it  not  bring 
to  mind  the  saying  of  Julius,  that  the  wife  of  Cesar 
must  not  even  be  suspected  ?  What  vanity  in  that 
saying  of  Ctosarl  In  (sect,  if  it  had  not  been  from 
vanity,  Lord  Byron  would  have  aJImitted  this  to  no 
one.  Of  his  young  daughter,  his  dear  Ada,  he  spoke 
with  gteat  tenderness,  and  seemed  to  be  pleased  at 
the  great  sacrifice  he  had  made  m  leaving  her  to 
comfoil  her  mother.  The  intense  hatred  he  bore  bis 
mother-in-law,  an<^a  sort  of  Euiyclca  of  Lady  Byron, 
— two  women,  to  whose  influence  he,  in  a  great 
measttre,  attributed  her  estrangement  from  him, — 
dtmonstrated  deariy  how  painfw  the  separation  was 
to  him,  notwithstanding  some  bitter  pleasantries 
which  occasisnnHy  pocur  in  his  writings  against  her 
also^dictated  rather  by  rancour  than  by  indiSerence." 


From  the  time  of  his  ndsunderstanding  with  Ma- 
dame A  *  *  ^,  the  irisits  of  the  noble  poet  were  trans- 
ferred to  tha  house  of  the/>thte  great  rallying  pobt  of 
Venetian  society,  MadMne  B***,— a  lady  in  whose 
manners,  though  she  had  long  cehsed  |o  be  young, 
there  stiU  lingered  much  of  that  attaching  charm,  which 
a  youth  passed  m  successful  efforts  io  please  seldom 
fails  to  leave.behind.  That  those  oowers  of  pleasing, 
too,  were  not  yet  gone,  th^  fidelity  of,  at  least,  one , 
devoted  admirer  testified ;  nor  is  she  supposed  to  have 
thought  it  impossible  that  Lord  Byron  hhnself  might 
yet  f>e  linked  on  a^  ^e  end  of  that  k>ng  chain  of  k)  vers, 
which  had,  through  so  many  years,  graced  the  triumphs 
of  her  beauty.  If,  however,  there  could  have  been, 
in  any  case,  the  slightest  chance  of  such  a  conquest, 
sAe  had  herself  completely  f  rostrated  it  by  introducing 
her  distinguished  visitor  to  Madame  Ouiccioli,— a  step 
by  which  she  at  last  lost,  too,  even  tha  oAiament  of 
his  presence  at  her  partiet,  as  in  consequence  of  some 
slighting  conduct,  on  her  part,  towards  his  **■  Dama," 
he  dlscontinuedHiis  attendance  at  her  eyeningt  assem- 
blies, and  at  the  time  of  my  visit  to  Venice  had  given 
up  V)ciety  altogether. 

I  could  soon  collact,  front  the  tone  heU  respecting 
his  conduct  at  Madame  B  *  ^  *'s,  how  subversive  of 
an  the  morality  of  intrigue  they  considered  the  late 
I  step  of  which  he  had  been  guilty  in  withdrawing  his 
acknowledged  **  Amica''  from  the  protectk>n  of  her 
husband,  and  placing  her,  at  once,  under  the  same 
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roof  with  himtdf  .  ^  You  moMi  really  (nid  the  hos- 
tess herself  to  me)  scold  your  frieod ;— till  this  unfor- 
tUDAteafikir,  he  conducted  himself  «o  well  l**— a  eulogy 
onhis  prerious  moral  conduct,  which,  when  I  reported 
it  the  following  day  to  my  noble  host,  packed  at  once 
a  smile  and  sigh  from  his  lips. 

The  chief  subject  of  our  conrersatioD,  when  alooe^ 
waahis  marriage,  and  the  load  of  obloquy  which  it  had 
'  brouj^t  upon  him.  He  was  most  anxious  to  knew 
the  worst  that  had  been  allegedof  his  conduct,  and  as 
this  was  our  first  opportunity  of  speaking  together  on 
Uie  subject,  I  did  not  hesitate  to  put  his  candour  most 
searchingly  to  the  proof,  not  dnly  by  enumerating  the 
▼arioas  charges  I  had  heard  brought  againift  him  by 
others,  but  l^  specifying  such  portions  of  these  charges 
as  I  had  been  inclined  to  think  not  incredible  myself. 
To  all  this  he  listened  with  patience,  and  answered 
wit^ii  the  most  unheshatiDg  frankness,  laughing  to  scorn 
the  tales  of  unmanly  outrage  related  of  him,  but,  at 
the  same  time,  acknowledgioK  that  there  had  beeo^ 
his.  conduct  but  too  much  to  blame  and  regret,  and 
stating  one  or  (wo  occasions,  during  his  domestic  life, 
wh^  he  bad  been  irritated  into  letting^  the  breath  of 
bitter  wo^jds"  escape  him,— words,  rather  thoseof  the 
unquiet  spirit  that  possMsed  him  than  his  own,  and 
w.hich  he  now  evidently  remembered  with  a  degree  of 
remorse  and  painwhich  might  well  haye  entitled  them 
to  be  forgotten  by  others. 

It  was,  at  th^same  time,  manifest,  that  whateYer 
admissions  he  might  be  inclined  to  make  respecting 
his  own  delinquencies,  the  inordinate  measure  ^  the 
punishment  dealt  out  to  him  had  sunk  deeply  into  his 
mind,  and,  with  the  usual  eflfect  of  such  iiq'Qstice,  drove 
him  also  to  be  unjust  himself ;— so  much  so,  indeed, 
as  to  impute  to  the  quarter,  to  which  he  now  tmced 
all  his  ill  fate,  a  feeling  of  fixed  hostility  to  himself, 
which  would  not  rest,  he  thought,  even  at  his  grave, 
but  coniinue  to  persecute  his  meuDry  as  it  was  now 
embittering  his  life.  So  strong  was  this  impression 
upon  him,  that  during  dbejof  our  few  intervals  of  se- 
riousoess,  he  conjured  me,  by  our  friendship^  if,  as  he 
both  felt  and  hoped;  I  should  survive  him,  not  to  let 
unmerited  censure  settle  upon  his  nane,  but,  while  I 
surrendered  him  up  Co  ooodemnation,  where  he  de- 
served it,  to  vindicate  hhn  where  aspersed. 

How  groundless  and  wroi^ul  were  these  appre- 
hensions, the  eariy  death  which  he  so  often  predicted 
and  sighed  Ibr  has  enabled  us,  unfortunately  but  too 
soon,  to  testify.  So  far  from  having  to  defend  him 
againstAny  such  aaiailants,  an  unworthy  voice  or  two, 
from  persons  more  igjnrious  as  friends  than  as  enemies, 
is  all  that  I  find  raised  in  hostility  to  his  ottne ;  while 
by  lyme,  I  am  inclined  to  Ihink,  wouU  a  generoHs 
amnesty  over  his  grave  be  morereacfily  and  cordially 
concurred  fn  (haB  by  her,  among  whose  numerous 
virtues  a  forgiving  charity  towards  himself  wa9  the 
only  one  to  wUch  she  bad  not  yet  taught  him  to  render 
^justice. 

I  have  already  had  occasion  to  remark,  in  another 
part  of  thto  work,  that  with  persons  who,  like  Lbrd 
Byron,  Uto  centred  in  their  owfe  tremubus  web  of 
sensitiveness,  those  friends  of  whom  they  see  least, 
and  who,  therefore,  least  frequently  come  ia  collision 
with  thent-in  those  every  day  realities  from  which 
sueh  natures  shrink  so  morbidly,  have  proportioniilely  | 
a  greater  chance  of  retaining  a  hold  on  their  affec- 


tions. There  is«  however,  in  hmg  absence  from  pc^ 
sons  of  this  temperament,  another  jdescriptioB  of  mk 
hardly  less,  perhaps,  to  be  dreaded.  If  the  statioD  a 
friend  holds  in  their  hearts  is,  in  near  intercomse  nitk 
them,  in  danger  from  their  senaitivenesBplit  is  alaoit 
equally,  perhaps,  i«  the  mency  of  their  too  actire 
imaginations  during  absence.  On  this  verypoisl,! 
recollect  once  expressing  n^  npprAeanon  to  Lord 
Byron,  in  a  passage  of  a  letter  addressed  to  him  bats 
short  time  before  his  death,  of  which  the  foUowiag 
is,  as  nearly  as  I  can  recall  it,  the  substance?- 
**  When  with  you,  I  feel  satre  of  you;  bat,  at  a  dis- 
tance, one  is  often  a  Uttl^ofhud  of  bemginsde  Ike 
victim,  all  of  a  sudden,  of  vome  of  those  fanctfo)  sus- 
picions, which,  like  meteoric  stones,  generate  them- 
selves (God  knows  how)  in  the  upper  regkxis  of  yoor 
imagination,  and  come  clattering  down  upon  oar 
heads,  some  fine  sunny  day^iwhen  we  are  ftast  ex- 
pecting such  an  invasion." 

In  writing  thus  to  him,  I  had  more  particalarijb 
recollection  a  fancy  tif  this  kind  respecting  oqrself, 
.which  he  had,  not  kmg  before  my  present  visit  to  bin 
at  Venice,  taken  into  his  head.  In  a  hidiersas,  sod 
now,  peiliaps,  forgot^  publication  of  niiqe,  npsg 
an  account  of  the  adventures  of  an  English  fiud%  ia 
Paris,  there  had  occurred  the  foUowiiig  descriptioa  d 
the  chief  hero  of  the  tale. 

«  A  fine,  nltow,  sobliihe  sort  orWerter-fiwed  bmb, 
Vhh  mustachios  which  gmwp  (what  we  iMd  of  so  oft) 
Tbc  dear  Corsair  expression,  half  savane,  half  sdfl,— 
As  hysenas  in  lore  may  be  fiinded  to  look,  or 
A  fomething  between  Abelard  and  old  Blncber.* 

On  seemg  this  doggerel,  my  noble  (nettd,—ss  I 
might,  indeed,  with  a  little  mofe  tlioaght,  have  snli- 
cipatcd^*-conceived  the  notion  thaf  I  meant  to  thrsv 
ridicule  on  his  whole  race  .of  poetic  heroes,  and  ac- 
cording]y«  as  I  learned  from  persons  then  in  freqoesi 
inlercourse'^with  hiitf,  flew  out  into  one  of  his  fits  of 
hajf  hunforous  rage  against  me.  This  he  now  con* 
fe^ed  himself,  and,  in  ktudiing  over  tb^eircoBStsace 
with  me,  o^nicd  that  he  hod  even  gone  so  for  ss,  is 
his  first  moments  pf  wrath,  to  contemplate  some  little 
retalialfen  for  this  perfidious'  hit  at  his  lieross.  **Bat 
when  I  recoUected,**  said  he,  **  what  pleasure  it  wooM 
give  the  whole  tribe  of  bk>ckheaBs  and  Bhies  to  fft 
you  and  me  turning  out  against  %aah  other,  I  gafe 
up  the  idea."  He  was,  indeed,  a  striking  inslsoee 
oTwhat  may  be  ahnost  invariably  observed,  that  tbey 
who  best  know  how  to  wield  the  weapon  of  rftcole 
themsebres,  are  the  most  alive  to  its  power  in  the 
hands  of  others.  I  remember,  one  d^r,  in  the  nar 
1813, 1  think, — as  we  were  convening  together  ahoot 
critics  and  their  influence  on  the  publw,  **'For  nv 
part,"  he  exckiiraed,  **I  don't  care  what  thciy  s«y  of 
me,  so  they  don't  qitiz  me."  ^'Oh,  you  need  sot 
fear  that,"— I  answered,  wills  something,  perhaps, 
of  a  half  suppressed  smile  on  my  features,—- **nobody 
could  quiz  yov."  You  couid,  fio.  viibtin  1"  he  is- 
plied,*  cleaehing  his  hand  at  me,  and  looking,  at  the 
same  tifaie,  with  comic  earnestness  into  voj  f^- 

Before  I  proceed  any  fanher  vriih  my  own  r^* 
lections,  I  shall  here  lake  the  opportunity  of  extract- 
ing some  curious  particuhuB  respecting  the  habilB 
and  mode  of  fife  of  my  friend  while  at  Venice,  fnti  \ 
an  account  obligingly  furnished  ifie  Iqr  a 
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who  long  mided  in  that  city^  bmA  who,  during  the 
gwaifr  put  of  Lord  Qyron's  stay,  Ured  on  tennt  of 
ifae  nost  friend^  intiniacy  with  him. 

^I  haTe  often  kunented  tfaati  hept  no  notes  of  his 
oheemtioofl  during  our  rides  and  aquatic  excursions. 
Nothinip  could  exceed  the  Tiracify  and  variety  of  his 
eooTersation,  or  the  cheerfufaiess  of  his  manner.  His 
rcBHuks  oa  the  surrounding  objects  were  always  ori- 
ginal ;  aad  mosi  particularly  striking  was  the  quickness 
with  which  he  availed  himself  df  eveiy  circumstance, 
howerer  trifling  in  itself^  and  such  as  would  have 
•scaped  the  notice  of  almost  any  other  person,  to 
cany  his  point  in  such  arguments  as  we  might  chance 
u>  be  engaged  in.  He  was  feelingly  alire  to  the 
beauties  of  natuse,  and  took  great  interest  in  any 
obsenratioos,  which,  as  a  dubbler  in  the  art^,  I  Tcn- 
toced  to  make,  upon  the  effects  of  light  and  shadow, 
or  the  changes  produeed  in  the  colour  of  ol^ects  by 
erery  variation  in  the  atmosphere. 

**  The  spot  where  we  usually  mounted  our  hofses 
had  been  a  Jewish  cemetery ;  but  the  French,  during 
Ihsir  occupation  of  Venioe,  had  thrown  down  the 
cadoenres,  and  levelled  all  tl^  tombstones  with  the 
fiowid,  h  order  that  they  might  not  interfere  with 
the  Ibrtifioatioas  upon  the  Lido,  under  the  guns  of 
which  it  was  situated.  To  this  place,  as  it  was 
known  to  be  that  where  he  alighted  from  his  g^dola 
sad  met  his  horses,  the  curious  amongst  our  country 
people,  who'Vere  anxious  to  obtain  a  glimpse  of 
kki,  iHed  to  resort;  and  it  was  amusing  in  the  ex- 
tnaie  to  witness  the  excessive  cookess  with  which 
kdies,  as  well  as  gentlemen,  would  advance  within 
s  very  few  paces  of  him,  eyeing  him,  some  with  their 
glasses,  as  they  would  have  done  a  statue  in  a  mu- 
ttOBi,  or  the  wiU  beasts  at  Exeter 'Change.  However 
iatteriag  thii  might  be  to  a  man's  vanity.  Lard  Bj- 
ran,  tboagh  he  bore  it  very  patiently,  expressed 
^imiwlf,  as  I  believe  he  really  was,  excessively  an- 
atit. 

**I  have  said  that  our  usual  ride  vras  akmg  the 
seashore,  and  that  tha  spot  where  we  took  horte,  and 
of  eoone  dismouilted,  bad  been  a  cemetery.  It  will ' 
readily  l>e  believed^  that  some  caution  was  necessary 
ia  riding  over  ,the  broken  tombstones,  and  that  it 
was  altogether  aa  awkward  place  for  hArses  to  pass. 
As  the  length  of  our  Hde  vras  not  very  great,  scarcely 
Bpre  than  six  miles  in  all,  we  seldom  rode  fast,  that 
at  least  prokmg  its  duration,  and  enjoy  as 


nuich  as  possible  the  refreshhig  air  of  the  Adriatic. 
One  day,  as  we  >rere  leisurely  returning  homewards, 
Lflvd  Byron,  all  at  once,  and  without  saying  any 
thiog  to  me,  set  spurs  to  his  horse  and  started  off  at 
foil  gallop,  making  the  greatest  haste  he  could  to  get 
to  his  gcmclola.  I  could  not  conceive  what  fit  bad 
sued  him,  aiM  had  some  difficulty  in  keeping  even 
within  a  reasonable  distance  of  him,  while  i  k>oked 
sroand  me  to  discover,  if  I  w«re  able,  what  could  l« 
die  cause  of  hi*  unusual  precipitation.  At  Itegth  I 
pqpeived  at  some  distance  two  or  three  gentlemen, 
who  were  runniig  along  the  opposite  sill*  of  the 
idand  nearest  the  Lagoon^  parallel  with  him,  towards 
his  gondola,  hoping  to  get  there  in  time  to  see  "him 
sl%bt ;  and  a  face  actually  took  place  between  th^m, 
he  endeavouring  to  out  strip  them.  In  this  he,  in  ^ct, 
sueeeedUl,  and,  throwing  himself  ^^uickly  from  hit 
horse/  leapt  into  hii  gondola,  of  whidf  he  hastily 


closed  the  blfaids,  ensconcing  hhnself  in  a  corner  so  as 
QOt  to  be  seen.  For  my  own  part,  not  choosing  to 
risk  my  neck  over  the  ground  I  have  spoken  of,  I 
followed  more  leisurely  as  soon  as  I  came  amongst 
the  gravestones,  but  got  to  the  place  of  embarkation 
just  at  the  same  moment  with  my  curious  countrymen, 
and  in  time  to  witness  their  disappointment  at  having 
had  their  run  for  nothing.  I  found  him  exuhing  in 
his  success  in  outstripp&g  them.  He  expressed  in 
strong  terms  his  annoyance  at  what  he  called  their 
impertinence,  whilst  I  cojjiM  not  but  kugh  at  his  im- 
patience, as  wed  as  at  tfie  mortification  of  the  unfor< 
tunate  pedestrians,  whose  eagemew  to  tike  him,  I 
said,  was,  in  my  opinion,  highly  flattering  to  him. 
That,  he  replied,  depended  on  the  feehng  vrith  which 
theyoame,  and  he  had  not  the  vanity  to  bsUeve  that 
they  were  influenced  by  any  admiration  of  his  cha- 
racter or  of  his  abOitiev,  hot  that  (hey  were  impelled 
merely  by  idle  curiosity.  Whether  it  vras  so  or  not, 
I  vannot  help  thinking  that  if  they  had  been  of  the 
other  sex,  he  would  not  have  been  so  eager  to  escape 
from  their  observation,  as  in  that  case  he  would  have 
repaid  them  glance  for  glance. 

^  llie  curiosity  that  was  expressed  by  all  cfesses  of 
travellers  to  see  hiuh  and  the  eagerness  with  which 
they  endeavoured  to  pick  up  any  anecdotes  of  his 
mode  of  Ufe,  were  c^ed  to  a  length  which  will  hardly 
be  credited.  It  formed  the  chief  subject  of  their  in- 
quiries of  the  goodpliers  who  conveyed  them  from 
terra  firma  to  the  floating  city ;  and  these  people,  who 
are  generally  k>quaciou8,  were  not  at  all  backward  in 
administering  to  the  taste  and  humours  of  their  pss- 
sengers,  relatmg  to  them  the  most  extravagant  and 
often  unfounded  stories.  They  took  care  to  point  out 
the  house  where  he  lived,  and  to  give  such  hints  of 
his  movements  as  might  aflford  them  an  opportunity  of 
seeing  him.  Many  of  the  English  visitors,  under  pre- 
text of  seeing  his  house,  in  wUch  there  were  no  paint- 
ings of  any  consequence,  nor,  besides  himself,  any 
thing  worthy  of  notice,  contriv^  to  obtain  admittance 
through  the  cupidity  of  h^  servants/ and  with  the 
most  barefaced  impudence  forced  their  way  even  into 
hist>edroom,  in  the  hopes  of  seebg  him.  'Hence 
arose,  in  a  great  measure,  his  bitterness  towards 
them,  which  he  has  expressed  in  a  note  to  one  of  his 
poems,  on  the  occasion  of  some  unfounded  remark 
made  upoA  him  by  an  anonymous  traveller  in  Italy ; 
and  it  certainly  appears  well  calcdlated  to  foster  that 
cynicism  which  prevails  in  his  biter  works  more  par- 
ticukirly,^ndwftioh,  as  well  as  the  misanthropical 
expressions  that  occur  in  those  vfhich  first  raised  his 
reputation,  I4o  not  believe  to  have  been  Us  natural 
feeling.  Of  this  I  am  certain,  that  I  iiever  witnossed 
greater  kindness  than  in  Lord  Byron. 

'"fhe  idmates  of  his  family  were  all  extremely  at- 
tached to  him,  and  would  hiCve  emkred  ai^  thing  on 
his  account:'  He  was  indeed  culpabV  lenient  to 
them  I  for  even  when  instances  occurred  of  their  ne- 
glecting their  duty,  or  taking  an  undue  advflitage  oC 
his  good-nature,  he  »ther  bantered  than  spoke  se- 
riously to  them  upon  it,  a«d  could  not  briky  himself 
to  discbarge  them,  even  when  he  had  threatened  to 
do  soi  An  Instadtie  occurred  withiiyBy  knowledge  of 
his  unwillingness  to  aot  harshly  towards  a  tradesman 
whom^e  hod  materially  asabted,  not  opl/  by.  lendmg 
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him  voonej,  but  by  forwarding  his  int^fiBit  in  every  way 
that  he  could.  Notwithstanding  repeated  acts  of 
kmdness  on  Lord  Qyron's  part,  this  man  robbed  and 
cheated  him  in  the  most  bare&ced  manner,  and  when 
at  length  Lord  fiyion  was  induced  to  sue  lym  at  law 
for  the  recovery  of  his  money^  the  only  punishment 
he  inflicted  upon  him,  wken  sentence  against  him  was 
passed,  was  to  put  him  in  prison  for  one  week,  and 
then  to  let  him  out^again,  although  his  debtor  had 
subjectad  him  to  a  considerabic  additional  expense, 
by  dragging  him  into  all  th«{^fferent«oiirts  of  appeal, 
and  that  he  nerer  at  last  rMovered  one  ha1Q>enny  of 
the  money  owed  to  him.  Upon  tUis  subject  he  wri  tes 
I  to  me  from  Ravenna.  *  If  *  *  is  iu  (prison),  let  him 
I  out ;  if  outf  put  him  in  for  a  week,.merely  for  a  lesson, 
'  and  give  him  a  good  lecture.' 
I  **  He  was  also  ever  ready  to  assist  the  distressed, 
I  and  he  was  most  unostentatious  in  his  charities :  for 
I  besides  considerable  sums  which  he  gave  away  to 
I  applicant«rat  lys  own  house,  he  contributed  largely 
l^  wedcly  and  monthly  allowancea  to  persons  whom 
I  he  had  new  seen,  and  wlx>,  as  the  ifioney  reached 
them  by  other  hands,  did  not  even  know  who  was 
their  benefactor.  One  or  fwo  instances  might  be  ad- 
duced where  his  charity  certainly  bore  an  appearance 
of  ostentation;  one  particularly  when  he  sent  fifty 
louis-d'or  to  a  poor  printer  whofe  house  had  been 
burnt  to  the  ground,  and  all  his  property  destroyed ; 
but  even  this  was  not  unattended  with  advantage ; 
for  i^  in  a  manner  compeUed  the  Austrian  authorities 
to  do  samething  for|he  poor  iqferier,  which  I  have  no 
hesitation  in  saying  tl^ey  would  not  have  dUne  other- 
wise ;  and  I  att^ute  it  entirely  to  the  publicity  of 
his  ibnation,  that  they  allowed  the  man  the  use  of  an 
unoccupied  house  belongmg  to  the  government  until 
he  could  reb^d  his  own,  or  re-establish  his  business 
^elsewhere.  Other  instances  might  be  perhaps  dis- 
covered where  his  liberalities  proceeded  from  se^sh, 
and  not  very  woithy  motives ;  *  but  these  are  rare, 
and  it  w^uld  be  uiyust  iii  the  extreme  to  assume 
them  as  proofs  of  his  ch^cter."  ' 

It  has  beea  already  mentioned  that,  in  writing  to 
my  noble  f^end  to  announce  my  cooung,  I  had  ex- 
pressed a  hope  that  he  ^ouM  be  able  to  go  on  with 
me  to  Rome;  and  I  hftd  the  gfatifictttion  of  finding, 
on  my  arrival,  that  hewa^ully  prepared  to  enter  into 
this  plan.  On  becoming  acquainted,  however,  with 
idl  the  details  of  his  present  situation,  I  so  far  sacri- 
ficed Tny  own  wishes  and  pleasure  as  to  advise  strongly 
that  he  should  remain  at  La  Mira.  In  the  ^tst  phce, 
I  saw  reason  to  apprehend  that  his  leaving  Madame 
Chiiccioli  at  this  crisis  might  be  the  means  of  drawmg 
upon  him  the  suspicion  of  neglecting,  if  nrt  actually 
deserting,  a  young  person  wbo  had  just  sacrificed  eo 
much  to  her  love  for  him,  and  whose  posit|pn/at  this 
moment,  between  husband  ^tnd  lover,  it  required  all  the 
genercAie  prudguce  of  t^e  hitter  to  shield  Crom  furthef , 
shame  or  fiifl.  There  had  just  oocuh'ed  too,  as  it  ap- 
peared to  me,  a  most  favourable  opening  for  tho 
setrieval  of,  at  least,  the  imprudent  part  of  the  trans- 
action, by  r^Iacing  the  lady  instantly  under* her 
husband's  protectiort,  and  thus  enabling  hcr^atill  to 

*Tbe  writer  hurt,  no  donbt,  alllldes  to  such  qnestionnHe 
liberalitlea  as  those  axerdte^  towards  the  hmi^anda  d  bis 
two  favourites,  HUdtUne  S  *  *  «ndt]ie  Fornailna. 


retain  that  station  in  society  whidt,  in  s«ch  society, 
nothing  but  such  imprudence  coutd  have  endangered. 
This  latter  hope  bad  been  suggested  by  aletter  be 
one  day  showed  me  (as  we  were  dining  together 
alone,  at  the  well-known  Pellegrino),  which  had  that 
morning  been  received  by  the  Contessa  from  her 
husband,  and  the  chief  object  of  which  was— no/  no 
express  any  censure  of  her  conduct,  but  to  soggest 
that  she  should  prevail  upon  her  noble  admirer  lo 
transfer  into  his  keeping  a  sum  of  £1000,.  which  was 
then  lying,  if  I  remember  right,  in  the  hands  of  Lord 
Byron's  banker  at  Ravenna,  but  which  the  wonhj 
Count  professed  to  think  would  be  more  advantage- 
ously placed  in  his  own.  Security,  the  writer  added, 
would  be  given,  and  five  per  cent,  interest  allowed ;  as 
to  accept  of  the  sum  on  any  other  terms  he  should  hold 
to  be  an  ^'awilimento"  to  him.  Though,  as  re- 
garded t}ie  lady  heB^lf,  who  has  since  proved,  by  a 
most  jiohle  sacrifice,  how  perfectly  dudnterested  woe 
her  feelings  throughout,  this  trait  of  so  wholly  oppo- 
site a  character  in  her  lord  must  have  stBl  further 
increased  her  disgust  at  returning  to  hini,  y^  so  im- 
portant did  it  seem,  as  well  for  her  fever's  sake  as 
herown,  to  retrace,  while  there  was  yet  tjiie,  their 
lasti  imprudent  step,  that  even  the  sacrifice  of  \hh 
sum,  which  I  saw  would  materially  &cilitate  such  an 
arranflement,  did  not  appear  to  me  by  any  meaaatoo 
hjgh  a  price  to  pay  for  it.  On  thia  pomt,  however,  no 
noble  friend  entirely  differed  with  mey  and  nothsig 
coukt  be  more  humorous  and  amusing  than  the  bmb- 
ner  in  which,  in  his  'new^  assumed  character  of  a 
lover  of  mopey,  he  dilated  on  the  many  virtues  of  a 
thousand  pounds,  aad  his  determination  not  to  pan 
with  a  single  one  of  thtai  to  Count  GuicciolL  Of  hit 
confidence,  too»  in  his  own  power  of  extricating  hioseif  j 
from  this  difficulty  he  spoke  vrith  equal  gaiety  aod 
humour;  and  Blr  Scott,  who  joiaed  our  party  after 
dinner,  having  taken  the  same  view  of  thesufagsct  as  I 
did,  he  h&id  a  vrager  of  two  sequins  with  that  gentle- 

*man,  that,  without  any  such  duibursement,  be  would 
yet  bri^  all  right  again,  and  ^  wve  the  fa^dy  and  the 

•money  too."  '  »■        * 

It  is,  indeed,  certain*  that  he  had  at  this  time 
taken'Up  the  whim  (for  it  hardly  deserves  a  itsre 
serious  nanft)  of  minute  and  constant  watcfafnhwss 
over  his  expenditure ;  and,  as  most  usuaQr  happeos, 
it  was  with  the^  increase  of  bis  means  that  this  is- 
creased  sense  of  Che  value  of  money  came.  The  frst 
symptom  I  saw  of  this  new  fiancy  of  his  was  the  ex- 
ceeding joy  which  he  manifested  on  rfy  presflitmg.to 
him  a  rouleau  of  twenty  Napoiepn,  ^hich  Lord 
K  *  *  d»  to  whom  be  had^  on  some  ocoasioii,  lent  that 

r  sum,  had  intrusted  me  with,  at  Milan,  lo  delif  er  into 
his  hands.  With  the  moat  joyous  and  divertiagca|er 
ne8s,.he  tore  open  the  paper,  an4»  in  oodntii^  ovtf  the 
Sim,  stopped  ffequently  to  coogratobae  huBelf  oa 
||ie  recovery  of  it.        * 

Of  Ms  liDuschold  frugalities  I  speak  but  on  the  sn- 
thority.of  othecs;  but  it  is  not  difficult  to  oopcv^ 
fhat,  with'a  restless^  spirit  like  his^whioh  jdi^Med 
alwvs  in  having  something  to  coat^  with,,aBd 
wbidi,  but  a*  sfa^  time  before,  "tor  want," «9 hi 
saifit  ^of  something  craggy  to  break  upbn,"  bad  ttf- 
tur^  itself  with  the  study  of  the  Armadan  bBgoig«« 
he  ihoiild,  in  de&ult  of  aO  better  excitemeift,^  * 
SQTlof  stif  i&d  AmusemeiU  in  the  task  of  Osalestingi 
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mA  bf  kud^  tnttj  eocroadunait  of  expense,  and 
emieaTOiiiiDgto  mippre«  what  he  himsdf  oaOt 

'« Tttftt  cfimas  of  all  eftrtUy  Uls, 
Yht  inflampialMm  of  •or  we^ly  billa.*' 

1b  tnith,  hit  comtant  recurrence  to  the  praise  of 
trarice  in  Don  Joan,  and  the  hmnorous  zest  with 
whath  he  delights  .to  dwell  on  it,  shows  how  new- 
fiuigled,aa  well  as  how  far  firom  serious,  was  his 
adofktiao  of  this  ^  good  old-gentlemanly  Yice.''  la 
the  annir  spirit  he  had,  a  short  time  before  my  ar- 
rival at  Venice,  established  a  hoardhig-box,  with  a 
siic  m  the  ltd,  into  which  he  occasionally  put  sequins, 
and,  at  stated  periods,  opened  it  to  contemplate  his 
treasores.  His  own  asoetic  style  of  Uring  enabled 
him*  as  Car  as  himself  was  concerned,  to  gratify  this 
taste  for  economy  in  no  ordinary  degree, — his  daily 
hiD  of  far«9  when  the  Maigarita  wib'his  companion, 
consisting,  I  have  been  assured,  of  but  foi]^|becoa-« 
idii,  of  which  theFomaHna  eat  three,  kaTing  even 
kim  hungry.  ^  / 

Tbat  his  parsimony,  however  (if  this  newphafis  of 
his  ercr-shifting  characler  is  to  be  called  by  Mich  a 
Dane),  was  very  far  fra^  being  of  tbat  kin<|fwhich 
Bacoo  condemns,  as  **wiM|dding  men  frogi  works 
of  fiberalitj,"  is  apparent  uW«lhlbi^irluiown  of 
his  BBumfieence,  at  this  Tery  period,— some  partioolars 
of  which,  (ran  a  mo4t  authentic  source  have  just 
bees  citeil,  proTiag  amply  that  while^  for  the  indul- 
geuoe  of  a  whim,  he  kept  one  hand  closed,  he  gave 
free  course  to  his  generous  nature  by  dbpcnsing  la- 
ihklj  from  the  other.  It  should  be  remembered,  too, 
that  as  kMig  as  money  shall  continue  to  be  one  of  the 
great  sources  of  power,  so  long  will  they  who  seek 
orer  their  fellow-men  attach  Taloe  to  it  as 
and  .the  more  lowly  they  are  inclined 
the  disinterestedness  of  the  human  heart, 
the  more  available  and  precious  will  they  consider 
Ibe  tfl*i««»"  that  give/such  power  oTer  it.  Hence, 
eeftainly,  it  is  not  among  those  who  have  thought 
I  highest  of  mtokind  that  the  disposition  to  avarice  has 
generally  diq>biyed  itself.'  In  Swift  the  love  of 
was  strong  and  avowed ;  and  to  Yohaire^  the 
propensity  was  also  frequently  imputed,— <Ai 
about  as  sufficient  grounds,  perhaps,  as  to  Lord 
Byroo. 

On  the  day  preceding  that  of  my  departure  from 
VcBioe,  my  noble  host,  on  arritidg  from  La  Mir»  to 
dianer,  told  me,  with  all  the  glee  of  a  schoolboy  who  had 
been  just  granted  a  hotiday,  that,  as  this  was  my  hut 
evening,  the  Contessa  had  given  him  leave  to  ^jnake 
an^htof  it,**  and  that  accordingly  he  would  not  only 
sceompaBj  me  to  the  opera,  but  that  we  should  sup 
together  at  some  caf^  (as  in  the  oM  times)  afterwards. 
Observing  a  volume  in  his  gondola,  with  a  number  of 
paper  marks  between  the  leaves,  I  enquired  of  him 
what  it  was?—**  Only  a  book/*  he  answered,  **  from 
vrhsdi  lam  trying  to  eribtjkn  I  do  wherever  I  can  ;* 
—and  that's  the  way  I  get  the  oharacter  of  an  ori- 
ginal  poet.**  On  taking  it  up  and  k>oking  into  it,  I 
exclaimed,   "Ah,   my   old   frieni  Agalhonl''t— 

*  TMs  wm  rSttiDd  tW^resder  of  Molbre's  avowaf  in 
■peaking  of  wit  i^**fi"mi  saon  Uso,  et  je  le  j^reodi  partout 
«a)eletroave.**         | 
,     f  The  H^oQT  of  Atfthon,  by  Wiel&nd.    ' 


^  What!*^  he  cried,  archly,  **you  have  been  before- 
hand wifh  me  there,  have  you?** 

Though  in  thus  imputing  to  himself  premeditated 
plagiarism,  he  was,  of  course,  but  jesting :  it  was,  I 
am  inclined  to  think,  his  prmctice,  when  engaged  in 
the  competition  of  any  work,  t^exdte  his  vem  by  the 
perusal  of  others  on  ihe  same  subjeet  or  phm,  from 
which  the  slightest  hint  caught  by  his  imagination,  as 
he  read,  was  sufficient  to  kindle  there  su<^  a  train  of 
thought  as,  but  for  that  spark,  had  nevor  been 
awakened,  and  of  which  he  himself  soon  forgot  the 
source,  in  the  present  bistanoe,  the  inspiration  he 
sought  was  of  no  very  elevating  nature, — (he  anti- 
spiritual  doctrines  of  the  Sophist  m  this  Romance* 
being  what  chiefly,  I  suspect,  attracted  his  attention 
to  its  pages,  as  not  unlikely  to  supply  him  with  fresh 
argument  and  sarcasm  for  those  depreciatiog  views 
of  human  nature  and  its  destiny,  which  he  was  now, 
vrith  an  tlie  wantonness  of  unbounded  genhis,  en- 
forcing in  Don  Juan. 

Of  this  work  he  was,  at  the  thne  of  my  visit  to 
him,  writing  the  Third  Onto,  and  before  dinner,  one 
day,  read  me  two  or  three  hundred  lines  of  it; — 
beginning  vrith  the  stanzas  **Oh  Wellington,  Ccc.** 
which  at  that  time  formed  the  opening  of  this  Third 
Canto,  but  were  afterwards  reserved  for  the  com- 
mencement of  the  Ninth.  My  opinion  of  the  Posm, 
both  as  regarded  its  talent  and  its  mischief,  he  had 
already  been  made  acquainted  with,  from  my  having 
been  one  of  those,— his  Committee,  as  he  called  us, 
— to  whom,  at  his  <^Wn  desire,  the  manuscript  of  th^ 
Two  First  Cantos  had  been  submitted,  and  who,  as 
the  reader  has  seen,  angered  him  not  a  little  by  de- 
precating the  publication  of  it.  In  a  letter  which  I, 
at  that  time,  wrote  to  him  on  the  subject,  after  prais- 
ing the  exquisite  beauty  of  the  scenes  between  Juan 
and  Haid^,  I  ventured  to  say,  **  Is  it  not  odd  that 
the  tame  licence  which,  in  yo^r  eariy  Satire,  you 
blamed  me  for  being  ^ilty  of  on  the  borders  of  my 
'  twentieth  year,  you  are  new  yourself  (with  infinitely  1 
greater  power,  and  therefore  infiniti^y  greater  mis-  '| 
chief)  indulging  2b  qfter  thirty ! "  ' 

Ttwogh  I  now  found  bun,  in  full  defiance  of  such  L 
remonstrances,  proceeding  vrith  this  work,  he  had 
yet,  as  his  own  letters  prove,  been  so  <far  influenced  ; 
by  the  general  outcry  against  his  Poem,  as  to  feel 
the  iKal  and  zes^  vrilh  Whieh  he  had  osnudenced  it 

r 
*  Between  Wleland,  tbe  antbor  of  this  Romance,  and 
Lord  Byron;  m^  be  observed  sobm  of  those  fenerfc  points 
of  reaettiblance  vrblob  it  is  w  Intereiting  to  trtto  ia  tb^ 
ctaaracten  of  men  of  feniu.  The  Oenban  poet,  R  is  laid, 
never  penued  any  work  tbat  made  a  «tronfr  impreMion  ^ 
npon  bin,  vrithoat  being  ftinalated  to  oonisieitce  one, 
bimaelf*  on  tbe  Mune  topic  and  plani  and  in  Lord  Byron 
tbe  fitaitatif  e  principle  was  almoat  equally  active,— tbesa' 
being  Cqw  of  bit  Poems  tbat  wif  ht  not,  in  the  same  man- 
ner, be  traced  to  the  strong  iitipalse  given  to  lUfimagina- 
4i«i  by  tbe  perusal  of  some  work  tbat  had  interestet  him.  ^ 
In  tbe  history,  too,  of  their  lives  and  feSUngs,  tl^re  was  a 
strange  and  painAU  coiAcidence.^tbe  rcvplotion  that  tdok 
ptsne  in  all  Wisland's  opinions,  ftom  tbe  Flatonism  and 
romance  of  bis  youtliAil  days,  to  Uie  material  and  Epi- 
curean doctrines  that  pervaded  all  his  maftirer  works, 
beiw  obieflyv  it  Is  supposed.  broagM  about  by  tbe  shoftk  his 
bean  hatrreceived  from  a  disappointment  of  its  affections 
ki  early  life.  Speaking  of  thelllasiou  of  this  first  passion, 
fa  one  of  his  letters,  be  says,—*  It  is  one  for  which  no  k>ys, 
no  honours,  no  gifts  of  fortune,  not  even  wisdom  itaelfcau 
afford  aa  eqnivalent,  and  wUcb,  wBen  U  has  onee  vanidied, 
rztuigis  no  more." 
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considerably  abated,— -so  miich  so,  as  to  reader,  ulti- 
mately,  in  his  own  opinioa,  the  Third  and  Fourth 
Cantos  much  inferior  in  spirit  to  the  Two  First  So 
sensitive,  indeed, — in  addition  to  his  usual  abundance 
of  this  quality,— did  h^,  at  length,  grow  on  the  sub- 
ject, that  when  Mr  W.  fiankes,  who  succeeded  me  as 
his  Yisitor,  happened  to  tell  him^^one  day,  that  hjp  had 
heard  a  Mr  Saunders  (or  some  Mich  name),  then  re- 
sident at  Venice,  declare  that,  in  his  opinion,  ''Don 
Juan  was  all  Orub-street,"  such  an  effect  had  this 
disparaging  speech  upon  his  miod  (though  coming 
from  a  person  who,  as  he  himself  would  hafe  it,  was 
**•  nothing  but  a  d—d  salt-fish  seller**),  that,  for  some 
time  after,  by  his  own  confession  to  Mr  Bankes,  he 
could  not  bring  himself  to  write  another  line  of  the 
Poem ;  and,  one  morning,  opening  a  drawer  where 
the  neglected  manuscript  Uy,  he  said  to  his  friend, 
''Look  her»-4his  is  all  Mr  Saunders's"* Onib- 
street"» 

To  return,  howeyer,  to  the  details  of  our  last  even- 
ing together  at  Venice.— After  a  dinner  with  Mr 
Scott  at  the  Pellegrino,  we  all  went,  rather  late,  to 
the  opera,  where  the  principal  part  in  the  Baocanali 
di  Roma  was  represented  by  a  female  singer,  whose 
chief  claim  to  reputation,  according  to  Lord  Byron, 
lay  in  her  having  stiUUoed  one  of  her  favourite 
lovers.  In  the  intervals  between  the  singing  he 
pointed  out  to  me  different  persons  among  the  au- 
dience, to  whom  celebrity  of  various  sorts,  but,  for 
tlie  nmst  part,  disreputable,  attached;  and  of  one 
lady  who  sat  near  us,  lie  related  %n  anecdote,  vrhich, 
whether  new  or  old,  may,  as  creditable  to  Venetian 
facetiousness,  l^  worth,  perhaps,  repeating.  TkU 
lady  had,  it  seems,  been  pronounced  by  Napoleon 
the  finest  woman  in  Venice ;  but  the  Venetians,  not 
quite  agreeing  with  this  opinion  of  tlie  great  man, 
contented  themselves  with  calling  her  **  La  Bella  per 
Vecrito,** — adding  (as  the  Decrees  always  begin 
with  the  word  **  Coniiderando*'K  ^  Ma  setusa  H  Con- 
siderando.'' 

k  From  the  opera,  in  pursuance  of  our  agreement  to 
**  make  a  nig^t  of  it,**  we  betook  ourselves  to  a  sort 
of  cObcirtt  m  the  Place  of  St  Mark,  and  there, 
vrithin  a  few  yards  of  thai>  Palaee  of  the  Doges,  sat 
drinking  hot  ^andy  punch,  and  laughing  over  old 
times,  tin  the  ckx!k  'of  St  Mark  struck  the  second 
hour  of  the  morning.  Lord  ByroA  then  took  me  in 
Jilt  gondola,  mnd,  the  moon  being  in  its  fi^lest  splen- 
dour, he  made  the  gondoliers  row  us  to  such  pomts 
of  view  as  might  enable  me  |o  see  Venice,  at  that 
ftour,  to  advantage.  Nothing  could  be  more  so- 
lemnly beautiful  than  the  whole  scene  around,  and  I 
had,  for  the  first  time,  the  Venice  of  my  dreams  be- 
fore me.  All  ti>o«e  meaner  details  which  so  offend - 
4he  ^e  by  day  wtre  now  softened  down  by  the  moon- 
light mta  a  sori  of  visionary  indistinctness ;  and  the 
^  effect  of  Chat  silent  city  of  palaces,  slewing,  as  it 
were,  upon  Ifce  waters,  in  the  bright  stillness  of  the 
night,  was  such  as  could  not  but  affect  dee|^  ei0n 
the  least  suieeptible  imagination.  My  companion 
saw  that  I  vras  moved  by  it,  and,  thougfi  fiuniliar 
with  the  scene  hims^f,  seamed  to  give  way.  for<the 
raomeat,  to  the  same  strain  of  feeling ;  ana,  as  we 
exchanged  a  few  remarks  suggested' by  that  vrrAlr 
of  human  glory  befoie  us,  his  voice,  habitually  so 
cheerful,  sunk  into  a  tone  of  mournful  swcetnen, 


such  as  I  bad  rarely  before  heard  from  him  and  thalt 
not  easily  forget  This  mood,  however,  was  but  of 
the  mdment;  some  quick  turn  of  ridicule  soon  carried 
him  off  into  a  totidly  different  vein,  and  at  about 
three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  at  the  door  of  his  own 
palazxo,  we  parted,  Uughing  ai  we  had  met;— so 
agreement  having  been  fint  made  that  I  should  take 
an  early  dinner  with  him  next  day,  at  his  viDs,  oo 
my  road  to  Ferrara. 

Having  empbyed  the  morning  of  the  foOowisg  4a; 
in  completing  my  round  of  sights  at  Venice,^tskii« 
care  to  visit  specially  ^that  picture  by  Gwrgione," 
to  which  the  poet's  exclamation,  **  such  a  vromas  !"* 
win  long  continue  to  attract  all  votaries  of  beauty.— 
I  took  my  departure  from  Venice,  and,  at  about 
three  o'clock,  arrived  at  La  Mira.  I  found  my  noble 
host  waiting  to  receive  me,  and,  in  passing  with  bia 
through  the  hall,  saw  his  little  AUegra,  who,  viib 
her  nursery  maid,  waa*atanding  there  as  if  just  re- 
turned Worn  a  walk.  To  the  perverse  fancy  be  bid 
for  fabffying  his  own  oharayer,  and  ||eo  inipatiaf 
to  hiiyself  ^ts  the  most  aIi%to  his  Kure,  I  bare 
alrea4y  frequently  adverted,  $nd  had,  on  this  occa- 
sion^ a^striking  mstance  of  it-  After  I  had^  spoken  a 
little,  ia|)assing,  to  the  ch^aod  made  some  reoaik 
on  its  bei^v,  he  said  l|i^r  ^  Have  you  any  aotioo 
—but  I  suPpwyirfSve— of  what  they  eafl  the  pa- 
rental feeUng?  For  myself,  I  have  not  the  kssL" 
And  yet,  when  that  chiki  died,  in  a  year^  tva  after- 
wards, he  who  now  uttered  this  artificial  speech  wai 
so  overwhehned  by  the  event,  that  those  who  were 
about  him  at  the  time  actnaUy  trembled  for  hit 
reason! 

A  short  time  before  dinner  he  left  the  room,  sad  in 
a  mmute  or  two  returned,  carrying  in  his  band  a 
white  leather  bag.  *?Look  here,"  he  said,  hokfiK  '^ 
up,— ^  this  would  be  worth  something  to  Munaj, 
though  pou,  I  dare  say,  irouki  not  give  sixpence  for 
if*  "What  is  it?"  I  asked.— "My  Life  sad  Ad- 
ventures," he  answered.  On  hearing  this,  I  raiaed 
my  hAnds  ia  a  gesture  of  wonder.  "It  it  sot  • 
thing,"  he  continued,  ^  that  can  be  publisfaed  diirio{ 
my  lifetime,  but  you  may  have  it,  if  you  Kke— tbere, 
do  whatever  you  please  with  it"  In  taking  the  ba{, 
and  thankmg  him  most vrarmly,  I  added,  "Hdiwil 
make  a  nioe  legacy  for  my  tittle  Tom,  vrho  shan  aiio- 
nish  the  fetter  days  of  the  nineteenth  century  witb  it" 
He  then  added,  "  Vou  may  show  it  to  oy  of  o^ 
friends  you  think  worthy  of  it :  "—and  this  il,  sesriy 
word  for  word,  the  whole  of  what  passed  between  ui 
on  the  subject  ,      , 

At  dinner  we  were  favoured  with  the  presenceo^ 
Madame  Guiodoli,  who  was  so  obliging  as  to  foravn 
me,  at  Lord  Byron's  suggestion,  with  a  lettar  of  a>- 
troduction  to  her  brother.  Count  panba,  wfaov  * 
vras  probable,  they  both  thought  I  sbonkl  «ee(  ^i 
Rome.  This  letter  I  never  had  an  opportuaiVj 
presenting ;  and  as  it  was  left  open  for  me  to  itsd. 
and  was,  the' greater  pai»  of  it  I  haVe  ^^^^ 
dictated  by  my  noble  fnend,  I  may  venture,  wiibo« 
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■qvopriety,  to  ghre  an  exinet  from  it  liere;-pre- 
mimag  that  the  allunoa  to  tha  ^^Otftle,  &c.''  refers  to 
wame  tales  respecting  the  cruelty  of  Lord  Byron  to  his 
wife  which  the  yoong  Count  bod  heard^  and,  at  this 
tiaie,  impUoitly  beUeved.  After  a  few  sentences  of 
compliment  to  the  bearer,  the  letter  proceeds—^  He 
is  on  his  way  to  see  the  wonders  of  Rome,  and  there 
is  DO  one,  I  am  sure,  more  qualiied  to  enjoy  them.  I 
sbaB  be  gratifed  and  obliged  by  your  acting,  as  far  as 
JOB  can,  ttshis  guide.  He  is  a  friend  of  Lord  Byron's, 
and  mnch  more  accurately  acquainted  with  his  history 
than  those  who  bare  related  it  to  you.  He  will  ac- 
eordiaglly  describe  to  you,  if  you  ask  him,  tAe  shape, 
ike  diatensicm,  and  whatever  else  you  may  please 
to  require,  <M  thai  Cattle,  m  which  he  keeps  im- 
prieamed  ayoung  andmnoeentwtfe,^.kAi.  My 
dear  PieCro,  whenever  you  feel  inclined  to  Uogh,  do. 
Bead  two  fines  of  answer  to  your  sister,  who  loves  and ' 
ever  will  love  you  with  the  p>eatflst  tenderness.— Te- 
nsaGuicdoU.''^ 

After  exprosing  his  rep^t  that  I  had  not  been  able 
lo  proloog  my  stay  at  Venice,  my  noble  friend  said, 
*^  At  least,  I  think,  you  might  spare  a  day  or  two  to 
go  with  mo  to  Arqui.  I  should  like,"  he  continued 
thooghtfuOy,  ''to  visit  that  tomb  with  you:**— then, 
bnakmg  off  into  his  usual  gay  tone,  ''a  pair  of  poe- 
tical pflgrima— eh,  Tom,  what  say  youfv-That  I 
should  hare  declined  this  ofler  and  thus  lost  the  op- 
J  poituultj  of  an  excursion,  which  would  have  been 
fcmembered,  as  a  bright  dream,  through  all  my  after 
Be,  is  a  circumstance  I  never  can  think  of  without 
wsodcr  and  self-reproach.  But  the  main  design  on 
which  I  had  then  set  my  mmd  of  reaching  Rome  and, 
if  possible,  Naples,  within  the  limited  period  which 
dfcuawitanres  aUowed,  rendered  roe  far  less  alive 
than  I  ought  to  have  been  to  the  preciousness  of  the 
eifmode  thus  offered  to  me. 

i  When  it  was  time  for  me  to  depart,  he  ^pressed 
I  hb  intention  to  accompany  me  a  few  miles,  and,  or- 
!  dering  his  horses  to  folbw,  proceeded  with  me  in  the 
I  carriage  as  far  as  StrA,  where  for  the  last  time^how 
little  thinkmg  it  was  to  be  the  last!— I  bade  my  kind 
and  admirable  friend  fiurewell. 


LETTER  CCCXLI. 

TO  lift  HOPPNBR. 

«  October  »d,  1819. 
I  am  glad  to  hear  of  your  return,  bat  I  do  not 
how  ta  congratulate  you — unless  you  think  dif- 
foently  of  Venice  from  what  I  think  now,  and  you 
thonght  always.  I  am,  besides,  about  to  renew  your 
troobles  by  requesting  you  to  be  judge  between 
Mr  E  ^  *  *  and  myself  in  a  small  matter  of  imputed 
peculation  and  irregubr  accounts  on  the  part  of  that 

*  «  Egli  viene  per  vedere  le  meravlKlie  di  qvefta  Citti^. 
•  sooo  certa  cbe  neasano  meg^io  di  lai  nprebbe  goatarle. 
B  weak  gcmto  che  tI  (kcoiate  sua  f  oida  come  potrete,  e  vol 
poi  lad  ne  arrete  ebbliirf  o.  Ef  li  h  amico  di  Xord  Byron— 
•a  la  soa  atoria  assai  pitk  preclaamente  d!  qdelll  che  a  vol 
la  raccooCaroDO.  Egli  donqne  vi  racconterft  m  lo  interro- 
gberete  te  /oraia,  U  tlimttulomS,  e  tottoci6  cbe  ri  piacei^ 
del  CatUHo  uot  tiene  Iwtpriffionala  una  giovtme  imiocente 
spasa,  &c.  fte.  BHo  caro  Pietro,  quaudo  U  sel  bene  afogato 
a  ridera.  allora  rispaodi  dae  righo  aHa  toa  ■orella,  cbe  t* 
aam  e  V  nnttk  senprecoUa  maggiore  tenrrezxa.* 


phoenix  of  secretaries.  As  I  knew  that  you  had  not 
parted  friends,  at  the  same  time  that  /  refused  for 
my  own  part  any  judgment  but  fours,  I  offered  him 
his  choice  of  any  person,  the  lecut  scoundrel  native 
to  be  found  in  Venice,  as  his  own  umpire;  but  he 
expressed  himself  so'eonvmocd  of  your  impartiaHty, 
that  he  declined  any  but  you.  This  is  jn  his  favour. 
--The  paper  wiihi4will  explaih  to  you  the  default  in 
his  accounts.  You  will  hear  his  expUnation,  and 
decide  if  it  so  please  you.  I  shall  not  appeal  from 
the  decision. 

"As  he  complained  that  his  sakry  was  insufficient, 
I  determined  to  have  his  accounts  examined,  and  the 
enck>sed  was  the  result.— It  is  all  in  black  and  white 
vrith  documents,  and  I  have  despatched  Bletcher  to 
explain  (or  rather  to  perplex)  the  matter. 

*^I  l^ve  had  much  civility  and  kindness  from 
Blr  Dorville  during  your  journey,  and  I  thank  him 
accorduigly. 

**  Your  letter  reai?hed  me  at  your  departure  *  and 
displeased  me  very  much :— not  that  it  might  not  be 
true  in  its  statement  and  kind  in  its  intention,  but  you 
have  lived  kmg  enough  to  know  how  useless  all  such 
representations  ever  are  and  must  be  m  cases  where 
the  passions  are  concerned.  To  reason  with  men  m 
such  a  situation  is  like  reasoning  with  a  drunkard  in 
his  cups — the  only  answer  you  vriU  get  from  him  is 
tluit  he  is  sober,  and  you  are  drunk.  ^ 

**  Upon  that  subject  we  vrill  (if  you  like)  be  silent. 
You  might  only  say  whtft  would  distress  me  without 
answering  any*purpoee  whatever;  and  I  have < too 
many  obligation  to  you  to  answer  you  in  the  same 
sfyle.  So  that  you  should  recollect  that  yuu  have 
alM  that  advantage  over  me.  I  hope  to  see  you 
soon. 

**  I  suppose  you  know  that  they  said  at  Venice, 
that  I  was  arrested  at  Bologna  as  a  Carbonaro—a. 
story  about  as  true  as  their  usual  conversation. 
Moore  has  been  heie — I  lodged  him  in  my  house  at 
Venice,  and  went  to  see  him  daily ;  but  I  couki  not 
at  that  time  quit  La  Mira  entirely.  You  and  I  were 
not  very  far  from  meeting  in  Switxerlaad.  With  my 
best  respects  to  Blrs  Hoppner,  believe  me  ever  and 
truly,  &c 

**  P.S.  Allegra  is  here  in  good  health  and  ipiritt— I 
shaU  keep  her  with  me  till  I  go  to  Engbtnd,  which 
will  perhaps  be  in  the  spring.  It  hast  just  occurred 
to  me  that  you  may  not  perhaps  like  to  undertake  the 
office  of  judge  between  Mr  E.  and  your  humble  ser* 
vant. — Of  course,  as  Mr  Listen  (the  comedian,  not 
the  ambassador)  says,  *  it  is  ail  hoptional*  but  I 
have  no  other  resource.  I  do  not  wish  to  find  him  a 
rascal,  if  it  can  be  avoided,  and  would  rather  think 
him  guilty  of  carelessness  than  cheating.  The  ease 
is  this— can  I,  or  not,  give  him  a  character  ibr  ho- 


*  Mr  Hoppner,  befon  bis  departure  Arom  Venice  for 
Switzerland,  bad,  witb  all  tbe  seal  of  a  trSi  Aiend,  written 
a  letter  to  Lord  Byron,  entreating  bim  "to  leave  Ravenna, 
wbile  jet  be  bad  a  wbole  aklB.  and  urging  bim  not  to  risk 
tbe  Mletf  of  a  pcnon  be  appeared  so  sincerely  attacbed  to 
—as  well  as  bis  own— for  tbe  gratification  of  a  momentary 
passion,  wbich  could  only  be  a  source  of  regret  to  both  par- 
ties.* In  the  same  letter  Mr  Hoppner  informed  bim  of  some 
reports  be  bad  beard  lately  at  Venice,  wbicb.  tbongb  pos- 
sibly, be  said,  unfounded,  bad  much  increased  bis  anxiety 
respecting  the  consequences  of  the  connexion  ftmned  by 
bim. 
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n«ff^7— It  18  not  my  iateotion  to 
senrice." 


oonliaue him  inimr 


LETTER  CCCXLU. 


TO  MB  UOPPNBR. 


*  October  S&lh.  1819. 

**  You  need  not  hare  made  any  excu«e«  about  the 
letter ;  I  uever  said  but  that  you  might,  could,  should, 
or  would  have  reason.  I  merely  described  my  own 
state  of  inaptitude  to  listen  to  it  at  that  time,  and  in 
those  circumstancet.  Besides,  you  (fid  not  speak 
from  your^oMWi  authority— but  from  what  you  said 
ytHi  had  heard.  Now  my  blood  boils  to  hear  an  Ita- 
lian speaking  ill  of  another  Italian,  because  though 
they  Ke  in  particular,  they  speak  truth  in  geteral  by 
spttking  ill  at  all— and  althdngh  they  know  that  they 
are  trying  and  wishmg  to  lie,  they  do  not  succeed, 
metely  because  they  can  say  nothing  so  bad  of  each 
other,  that  it  may  not,  and  must  not  be  true,  from 
the  atrocity  of  their  bng  debased  national  charader."* 

**  With  regard  to  E.  you  will  peroeiTO  a  most  irfe- 
gular^extraTagantaooount,  without  proper  documents 
to  support  it.  He  demanded  an  mcrease  of  salary, 
which  made  me  suspect  him ;  ha  supported  an  out- 
rageous extraTaganoe  of  expenditure,  and  did  ftot 
like  the  dismissiAn  of  the  cook ;  he  nerer  compkiined 
of  him — as  in  duty  bound — at  the  time  of  his  rob- 
berj^,  I  can  only  sajs  that  the  housa  expense  is  now 
under  one  Aa(/*of  what  it  then  was,  as  he  himself  ad- 
mits. He  charged  for  a  comb  eighieen  francs, — the 
real  price  was  mght.  He  charged  a  passage  from 
Pusinafora  person  named  lambelli,  who  paid  it  Aer- 
M^,  as  she  will  prove,  if  necessary.  He  fiiocies,  or 
asserts  himself,  the  victim  of  a  domestic  complot 
against  him; — accounts  are  accounts — ^prices  are 
prices ;— let  him  make  out  a  Gur  detail.  Jam  aoC  pre- 
judiced against  hun— on  the  contrary,  i  supported 
him  agaii6t  the  complaints  of  hi*  wife,  and  of  his  for- 
mer master,  at  a  time  when  I  oould  have  oroshed  him 
like  an  earwig,  and  if  he  isa  scoundrel,  he  is  the  great* 
est  of  scondrds,  an  ungrateful  one.  The  truth  is, 
probably,  that  he  thought  I  was  leaving  Venice,  and 
determined  to  make  the  most  of  it.  At  present  he 
keeps  bringing  in  account  after  account,  though  he 
had  always  money  in  hand— as  I  believe'  you  know 
my  system  was  never  to  aOow  longer  than  a  week's 
bflb  to  run.  Pray  read  him  this  letter— I  desire  no- 
thing to  be  concealed  against  which  he  may  defend 


**  Pray  how  is  your  little  boy  ?  and  how  are  you  ?— 
I  shall  be  up  in  Venice  very  soon,  and  we  will  be  bi- 

*  «  This  lancnsffe*  (myt  Mr  Hoppnrr,  in  some  remarka 
apon  the  above  letter)  « is  i treng,  bat  it  was  tl^  langiuiKe 
ofprejodice :  and  he  was  rather  apt  thus  to  expreM  the 
fMlioKSof  the  liDment,  witlioat  troubling  himself  tft  con- 
sider how  soon  he  might  lie  Indiiced  (o  change  them*  He 
was  at  this  tlsae  so  sensitiTe  on  the  subject  of  Bladame  *  *, 
that,  merely  becaase  some  persons  had  disapproved  of  her 
conduct,  he  declaimed  in  the  abore  manner  against  the 
whole  nation.  I  ncTer*  (continues  Mr  Hoppner)  *  was 
partial  to  Venice ;  but  disliked  it  almost  from  the  first 
DKmth  of  my  residence  there .  Vet  I«xperienced  more  Idnd- 
neas  in  that  place  than  I  ever  met  with  in  any  eaoatry,  and 
witaeased  acts  of  geaero«*ty  and  disinterrsteduess  snch  as 
rarely  are  met  with  elsewhere.* 


lious  together.    I  bale  the  place  and  all  that  it  io- 
beriti. 

**Yoiin,aic»     ! 


LETTER  CCCXUIL 

TO  MS  HOPPMEB.  i 

«  October  9l(h,]8Ni 

«  *  *  4>  *  I 

^I  have  to  thank  you  for  your  letter,  and  yoor 
compliment  to  Don  Juan.  I  said  nothing  to  joa 
about  it,  understanding  that  it  is  a  sore  subject  with 
the  moral  reader,  and  has  been  the  oAise  of  a  |rett 
row ;  but  I  am  glad  you  like  it.  I  will  say  notfaiog 
about  the  shipwreck,  except  that  I  hope  you  thiak ; 
it  is  as  nautical  and  tochUcal  as  vem  could  ufast  | 
^in  the  octave  measure.  | 

**  The  poem  has  not  goldweU,  so  Murray  ssyt- ; 
*but  the  best  judges,  &c.,  say.  Set.'  so*  says  lhat| 
worthy  roan.  I  have  n^er  seen  it  in  print  Tbe  | 
Third  Canto  is  in  advance  about  one  hundred  staoai;  | 
but  the  faikireof  thetwo  first  baa  weakened  mjtstn, ' 
and  it  will  neither  be  so  good  as  the  two  former,  nor ; 
completed,  unless  I  get  a  little  more  riacaldatoinit»\ 
behalf.  I  understand  the  outcry  was  heyouA  ererj  | 
thing.— I^Uy  cant  for  people  who  read  Tom  Joaei, . 
and  Roderick  Random,  and  the  Bath  Ouide,  sad  I 
Ariosto,  and  Dryden,  aad  Pope — to  say  nothkigof , 
Little's  Poems.  Of  course  I  refer  to  the  wufralitf  of ; 
these  works,  and  not  to  any  pretension  of  mise  to 
compete  with  them  in  any  thing  but  decency.  I  hope 
yours  is  the  Paris  edition,  and  that  you  <fid  not  pay  i 
the  London  price.  I  have  seen  neither  except  is  tbe 
newspapers.  | 

^Pray make  my  respects  to  Mrs  R,  and  takecare . 
of  your  little  boy.  All  my  household  have  the  ferer , 
andagutf;  except  Fletcher,  AUegra,  and  mpm{u' 
we  used  to  say  in  Nottinghamshire),  and  the  borsei, 
and  Mutz,  and  Moretto.  lor  the  beginniog  of  No- 1 
vember,  perhaps  sooner,  I  expect  to  have  tbe  pleasuic , 
uf  seemg  you.  To-day  I  got  drenched  by  a  thunder 
storm,  and  my  horse  and  groom  too,  and  his  boneiO  i 
bemired  up  to  the^middle  in  a  cross-road.  It  W . 
summer  at  noon,  and  at  five  we  were  be-wktered ;  ] 
but  t|^  lightning  was  sent  perhaps  to  let  us  know  tfast  1 
the  summer  was  not  yet  ov«;  It  is  queer  westker 
for  the  27th  October. 

«Vours,&c" 

,      LETTER  OCCXUV.  ' 


•Venice,  October 9th.^iai&  I 
**  Yours  of  the  15th  came  yesterday.  lamtony 
that  you  do  not  mentidh  a  large  letter  addressed  lo 
your  care  for  Lady  Byron,  from  me,  at  Bdogna,  two  | 
months  ago.  Pray  tell  me,  was  this  letlcrreceifed 
and  forwarded  ?  | 

**  You  say  nothing  of  tbe  vice-coo^ikte  fcr  tie  | 
Ravenna  patrician,  from  which  itis  to  be  inferred  ihit 
tbe  thing  vrfll  not  be  done 

^  I  had  written  about  a  hundred  stamns  of aTAifi 
Canto  to  Don  Juan,  but  the  reception  of  the  twoto* 
is  no  encouragement  to  yoii  nor  me  to  proceed. 
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■*  1  had  also  written  aboul  600  lines  of  a  poem,  the  ' 
Vinoo  (or  Prophecj)  of  Dante,  the  subject  a  riew  of  | 
Italy  m  the  ages  down  to  the  present — supposing  | 
Diote  to  speak  &  his  own  person,  previous  toliis 
detth,  and  embracing  all  topics  in  the  way  of  prophecy, 
fte  Lyosphron's  Cassandra;  but  this  and  the  other 
are  both  at  a  sland-still  for  the  present.  » 

I  gave  Moore,  who  is  gone  to  Rome,  my  Life  in 
MS.,  in  78  folio  sheets,  brought  down  (O  1816.  But 
tin  1  pot  into  his  hands  for^is  care,  as  he  has  some 
other  BISS.  of  mine-Hi  Journal  kept  in  1814,  kc. 
Neidicrare  for  pubHcation  during  my  life,  but  when 
I  am  eold,  you  May  do  what  you  please.  In  the  mean 
tisie,  if  you  lihe  to  read  them  you  may,  and  show  (hem 
toaqj  body  you  like— I  care  not. 

^  The  Life  is  Memorcmda,  and  not  C&i\ffiS9iom. 
IhsTeleft  out  all  my  ^e«  (except  in  a  general  way), 
ui  fflasy  other  of  the  most  important  things  (because 
I  Bust  not  compromise  other  people),  so  that  it  is  like 
(he  play  of  Hamlet—'  the  part  (m  Uandet  omitted  by 
partieaiar  desire.'  But  you  will  find  many  opinions, 
•ni  aome  fnn,  with  a  detailed  account  of  my  marriage 
aad  lis  consequences,  as  true  as  a  party  concerned 
can  msie  such  account,  for  I  suppose  we  are  all 


**  I  hsTe  never  read  over  this  LiCe  since  it  viras 
;  written,  so  that  I  know  not  exactly  whatit  may  repeat 

or  contain.    Moore  and  I  passed  some  merry  days 

together.    **•,♦♦• 
I   ''I probably  must  return  for  business,  or  in  my 
I  vaj  to  America.    Pray,  did  you  get  a  letter  for  Hob- 

^ooae,  who  wilt  have  told  you  the  contents?  I  un- 
j  (ientaind  that  the  Venezuelan  commissioners  had 
1 01^  to  treat  with  emigrants :  now  I  want  to  go  there. 
1  lihoald  not  make  a  bad  South* American  planter,  and 

Idumld  take  my  natural  daughter,  Allegra«  with  me, 

i«l  settle.  I  wrote,  at  length,  to  Hothouse,  to  get  in- 
I  fnnviioo  from  Perry,  who,  I  suppose,  ia*the  best 
I  ^wgfapher  and  trumpeter  of  the  new  republicans. 

Pttymrite. 

I  **  Yours  ever. 

I  "  P.S.  Moore  and  I  did  nothing  but  laugh.  He 
'  win  tefl  jon  of '  my  whereabouts,'  and  all  my  prooeed- 

ingi  at  this  present ;  they  are  as  usual.  You  should 
i  Mt  let  those  fellows  publish  falsr  *  Don  Juans  ;*  but 

^■ot  putfliy  Mffiite,  because  I  mean  to  cut  R— ts 

BpBkeagoord  in  the  (f eface,  if  I  continue  the  poem.^ 

LETTER   CCCXLV. 

TO  lUt  HOPPNBR. 
•  ''  * 

"October 29th,  I8I9. 
**  Hie  Feirara  story  is  of  a  piece  vrith  all  the  rest 
of  tte  Venedaa  manufacture, — ^you  may  judge :  I  only 
chuged  horses  there  since  I  wrote  to  you,  after  my 
Tiitt  in  June  last  *  Comtfent*  and  *  carry  qff* 
^Qothal  aad'ytr/.'  1  should  Kke  to  know  aoAo  has 
^  carried  oflf,  except  poor  dear  me.  I  have  t)een 
Aore  rtvislied  myself  than  any  body  since  the  Trojan 
«ir ;  hot  as  to  the  arrest,  and  its  causes,  one  is  a* 
l'^  a*  the  other,  and  1  can  account  for  the  invention 
of  neither.  I  suppose  it  is  some  confusion  of  the  tale 
o(theP««andofMe.  Guiccioli^  and  half  a  dozen 
hore;  but  it  is  tiseless  to  unravel  the  web,  when  one 
has  only  (0  brush  it  away.    I  shall  setde  with  Mas- 


ter E.,  who  looks  very  blue  at  your  m-decition,  and 
swears  that  he  is  the  best  arithmetician  in  Europe ; 
and  80 1  think  also,  for  he  makes  out  two  and  two  to 
be  five. 

^  You  may  see  me  next  week.  I  have  a  horse  or 
two  more  (five  in  all),  and  I  shall  repossess  myself  of 
Lido,  and  I  vrill  rise  earlier,  and  we  vrill  go  and  shake 
our  livers  over  the  l^each,  as  heretofore,  if  you  like 
— and  we  will  make  the  Adriatic  roar  again  with  our 
hatred  of  that  now  empty  oyster-shell,,  without  its 
peari,  the  city  of  Venice. 

^  Murray  sent  me  a  letter  yesterday :  the  impostors 
have  publish^  two  new  Third  Cantos  of  I^ofi  Juan : 
— the  devil  take  the  impudence  of  some  blackguard 
bookseller  or  other  ther^or.'  Perhaps  I  did  not 
make  myself  understood ;  he  told  me  the  sale  had 
been  great,  1200  out  of  1600  quarto,  I  believe,  (which 
is  nothing  after  selb'ng  13,000  of  the  Corsair  in  one 
day) ;  but  that  the  '  best  judges^  &c.'  had  said  it 
was  very  fine,  and  clever,  and  particularly  good 
English^  and  poetry,  and  all  those  oonsolatoiy  things, 
which  are  not,  however,  worth  a  smgle  copy  to  a 
bookseller :  and  as  to  the  author,  of  course  I  am  iu' 
a  d — ned,  passion  at  the  bad  taste  of  the  time^  and 
swear  there  is  nothing  like  posterity,  who,  of  course, 
must  know  more  of  the  nnatter  than  their  grandfiithers. 
There  has  been  an  eleventh  commandment  to  the 
women  not  to  read  it,  and  what  is  stiD  more  extraor- 
Ifinaij,  they  seem  not  to  have  broken  it  But  that 
can  be  of  little  import  to  them,  poor  things,  for  the 
reading  or  non-ceading  a  book  will  never  *  *  *  \ 

**  Count  O.  oomes  to  Venice  next  week,  and  I  am 
requested  to  consign  his  wife  to  him,  which  shall  be 
done.  *  *  *.  What  you  say  of  the  kmg  evenings  at 
the  Mira,  or  Venice,  reminds  me  of  what  Curtan  said 
to  Moore :— *  So  I  hear  you  have  married  a  pretty 
woman,  and  a  veiy  good  creature,  too — an  excellent 
creature:  Pray — um  l—how  do  you  pass  your 
evemngef  It  is  a  devil  of  a  question  that,  and 
perhaps  as  eaaj  to  answer  with  a  wife  as  with  a 


**If  yott  go  to  Milan,  pray  leave  at  least  a  Vice- 
CoHBul^ihe  only  vice  that  will  ever  be  wanting  in 
Venice.  D'Orville  is  a  good  feUow.  Bur  you  shall 
go  to  England  in  tha  spring  vrith  me,  and  pbut  Mrs. 
Hoppneriit  Berne  with  her  relations  for  a  few  months. 
I  wish  you  had  been  here  (at  Venice,  1  mean,  not  the 
Mira)  when  Moore  was  here— we  were  very  merry 
and  tipsy.  He  haM\emce,  by  the  way,  and  swore 
it  ^as  a  sad  place,  f 

^So  Madame  Albrizzi's  death  is  in  danger- 
poor  woman  !♦*♦**♦♦ 

*  ^  -^  Moore  toM  me  that  at  Geneva  they 
had  made  a  devil  of  a  story  of  the  Fomaretta  :— 

*  Young  kuly  seduced ;— «ttbsequeut  abandonment ! 
— leap  into  the  Grand  Canal !'— and  her  being  in  the 

*  hospital  of  fasts  in  consequence!*  I  should  like  to 
know  who  was  nearest  being  madi|  */otf*'  &od  be 
d — d  to  them  I  Don't  you  think  me  in  the  interesting 
character  of  a  very  ill-ined  gentleman  ?  I  hope  your 
little  boy  is  well.  Allegrina  is  itourishing  like  a 
pomegranate  blossom. 

«*  Yours,  fee." 

t  I  beg  to«By  that  this  report  ofny  oplvAxm  of  Venice  is 
coloured  fome>«]i«t  too  deeply  by  the  feelings  of  the  re 
porter. 
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LETTER  OOCXLVL 

(TO  m  MURRJkT. 

*'  Venice,  Notember  8th,  I8I9. 
''Mr.  Hoppner  haa^leiit  me  a  copy  of  *  Doq  Juan,* 
Paris  edition,  which  he  tells  me  is  read  in  Switzerland 
by  clergymen  and  ladies  with  considerable  appro- 
bation. In  4be  Second  Cknto,  you  must  alter  the 
49th  stauzato 


*T  WM  twilight,  and  the  snnlm  day  went  down 

Orer  the  waste  of  waten,  like  a  veil 
Which  if  withdrawn  would  bat  diKloae  tho  f.own 

Of  one  whose  liate  ia  maslc'd  bat  to  assail ; 
Thus  to  tlieir  hopeless  eyes  the  night  was  shown. 

And  grimly  darkled  o'er  their  ftices  pale 
And  the  dim  desolate  deep ;  twelve  days  had  Fear 
Been  their  Auniliar,  and  now  Death  was  here. 

**!  hare  been  91  these  eight  days  with  a  tertian 
ferer,  caught  in  the  cQuntry  on  horseback  in  a 
thunder-storm.  Yesterday  I  had  the  fourtii  attack  : 
the  two  last  were  rery  smcut^  the  first  day  as  well  as 
the  last  bdng  preceded  by  Tomiting.  It  ia  the  ferer 
of  the  place  and  the  season.  I  fee]  weakened,  but 
not  unwell,  in  the  i^lervals,  except  headache  and 
lassitude. 

**  Coimt  Guicdoli  has  airired  in  V^ce,  and  has 
presented  his  spouse  (who  had  preened  hin  two 
months  for  her  health  and  the  prescriptions  of  Dr 
Aglietti)  with  a  paper  of  conditions,  regulations  of 
hours  and  conduct,  and  morab,  &c.  &c.  &c.,  which 
he  insists  on  her  accepting,  and  she  pendsts  in  refus- 
ing. I  am  expressly,  it  shouM  seem,  excluded  by 
this  treaty,  as  an  indispensable  preliminary;  so  that 
they  are  in  high  dissension,  and  what  the  result  may 
be,  I  know  not,  particulairl[y  as  they  are  consulting 
friends. 

*<  To-night,  as  Countess  Ouiccioli  obserred  me 
poring  oter  'Don  Juau,'  she  stumbled  by  mere 
chance  on  the  137th  stanza  of  the  Ffct  Canto,  and 
asked  me  what  it  meant  I  told  her,  *  Nothing,— but 
*your  husband  is  coming."  As  I* said  this'in  Italian 
with  som6  emphasis,  she  started  up  in  a  fright,  and 
said,  *  OK^  my  God,  is  he  coming?'  thin)^g  it  was 
Mer  own,  who  either  was  or  ought  to  have  been  at 
the  theatre.  You  may  suppose  we  laughed  when  she 
found  out  the  mistake.  You  will  be  amused,  as  I 
was ; — it  happened  not  three  hours  ago.     ' 

**  I  wrote  to  you  last  week,  but  have  added  notlSing 
to  the  Third  Canto  suice  my  fever,  m>r  to  '  The  Pro- 
phecy of  Dante.'  Of  the  former  tiiere  are  about  100 
octaTet  done;  of  the  latter  about  500  lines—perhaps 
more.  Moore  saw  the  third  Juan,  as  far  as  it  then 
went.  I  do  not  know  if  my  fever  will  let  me  go  on 
with  either,  and  the  terliaji  lasts,  they  say,  a  good 
while,  f  had  it  in  Malta  on  my  way  home,  and  the 
malaria  fever  in  Greece  the  year  before  that.  The 
Venetian  is  not  very  fierce,  but  I  was  delirious  one  of 
tho  nights  with  it,  for  an  hour  or  two,  and,  on  my 
senses  coming  back,  found  Fletcher  sobbing  on  one 
side  of  the  bed,  and  La  Contessa  Ouiccioli  *  weeping 


*  The  following  evrioos  particnlars  of  his  deliriam  are 
given  by  Madame  OniccioU :— *  At  the  beginning  of  winter 
Ceoot  Gviccioli  came  from  Ravenna  to  f(Qtch  me.  When 
he  arrired.  Lord  Byron  was  ill  of  a  fever,  occasioned  by  his 


on  the  other;  so  that  I  had  no  want  of  attendance. 
I  have  not  yet  taken  any  physician,  because,  though 
I  think  they  may  relieve  in  chronic  disorders,  itich  as 
goiii  and  the  Uke,  Sec.  &c.  &c.  (though  they  can't 
cure  them)-^ust  as  surgeons  are  necessary  to  set 
bones  and  tend  woimds — yet  I  think  fevers  quite  out 
t>f  their  reach,  and  remediable  only  by  diet  and  natire. 

^I  don't  UJ^e  the  taste  of  bark,  but  I  suppose  that 
I  must  take  it  soon. 

^  Tell  Rose  that  somebody  at  Milan  (an  Austriao, 
Mr  Hoppner  says)  is  answering  his  book.  Williaii 
Bankes  is  in  quarantine  at  Trieste.  I  have  not  laldy 
beard  from  you.  Excuse  this  paper :  it  is  long  paper 
shortened  for  the  occasion.  What  folly  is  this  of 
CarlisleV  trial?  why  Jet  him  have  the  honours  of  a 
martyr?  it  will  only  advertise  the  books  m  question. 
"Yours,  &c 

"P.S.  As  I  ten  you  that  the  Goiccioli  busiaeii '» 
on  the  eve  of  exploding  in  one  way  or  the  other,  I 
will  just  add  that,  without  attempting  to  influencelbc 
decision  of  the  Contessa,  a  good  deal  depends  npoa 
it.  If  she  and  her  husband  make  it  up,  you  will 
perhaps  see  me  in  England  sooner  than  you  expect 
If  not,  I  shall  retire  with  her  to  Finance  or  America, 
change  my  name,  and  lead  a  quiet  provincial  life.  Afl 
this  may  seem  odd,  but  I  have  got  the  poor  girl  iotoi 
scrape ;  and  as  neither  her  birth,  nor  her  rank,  nor  her 
connexions  by  birth  or  marriage  are  inferior  to  mj 
own,  I  am  in  honour  bound  to  support  her  tbrougiL 
Besides,  she  is  a  very  pret^  woman—ask  Moore— 
and  not  yet  one  and  twenty. 

^  If  she  gets  over  this  and  I  get  over  my  tertiaii,  I 
will  perhaps  look  in  at  Albemarle-street,  some  of 
these  days,  en  passaj^  to  Bolivar.'* 


LETTER  COCXLVII. 

TO  MB  BA!fKB8. 

•Venice,  November SXh.  1819.  i 
**  A  tertian  ague  which  has  troubled  me  for  kism 
time,  and  the  indisposition  of  my  daughter,  hare 
prevented  me  from  replying  before  to  your  wdcone 
letter.  I  have  Hot  been  ignorant  of  your  progreaj 
nor  o!  your  discoveries,  and  I  trust  that  yoo  are  oo 

having  got  wet  through ;— a  violwt  storm  having  mapneA 
him  while  tailing  hhi  usual  exercise  on  horMback.  He  hid 
beendelirions  the  whole  night,  and  I  had  watched  ceati-  j 
nually  by  his  bedside.    During  his  delirinm  he  composed  s  j 
good  many  verses,  and  ordered  his  servant  to  write  then  ; 
down  ft^  his  dictation.  The  rhythm  of  these  verses  vsi  j 
qoite  correct,  and  U>e  poetry  Itself  had  no%n>eamioe  of 
being  the  worlc  of  a  delirious  mind.    He  pteaerred  tbesi 
for  some  time  after  he  got  well,  and  then  boruedtlMa'- 
«  Snl  cominciare  dell*  invemo  il  Conte  GoJcdoB  veses  | 
prendermi  per  ricondarmi  a  RaTenna.   Quando  egh  gisme  i 
Ld  Byron  era  ammalato  di  febbri  prese  per  essenri  ba« 
nato  avendolo  sorpreso  un  forte  temporale  meatre  lhcr> 
l*n«ato  sno  eserdzio  a  cavalio.   EgU  aveva  deUrato  totta  h 
notte*  ed  io  aveva  sempre  vcgUato  presso  ai  sno  ktta  Nel ' 
sno  delirio  egli  compose  moltl  versi  che  ordini  al  mm  do- ' 
mesticodi  scrivcre  sotto  bi  sua  dittatnra.   Lamisaradd 
versi  era  esalissima,  e  la  poesia  pure  non  pareva  open  dl 
una  mente  in  delirio.  Bgli  la  conservd  lungo  teanpo  dd^  ! 
restiri)ilito— poi  l*abbracci6.'W 

I  have  been  informed,  too,  that,  daring  his  rariat*  •< 
this  time,  htf  was  constantly  haunted  by  the  idea  of  hii 
mother-in-law.— taking  every  one  that  canK  near  hia  frr 
her,  and  reproaching  those  about  him  for  letting  her  eater 
his  room. 
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ein  health  from  your  laboura.  Yoa  may  rely 
BpoD  finding  every  body  in  Bnglaod  eager  to  reap  the 
fiinis  of  tbon;  and  as  yoa  ha?e  done  more  than  o|her 
I,  I  hope  you  will  not  limit  yourself  to  saying  less 
than  nay  do  justice  to  the  talents  and  time  you  have 
bestowed  on  your  perilous  researches.  The  first  sen- 
leoee  of  my  letter  w31  ha?e  explained  to  you  why  I 
cannot  join  you  at  Trieste.  I  was  qp  the  point  of 
■etilog  out  for  England  (before  I  knew  of  your  arriyal) 
whoi  my  child's  flhiess  has  made  her  and  me  depear 
da&t  on  a  Venetian  Proto-Medico. 

''It  is  now  seren  years  since  you  and  I  met  ;— 
wUcb  time  you  haf  e  employed  better  for  others  and 
■OR  honouiably  for  younelf  than  I  have  done. 

'*Ia  England  you  will  find  considerable  changes^ 
pobBc  and  prinUe,— you  will  see  some  of  our  old 
coflegecotemporaries  turned  into  brdsof  the  treasury, 
adniraltyy  and  the  like,— others  become  reformers 
ind  orators, — many  settled  in  life,  as  it  is  called^ — 
tti  others  seUled  in  death ;  among  the  hater  (by  the 
way,  not  onr  feUow  collegians),  Sheridan,  Curran, 
Udy  Melboome,  Monk  Lewis,  Frederick  Dou- 
ghi,  Sec.  &c  &c. ;  but  you  will  still  find  Mr  *  *  Wwg 
nd  all  hii  family,  aa  also    *       *       *. 

"Should  you  come  up  this  way,  and  I  am  still  here, 
roQ  need  not  be  assured  how  glad  I  shall  be  to  see 
jw;  I  kHig  to  hear  some  part,  from  you,  of  that 
whieh  1  expect  in  no  long  time  to  tee.  At  Imgth  you 
hare  had  better  fortune  than  any  traveller  ot  equal 
otcrpriie  (except  Humboldt)  in  retundng  safe;  and 
tfter  ibe  fate  of  the  Brownes,  and  the  Parkes,  and 
the  Bufckhardts,  it  is  hardly  less  surprise  than  sa- 
^tUcAKk  to  get  you  back  again. 
**BelieTemeeTer 

''and  ?ery  affectionately  yours, 

"Byron." 


LETTER  CCCXLVIU. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

<*Venke,  Dec  4»  1819. 
**  YoQ  nay  do  at  you  please,  but  you  are  about  a 
^ehsi  experiment  EMon  will  dlsdde  agamst  you, 
vere  it  only  that  my  name  is  in  the  record.  You  wIQ 
>ho  reooDect  that  if  the  publication  is  pronounced 
Nttat,  on  the  grounds  you  mention,  as  indeoeni 
^  Uaepkemoms,  that  I  ]oae  all  right  in  my  daugh- 
^'^guardiatuhyp  and  education,  in  short,  all  pa- 
tcnal  authority,  and  eTery  thing  concerning  her, 
exe^  «««         «*««« 

*  *  *  *.  It  was  so  decided  m  Shelley's  case, 
^sse  he  had  written  Queen  Mab,  &&  &c.  How- 
ever, jou  can  ask  the  lawyers,  and  do  as  you  like :  i 
do  not  inhibit  you  trying  the  question ;  I  merely  state 
^  of  the  consequences  to  me.  With  regard  to  the 
Qotiynght,  it  is  hard  that  you  should  pay  for  a  non- 
«thj :  I  will  therefore  refund  it,  which  I  can  f  eiy 
well  do,  not  having  spent  it,  nor  begun  upon  it ;  and 
w  we  wiH  be  quits  on  that  score.  It  lies  at  my 
baaker'a. 

**0f  the  Chancellor's  hnr  i  am  no  judge;  but  take 
jToii  Jones,  and  read  his  Mrs  Waters  and  Molly 
J«pin ;  or  Prior's  Hans  Carrel  and  Paulo  Purganti ; 
«w>Beti'i  Roderick  Random,  the  chapter  of  Lord 
wnuwdl,  and  maoy  others;  Peregrine  Pickle,  the 


scene  of  the  Beggar  Giri;  Johnson's  London^  for 
coarK  expressions;  for  instance,  the  words  **  V 
and  «*  *;'  Anstey's  Bath  Guide,  the  'Hearken, 
Lady  Bet^,  hearken;' — take  up,  io  short,  Pope, 
Prior,  Congrere,  Dryden,  Fielding,  Smollett,  and  let 
the  Counsel  select  passages,  and  what  becomes  of 
their  copyright,  if  his  Wat  Tyler  decision  is  to  pass 
into  a  precedent?  I  haYC  nothing  more  to  say :  you 
must  judge  for  yourselves. 

''I  wrote  to  you  some  timeago.  I  hifve  had  a  ter- 
tian ague ;  n^  daughter  Allegra  has  been  ill  also,  and 
I  hare  been  almost  obliged  to  run  anfay  with  a  mar- 
ried woman ;  but  with  some  difficulty,  and  many  in- 
ternal struggles,  1  reconciled  the  lady  with  her  lord,' 
and  cured  the  fever  of  the  child  with  bark,  and  my 
own  with  cold  water.  I  think  of  setting  out  for  Eng- 
bnd  by  the  Tyrol  m  a  few  days,  so  that  I  could  wish 
you  to  direet  your  next  letter  to  Caku?.  Excuse  my 
writing  in  great  haste  and  kite  in  the  morning,  or  night, 
whichever  you  please  to  call  it.  The  Thii^  Canto  of 
*  Don  Juan'  is  completed,  in  about  two  hundred  stan- 
xas ;  very  decent,  I  believe,  but  do  not  know,  and  it 
is  useless  to  discuss  until  it  be  ascertained  if  it  may  or 
may  not  be  a  property. 

**  My  present  determinatk>n  to  quit  Italy  vras  un- 
boked  for;  but  I  have  exphu&ed  the  reasons  in  let. 
ters  to  my  sister  and  Dougks  Kianaird,  a  week  or 
two  ago.  Mr  progress  will  depend  upon  the  snows 
of  the  Trrol»  And  the  health  of  my  child,  who  is  at 
present  quite  recovered ;— but  I  hope  to  get  on  well, 
and  am 

**  Yours  ewr  and  truly. 

"  P.  S.  Bfaay  thanks  for  your  letters,  to  which  you 
are  not  to  consider  this  as  an  answer,  but  as  an  ac- 
knowledgment" 

The  struggle  which,  at  the  time  of  my  visit  to  him, 
I  had  found  Lord  Byron  so  well  disposed  to  make  to- 
wards averting,  as  fiu*  as  now  lay  in  his  powter,  some 
of  the  mischievous  consequences  which,  both  to  the 
object  of  his  attachment  and  himself,  were  likely  to 
result  from  their  coqpexion,  had  been  brought,  as  the 
foregoing  letters  show,  to  a  crisis  soon  after  I  left  him. 
The  Count  Gukoioli,  on  his  arrival  at  Venice,  in- 
sisted, as  we  have  seen,  that  his  lady  should  return 
with  him ;  and,  after  some  conjugal  negotiations,  in 
which  Lord  Byron  does  not  appear  to  have  interfered, 
theyoun^Contessa  consenteid  reluctantly  to  accom- 
pany her  lord  to  Ravenna,  it  being  first  eovenanted 
that,  in  future,  all  communjcation  betwe^  her  and 
her  lover  should  cease. 

'^  In  a  few  days  after  this,"  says  Mr  Hoppner,  in 
nine  notices  of  his  noble  friend  with  which  he  has  fa- 
voured me,  **he  returned  to  Venice,  very  much  out 
of  spirits,  owing  to  Madame  Guicdoli's  departure, 
and  out  of  humour  with  every  body  and  every  thing 
around  kiuL  We  resumed  our  rides  at  the  Lido,  and 
I  did  my  best  not  only  to  raise  his  spirits,  but  to  make 
him  forget  his  absent  oustress,  and  to  keep  him  to  his 
purpose  of  returning  to  Engkmd.  He  went  into  no 
society ,  and  having  no  longer  any  relish  for  his  former 
occupation,  his  lime,  when  he  was  not  writing,  hung 
heavy  enough  on  hand." 

The  promise  given  by  the  lovers  not  to  correspond 
was,  as  all  parties  must  have  foreseen,  soon  violated ; 
and  the  letters  Lord  Byron  addsesscd  to  the  kdy,  at 


Digitized  by 


Google 


896 


NOTICES  OF  '^HE 


D.  1819 


this  tame,  though  written  in  a  language  not  his  own, 
are  rendered  frequently  even  eloquent  by  the  nere 
force  of  the  feelingtbet  governed  him— a  feeling  which 
could  not  have  owed  its  fuel  lo  fancy  alone,  since  now 
that  reality  had  been  bo  long  substitQted,  kstill  burned 
on.  From  one  of  these  letters,  dated  November  25th, 
1  shall  so  far  presume  upon  the  discretionary  power 
vested  in  me,  as  to  lay  a  short  extract  or  two  before 
the  reader — not  merely  as  mattets  of  curiosity,  but 
on  account  of  the  strong  evidence  they  afibrd  of  the 
struggle  between  passion  and  a  sense  of  right  that 
now  agitated  him. 

**  You  are,*^  he  says,  ^  and  ever  will  be,  my  fust 
'thought  But,  at  this  moment,  I  am  in  a  state  most 
dreadful,  not  knowing  which  way  to  decide  ;--on  the 
one  hand;  fearing  that  I  should  compromise  you  for 
evec,  by  my  return  to  Ravenna  and  the  consequences 
of  such  a  step,  and,  on  the  other,  dreading  that  I  shall 
4ose  both  you  and  myself,  and  all  that  1  have  ever 
known  or  tasted  of  happiness,  kg  never  seeing  you 
more.  I  pray  of  you,  1  impkNre  you  to  be  comforted, 
and  to  believe  that  I  cannot  cease  to  love  you  but 
with  my  life.**  *  In  another  part  he  says,^I  go  to  save 
you,  and  leave  a  country  insupportable  to  roe  with- 
out you.  Your  letters  to  F  *  *  and  myself  do  wrong 
to  my  motives — ^but  you  will  yet  see  your  injustioe. 
It  is  not  enough  that  1  must  leave  you— from  motives 
of  which  ere  long  you  will  be  convinced — it  is  not 
enough  that  I  must  fly  from  Italy,  vrith  a  heart  deeply 
wounded^  after  having  passed  sJl  my  days  in  solitude 
since  your  departure,  sick  both  in  body  and  mind — 
but  I  must  also  have  to  endure  your  reproaches  vnth- 
out  answefing  and  without  deservmg  them.  Fare- 
well 1— in  that  one  word  is  comprised  the  death  of  my 
happiness.**  t 

He  had  now  arranged  every  thing  for  his  departure 
for  England,  and  had  even  fixed  the  day,  when  ao- 
counts  reached  him  from  Ravenna  that  the  Contcssa 
was  alarmingly  ill ; — her  sorrow  at  their  sepanUion 
having  so  much  preyed  upon  her  mind,  that  even  her 
own  family,  fearful  of  the  consequences,  had  vrith- 
drawn  all  opposition  to  her  vrishes,  and  bow,  vrith 
the  sanctfon  of  Count  OuicdioU  himself,  entreated  her 
lover  to  hasten  to  Ravenna  What  was  he,  in  this 
dilemma,  to  do  ?  Already  had  he  announced  his  coming 
to  different  friends  in  England,  and  eveiy  dictate,  he 

*  *  To  mL  e  isrsi  sempre  ml o  prime  penaier.  Bfa  in 
quefto  momcBto  iono  in  uno  stato  orribile  non  sspeDdo 
coss  decidCTO ;— temendo.  ds  una  parte,  comprometterti 
in  etemo  col  nio  ritomo  a  Ravenna,  •  colle  rae  coase- 
gqenxe;  e,  daU*  altra  perderti.  e  me  rtesio,  e  tnttoqoel 
cbe  ho  conotcinto  o  gostato  di  feUdtA,  net  non  vedertj  pkiL 
Ti  prrffo,  tl  fapplico  calmarti,  e  creder»clie  non  poMo  ces- 
■are  d'  anarti  che  colla  rita.** 

t  "  lo  parto.  per  talvarU,  e  laselo  an  paeao  divemito 
inaopportabile  senxa  di  te.  Le  toe  leUere  alia  F  *  *,  ed 
ancbe  a  me  steMo  fknno  torto  ai  aaiel  motirl;  ma  col 
tempo  vedrai  la  toa  incinstixla.  Tu  parU  del  dolor— lo  lo 
aoDlo,  ma  mi  mancano  le  parole.  Non  baiU  lasciarti  per 
del  motiTi  del  qaali  to  eri  persoasa  (son  molto  tempo  fa)~ 
non  taasta  partire  dall'  Italia  col  caore  lacerato,  do^  aver 
pamato  tntti  i  giorni  dopo  la  tua  partenxa  nella  solitndine, 
ammalato  di  forpo  «  di  anima— ma  ho  anche  a  sopportare 
I  taoi  rimproreri,  aenxa  replicarti,  e  sense  meritarli 
Addio—inqoeUaparoia  h  compreia  la  morte  di  miafeli- 
cHa.» 

The  close  of  this  last  tentence  exhibits  one  of  the  very 
few  initaiices  of  incorreotneM  that  Lord  ByTonAHs  into  in 
these  letters  ;-4be  proper  constraction  being  **  detla  mia 
feltciU.* 


Celt,  of  prudence  and  manly  fortitude  urged  hii  de- 
parture. While  thus  bakiioittg  between  dntjr  asd 
nclination,  the  day  appointed  for  his  setting  oat  ar- 
rived; and  the  foUowiag  picture,  from  the  life,  of  Ui 
irresolution  on  the  occasion,  is  from  a  letter  wtiltt;o 
by  a  female  friend  of  Bfadame  Ouiccioli,  who  wai 
present  at  the  scene.  ^He  was  ready  dressed  for 
the  journey,  his  gk>ves  and  cap  ob,  and  even  Ui  little 
cane  in  bis  hand.  Nothing  was  now  waited  for  bat 
his  coming  down  stairs,— his  boxeft  being  alrea<b  ^ 
on  board  the  gondola.  At  this  moment,  ray  bri  by 
way  of  pretext^  declares,  that  if  it  should  strike  ok 
o'clock  before  every  thing  was  in  order  Cbm  wnu 
being  the  only  thing  not  yet  quite  ready),  he  would 
not  go  that  day.  The  hour  strikes,  and  herenaiasr* 

The  writer  adds,  ^  it  is  evideot  he  has  not  ibe 
heart  to  go;"  and  the  result  proved  that  Ibe  had  sot 
judged  him  wrongly.  The  very  next  day's  tidSsgi 
from  Ravenna  decided  his  fote,  and  he  himself,  in  a 
letter  to  the  Gontessa,  thus  announces  the  trinspb 
which  she  had  achieved.  '^  F  *  ^  ^  vrill  alitady  have 
toM  you,  with  her  accustomed  subHmiiy,  tfaat 
Love  has  gahied  the  victory.  I  oodd  not  sumssD 
np  resolution  enough  to  leave  the  countiy  where  job 
are,  without,  at  least,  once  more  seefaig  yoa.  Oi 
yourtt^^  perhaps,  it  will  depend  whether  1  em 
again  shall  leave  you.  Of  the  rest  we  nsll  ipcsk 
vrhen  we  meet.  You  ought,  by  this  time,  to  ksow 
which  is  most  conducive  to  your  welfare,  ay  |v^ 
sence  or  my  absence.  For  n^raelf,  I  am  a  dtiam  of 
the  worid— all  countries  are  alike  to  me.  Yon  have 
ever  been,  smoe  our  first  acquaintance,  thesoUtb- 
ject  tf  my  ihoughte,  Bfy  opinion  was,  that  tbe 
best  course  I  could  adopt,  both  for  your  peaeeaod 
that  of  an  your  family,*  would  have  been  to  deput 
and  go  far, /or  away  from  you ; — since  to  have  bees  | 
near  and  not  approach  you  would  have  been,  forsK, 
impossible.  You  have  however  decided  that  I  an 
to  return  to  Ravenna.  I  shall  accordingly  rettm^ 
and  shall  d<9— and  be  all  that  you  widi.  I  csssot  i 
say  more.^t  | 

On  quitting  Venice  he  took  leave  of  Mr  Hoppev 
m  a  short  but  cordial  letter,  which  I  oanwt  better 
introduce  than  by  prefixing  to  it  the  fow  wofdi  of  I 
comment  with  which  this  excellent  friend  of  the  noble  j 
poet  has  himself  aooompanied  ir.  ''I  nsed  est  «7 1 
with  what  painful  feeling  I  witoeased  thedepsrtov 

*  '*  EgU  era  totto  vestito  da  viagglo  col  gsistiftt  I« 
nmni,  col  rao  honnet,  e  penino  cella  pfccoksaaoisM: 
non  altro  aipettaraai  che  egU  scendeme  le  ksIb,  tm  i 
baali  erano  in  bafca.  Mikrd  fli  la  proteata  cbe  ae  nm 
on'ora  dopo  il  rikessodl  e  che  noa  sia  ogai  ooaa  aO'aritoe 
(poich^  le  armi  aole  non  eraau  in  pronto)  egli  bos  parti- 
rebbe  pi6  per  qnel  giomo.   L'ora aooaa  ed  tfii  re**^^^, 

t  "  La  F  •  •  U  avrii  detto,  eeOi  tea  t^mm  •'*'» 
che  I'Amor  ha  vinto.  lo  non  ho  potato  trofsre  (^  ^ 
anima  per  laaciare  il  paese  dove  tn  aei,  aeaza  ▼^'^',1] 
meno  nn'  attra  Tirfta :— forae  dIpenderA  da  Ir  ae  w" 
laado  p{<k.  Per  n  reato  parleremo.  To  dontaU  wwj^ 
aapere  coaa  aarii  pl^  conTcnevole  al  too  ben  emart  »*? 
preaenxa  o  la  mia  lontaifauisa.  lo  aono  dttadino  dd  ■«•* 
-<utti  i  paeai  aono  egoaU  per  me.  Ta  aei  atata  w^ 
(dopo  che  ci  alamo  conoociuti)  ftmieo  opftM  dt'mkivar 
aieri.  Credeva  che  U  migUor  partito  per  la  pM«  toa  «» 
pace  di  toa  famlglia  foaae  U  mio  partire.  e  anJarcbg*"^ 
tamot  poiche  atare  Ticino  e  nom  avviciaaiti  *W"7^ 
me  impoaaibUe.  Ma  to  hai  deciso  che  io  dsbbo  riuntf*  " 
RaTeBna-.tomer6— e  thr6-e  aar6  cid  che  tu  ▼sa  t* 
poaao  dirti  dl  piii  .• 
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1. 

of  1  penon  wbo,  from  the  firil  daj  of  our  acquaint- 
uee,  had  treated  me  with  unTaried  kmdnew,  re- 
:  pong  a  oonftdeoee  in  me  which  it  was  beyond  the 
power  of  mj  utmost  eflbrts  to  desenre;  admitting  me 
.  to  ta  intimacy  which  I  had  no  right  to  daim,  and 
!  fatoing  with  patience,  and  the  greatest  good  tem- 
I  per,  to  the  remooBtraoces  I  reiitured  to  make  upon 
'  b  eondoct." 


LETTER  CCCXUX. 

'  TO  MR  HOPPNEI. 
"MT  D£AR  HOFPNBR, 

"PMiogs  are  but  bitter  work  at  best,  so  that  I 
sinB  sot  Tcnture  on  a  second  with  you.  Pray  make 
mj  mpects  to  BIrs.  Hoppner,  and  assure  her  of  my 

;  onkMable  rererence  for  the  ^gular  goodness  of  her 
fepiwition,  which  is  not  without  its  reward  eren  in 
dib  world— for  those  who  are  no  great  believers  in 
bomn  Tirtnes  would  discoTer  enough  in  her  to  give 
thcB  a  better  opinion  of  their  CeUow-creatores  and 
-vbst  is  stiD  more  difficult— of  themselves,  as  being 

'  of  the  nme  species,  however  inferior  in  approaching 
ill  BoUer  modbls.  Moke,  too,  what  excuses  you 
muhtmf  omission  of  the  ceremony  of  leave4aking. 

I  If ««  sU  meet  again,  I  will  make  my  humblest  apo- 
logy; if  not,  recollect  that  I  wished  you  all  well ;  and, 
iftnaatt  forget  that  I  have  given  you  a  great  deal 
oftroable. 

*'Yours,«8c.«cc.'» 


LETTER  CCCL. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"  Venice,  I>ecember  10th.  1819. 
"Sinee  I  last  wrote,  I  have  changed  my  nund,  and 
M  not  come  to  England.  The  more  I  cootempkte, 
IW  BMre  r  dislike  the  place  and  the  prospect.  You 
■•7  therefore  address  to  me  as  usual  here,  though  I 
■on  to  go  to  another  city.  I  have  finished  the 
j  1^  Canto  of  Don  Juan,  but  the  things  I  have  read 
'  **d  heaid  discourage  all  further  publication— at  least 
^  tlie  present  You  may  try  the  copy  question, 
I  ^  jouil  lose  it ;  the  cry  is  up,  and  cant  is  up.  I 
I  Md  have  no  objection  to  return  the  price  of  the 
I  copyrigfat,  and  have  written  to  Mr  Rinnaird  by  this 
P«t  OB  the  subject  Talk  with  him. 
I  "I  have  not  the  patience,  nor  do  I  feel  interest 
fwrngh  in  the  question,  to  contend  with  the  fellows 
io  their  own  slang ;  but  I  perceive  Mr  Blackwood's 
^I^SVtiDc  and  one  'or  two  others  of  your  missives 
|>ave  been  hjperbolical  in  their  praise,  and  diabolical 
■theirabttse.  I  like  and  admire  W  *« n,  and  Ae 
"^^  not  have  indulged  himself  iu  such  outrageous 
^^f^^ft.*  It  is  overdone  and  defeats  itself.  What 
^<Mld  he  my  to  the  grossness  without  passion  and 
I  ^  Mimnthropy  without  feeling  of  Gulliver's  Tra- 

I  *  This  if  one  of  the  manr  aislakes  into  which  hii  dU- 
,  »»<«  trom  the  Kcue  of  literary  operationa  led  him.  The 
f«atl«mui  to  whom  the  hostile  article  in  the  Magaxine  is 
^^  tttrttrated,  hat  nerer,  ettber  then  or  since,  written 
2*(>  ^  ralsect  ot  the  noble  poet's  character  or  genius^ 
,  TwHiQt  gtfing  ren^to  a  feeling  of  admiration  as  entbu- 
1  "•■*•«  as  it  it  alwajf  eloquently  and  powerftilly  expressed. 


LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON. 


vels?— When  be  talks  of  Lady  Byron's  business,  he 
talks  of  what  he  knows  nothing  about;  and  you  may 
tell  him  that  no  qpe  can  more  desire  a  public  investi- 
gation of  that  affair  thai^  I  do. 

**  I  sent  home  by  Moore  {for  Moore  only,  who  has 
my  Journal  also)  my  Memoir  written  up  to  1816,  and 
I  gave  him  leave  to  show  it  to  whom  he  pleased, 
but  not  to  puhliekf  on  any  account.  Vou  may  read 
it,  and  you  may  let  W  *  *  n  read  it,  if  he  likes — not 
for  \dBjmblie  opinion,  but  his  private ;  for  I  like  the 
man,  and  care  very  little  about  his  magasine^  And 
I  could  wish  Lady  B.  herself  to  read  it,  that  she 
may  have  it  in  her  power  to  mark  any  thing  mistaken 
or  misstated;  as  it  may  probably  appear  after  my 
extinction,  and  it  would  be  but  fair  she  shouM  see  it, 
— that  is  to  ny,  herself  willing. 

**  Perhaps  I  may  take  a  journey  to  you  in  the 
spring ;  but  I  have  been  ill  and  am  indolent  and  in- 
decisive, because  few  things  interest  me.  These  fel- 
lows first  abused  me  for  being  gloomy,  and  now  they 
are  wroth  that  I  aul,  or  attempted  to  be,  facetious. 
I  have  got  such  a  odd  and  headache  that  I  can 
hardly  see  what  I  scrawl; — the  winters  here  are  as 
sharp  as  needles.  Some  time  ago,  I  wrote  to  you 
rather  fully  about  my  Italian*  affairs ;  at  present  I 
ean  say  no  more  except  that  )cou  shall  hear  fiurther 
by  and  by. 

**  Your  Bkckwood  accuses  me  of  treating  women 
harshly :  it  nuy  be  so,  but  I  have  been  their  mar- 
tyr :  my  whole  life  has  been  sacrificed  to  them  mid  bj/ 
them.  I  mean  to  leave  Venice  in  a  few  days,  but 
you  wiU  address  your  letters  here  as  usual.  When  I 
fix  elsewhere,  you  shall  know." 

Soon  after  this  letter  to  BIr  Murrey  he  set  out  for 
Ravenna,  from  which  plac^we  shaD  find  his  corres- 
pondence for  the  next  year  and  a  half  dated.  For  a 
short  time  after  his  arrival,  he  took  up  his  residence 
at  an  inn;  but  the  Count  Guiccioli  baring  aDowed 
him  to  hire  a  suite  of  apartments  in  the  Palazxo  Guic- 
cioli itself,  he  was  onoe  more  kidged  under  the  same 
roof  with  his 


LETTER  GCCU 


TOMB  HOFFMSm. 


•Ravenna,  Dec.  31st.  1819. 
**  I  have  been  here  this  week,  and  was  obliged  to 
put  on  my  armour  and  go  the  night  after  my  arrival 
to  the  Marquis  CavilU's,  where  there  were  between 
two  and  three  hundred  of  the  best  company  I  have 
seen  in  Italy,— more  beauty,  more  youth,  and  more 
diamonds  among  the  women  than  have  been  seen 
these  fifty  years  in  the  Sea-Sodom  *.  I  never  saw 
such  a  difference  between  two  places  of  the  same  la- 
titude (or  platitude,  it  is  all  one), — music,  dancing, 
and  play,  all  in  the  same  talle.  The  G.'s  object  ap- 
peared to  be  to  parade  her  foreign  lover  as  much  as 
possible,  and,  faith,  if  she  seemed  to  gk>ry  m  the  scan- 
dal^ it  was  not  for  me  to  be  ashamed  of  it.  Nobody 
seemed  surprised ;— all  the  women,  on  the  contrary, 
were,  as  it  were,  d&Iighted  with  the  excellent  example. 

*  *  Gehenna  of  the  waters  I  thou  Sea-Sodom  !" 

Marino  FaHero. 
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The  Tice-legate,  and  all  the  other  vices,  were  at  polite 
as  csuld  be;— and  I,  who  had  acted  on  the  reserve, 
was  fiiirly  obliged  to  take  the  lady  upder  my  arm,  and 
look  as  much  like  a  cicisbeo  as  I  could  on  so  short  a 
notice^ — to  say  nothing  of  the  embarrassment  of  a 
cocked  hat  and  sword,  much  more  formidable  to  me 
than  ever  it  will  be  to  the  enemy. 

^  I  write  in  great  haste — do  yon  answer  as  hastily. 
f  can  understand  nothing  of  all  this;  but  it  seems  as 
if  the  G.  had  been  presumed  to  be  planted,  and  was 
detemuned  to  show  |hat  she  was  nat^'-pUmUaiam, 
in  this  hemisphere,  being  the  greatest  moral  misfor- 
tune. But  this  as  mere  conjecture,  for  I  know  nothing 
about  it— except  that  every  body  are  very  kind  to  her, 
and  not  discourteous  to  me.^  Fmers,  and  all  relations, 
quite  agreeable. 

**  Yours  ever, 

«a 

«P.S.  Best  respects  to  Mrs  H. 

"I  wouM  send  the  compliments  of  the  season; 
but  the  s^upon  itself  is  so  little  complimentary  with 
snow  and  rain  that  I  wait  for  sun-Shine." 


LETTER  CCCLII. 


•TO  MR  MOORE. 


^Mr  DEAR  MOORE, 


Xanosry  8d.  1820. 


'  TiMlay  it  is  my  wedding-dsy» 

And  ftll  the  folks  would  itsre 

If  wife  ahoald  dine  at  Edmonton, 

And  1  fhould  dine  at  Ware.' 


Or  thus. 


«  Here's  a  h»tfij  new  jmr  I  bnt  with  reason 
I  bef  yoa  wlU  permit  me  to  say— 
Wisli  me  manp  returns  of  the  teatom. 
But  as/no  as  yon  please  of  the  day. 


**  This  present  writing  is  to  direct  you  that,  if 
the  chooses,  she  may  see  the  MS.  Memoir  in  your 
possession.  1  wish  her  to  have  fair  play,  in  all  cases, 
eren  though  it  will  not  be  publisihed  till  after  my  de- 
cease. For  this  purpose,  it  were  but  just  that  Lady  B. 
should  know  what  is  there  said  of  her  and  hers,  that 
she  may  have  full  power  to  remark  on  or  respond  to 
any  part  or  parts,  as  may  seem  fitting  to  herself.  This 
is  fair  dealing,  I  presume,  in  all  events. 

**  To  change  the  subject,  are  you  in  England?  I 
send  you  an  epitaph  for  Castlereagh. 

♦       *       ♦        ♦        n     '    *        « 

Another  for  Pitt— 

«  With  death  doom*d  to  frapple 
Beneath  (his  cold  slab,  be 
Who  lied  in  the  Chapel 
Now  lies  in  the  Abbey. 

**  The  gods  seem  to  hare  made  mo  poetical  this 
day:— 

« In  diffglnf  up  your  bones,  Tom  Paine, 

WUl.  Cobbett  has  done  weU : 
Tou  risit  him  on  earth  again. 
He  'U  visit  you  in  hell. 


Or 


*  Yon  come  to  him  on  earth  afaluj 
He'll  ffo  with  yon  to  helL 


''Pray  let  not  these  versicnli  go  forth  with  siy . 
name,  except  among  the<imtiated,  beoanscnj  friend  j 
H.  has  foamed  into  a  reformer,  and,  I  greatlj  fear,  | 
win  subside  into  Newgate;  since  the  HoooonUe  j 
House,  according  totHlignani's  I^eports  of  Psriit- 1 
mentary  Debates^  are  meaacmg  a  prosecution  to  a 
pamphlet  of  his.  I  shall  be  very  sorry  to  hear  of  aoj 
thing  but  good  for  him,  particuhyrly  in  these  nmmbie 
squabbles ;  but  these  are  the  nataral  effsets  of  hUdi 
a  part  in  them. 

''For  my  own  part»  I  had  a  sad  scoie  tinee  yoo 
went.  Count  Gu.  came  for  his  wife,  and  none  d 
those  consequences  whidi  Scott  prophesied  ensued. 
There  was  no  damages,  as  in  England,  and  so  SeMt 
lost  his  wager.  But  there  was  a  great  scene,  (or  ibe 
would  not,  at  first,  gu  back  with  him— at  hit,  idie 
didg^  back  with  him;  but  bQ  insisted,  ressoDsbij 
enough,  that  all  communication  should  he  brokeo  of 
between  her  and  me.  So,  finding  Italy  veiy  doll,  and 
having  a  fever  tertian,  I  packed  up  my  rslise,  and 
prepared  to  cross  the  AJps ;  but  my  daughter  fd  ID, 
and  detamedme. 

"After  her  arrival  at  Ravenna,  the  Goieeioli  &Q  I 
agam  too ;  and,  at  last,  her  Csther  ( who  had,  si  slosg, 
opposed  the  liaison  most  vblently  till  now)  wiole  to 
me  to  say  that  she  was  in  such  a  state  that  Ae  begged 
me  to  come  and  see  her, — and  that  her  husbsod  had 
acquiesced,  in  consequence  of  her  relapse,  sad  tbat 
he  (her  father)  would  guarantee  all  this,  sad  Ikat 
,  there  would  be  no  further  scenes  in  conseqoence  be* 
tween  them,  and  that  I  should  not  be  ouuipiuisifced 
in  any  way.  I  set  out  soon  after,  and  have  beea 
here  ever  since.  I  found  her  a  good  deal  altered, 
but  getting  better :— a//  this  comes  of  leading  Co- 
rinna. 

"The  Curniva]  is  about  to  begin,  and  I  saw  sbrat 
two  or  three  hundred  people  at  the  Marquis  CaralE'i 
the  other  evening,  with  as  much  youth,  beaotj,  asd 
diamonds  among  the  women,  as  ever  averaged  io  tke 
like  number.  My  appearance  in  waiting  on  the 
Guiccioli  was  conddered  as  a  thing  of  course.  Tbe 
marquis  is  her  unde,  and  naturafly  considered  Be  u 
her  relation. 

"  The  paper  is  out,  and  so  ia  tbe  letter.  Pny* 
write.  Address  to  Venice,  whence  the  letten  nB  be 
forwarded. 

"Vour8,toJ. 


LETTER  CCCUII. 

TO  MR  HOPPNER. 

■  Ravenna,  January  SOtk,  OK. 
"  I  have  not  decided  any  thing  about  namaiH  at 
Ravenna.    I  may  stay  a  day,  a  week,  a  year,  sH  «J 
Hfe ;  but  all  this  depends  uiyn  what  I  can  neilhtf  | 
see  nor  foresee.    I  came  because  I  was  called,  and  j 
will  go  the  moment  that  I  perceive  what  nay  r«der  | 
ray  departure  proper.    My  attachment  has  oeitber ; 
the  blindness  of  the  beginning,  nor  the  iiicrooiypic  | 
accuracy  of  the  close  to  such  liaisons;  but  'tine  | 
and  the  hour*  must  decide  upon  what  I  do.    I  eu  *a 
yet  say  nothing,  because  I  hardly  know  any  thiaf 
beyond  what  I  have  tokl  you.        *  , 
J 
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I  wrote  to  yoa  bst  post  for  mj  moveables,  as 
then  it  nogettinga  lodgiog^th  a  chair  or  ta)|)ehere 
ntdj;  and  as  I  have  alraady  some  things  of  tlie  sort 
at  Bologna  which  t  had  last  summer  there  for  my 
dftoghter,  I  haT«  directed  thein  to  be  moved ;  and 
wish  the  like  to  be  done  with  tli^se^  Venice,  that  I 
say  at  least  get  out  of  the  *  Albergo  Imperiale/  which 
it  imperial  in  all  true  sense  of  the  egithet  Bufl^ 
may  be  paid  for  Ml  poison.  I  forgot  to  thank  you 
and  Atb  Uoppner  for  a  whole  treasure  of  toys  for  Al- 
iegra  beliore  our  departure ;  it  was  veiy  kind,  and  we 
ire  very  gnueful. 

**  Your  account  of  the  weeding  of  the  GoTemof  s 
party  if  very  entertaining.  If  you  do  not  understand 
(be  ooDBular  exertions,  I  do;  and  it  k  right  that  a 
nan  of  honour,  and  a  woman  (^probity,  should  find 
it  10,  particularly  intf  place  where  there  are  not '  ten 
rigkleoos.'  As  to  nobility — in  England  none  are 
strictly  noble  but  peers,  not  even  peers'  sons,  though 
titled  by  courtesy ;  nor  knights  of  the  garter,  unless 
of  the  peerage,  so  that  Castlereagh  himself  would 
bardly  pass  through  a'foreign  herald's  ordeal  till  the 
deathofhis  father.    • 

^T^t  snow  is  a  foot  deep  here.  Then  is  a 
Ibeatre,  and  opera, — the  Barber  of  Seville.  Balls 
bqia  on  Blonday  next.  Pay  the' porter  for  never 
lookiof  aftc^  the  gate,  and  ship  my  chattels,  and  let 
■ekiiow,  or  let  CasteUi  let  me  know,  how  my  law- 
nftsgo  00 — but  fee  him  only  in  proportion  to  his 
neoen.  Perhaps  we  may  meet  in  the  spridg  yet,  if 
|oa  are  Car  England.  I  see  H  ^  ^  has  got  into  a 
Krap^  which  does  not  please  me ;  be  should  not  have 
goae  10  deep  amooflf  those  men,  without  calculating 
tlie  consequences.  I  used  to  think  m^^lf  the*  most 
■pradent  of  all  among  my  friends  and  acquaintanoes, 
fast  almost  begin  to  doubt  it. 

»*  Yours,  fee." 

LETTER  CCbLIV. 

TO  MR  HOPPNER.       • 

«  Rareftna,  Jauoary  Slit,  1820. 
**  Yoo  woakl  hardly  have  been  troubled  with  the 
fODOTal  of  my  furniture,  but  there  is  none  to  be  had 
Msrer  than  Bologna,  and  I  have  been  fain  to  have 
^  of  the  rooms  which  I  fitted  up  for  nfy  daughter 
tltse  m  the  summer  rempv9d  here.  The  expense 
viQ  he  at  least  as  great  of  the  land  carriage,  so  that 
T^iQ  Me  it  was  necessity,  and  not  choice.  Here  they 
set  ereiy  thing  from  Bok)gna,  except  some  lighter 
vtioles  from  Forli  or  Pa'enxa. 

If  Scott  is  retimed,  pray  remember  me  to  him, 
*>d  plead  laziness  the  whole  and  sole  cause  of  my 
not  replying ._  dreadful  is  the  exertion  of  letter 
^ff^.  The  Carnival  here  is  less  boisterous,  but 
««  have  balls  and  a  theatre.  I  carried  Bankes  to 
Wfc»  and  he  carried  away,  I  believe,  a  much  more 
livoiirable  impressionrof  the  society  here  than  of  that 
«f  Veiuce,-Hreoollect  that  I  speak  of  the  naiive  so- 
oetyonly. 

I  am  drilling  vary  hard  to  learn  how  to  double  a 
*bawl,  and  should  succeed  to  admiration  if  I  did  not 
always  double  it  the  wrong  aide  6ul;  and  then  I  some- 
tMoes  confuse  and  bring  away  two,  so  as  to  put  all 
Uie  Serventi  out,  besides  keeping  tbeir  Servite  in  the 


oold  tOl  every  body  can  get  back  their  property.  But 
it  is  a  dreadfully  moral  place,  for  you  ^ust  not  look 
at  any  body's  wife  except  your  neighbour's,— if  you 
go  to  the  next  door  but  one,  you  are  scolded^  and 
presumed  to  be  perfidious.  And  then  a  relazione  or 
an  amiciaia  seems  to  be  a  regular  affiur  of  from  five 
to  fifteen  years,  at  wftich  period,  if  there  occur  a 
widowhood,  it  finishes  by  ^spoodizio;  and  in  the 
mean  time  it  has  so  many  rufes  of  iis  own  that  it  is 
not  much  better.  A  man  actually  becomes  a  piece 
of  female  property, — they  won't  let  their  Serventi 
marry  until  there  is  a  vacancy  for  themselves.  I 
know  two  instances  of  this  in  one  family  here. 

"  To-night lliere-  was  a  -— ♦  Lottery  after  the 
opera ;  it  is  an  odd  ceremony.  "Bankes  and  I  took 
tickets  .of  it,  and  buffooned  together  very  merrily. 
He  is  gone  to  Firenze.  Mrs  J  «  *  should  have  sent 
you  my  postscript ;  there  was  no  occasion  to  have 
bored  you  in  person.  I  never  interfere  in  any  body's 
squabbles,— she  may  scratch  your  face  hers^. 

"  The  weather  here  jias  been  dreadfoi^-snow  se- 
veral feet^- a^tfi»e  broke  down  a  bridge,  and  flooded 
heaven  knows  how  many  campt;  then  rain  came — 
and  it  is  still  thawing — so  that  my  saddle-horses  have 
a  sinecure  till  the  roads  become  more  practicable. 
^Yhy  4id  Lega  give  away  the  goat?  a  blockhead — 1 
must  have  him  again. 

^  Will  you  pajr  Misoaglia  and  the  Bufib  Buflini  of 
the  Gran  Bretagna.  I  heard  from  Moore,  who  is  at 
Paris;  I  had  previously  written  to  him  in  t«ondon, 
but  be  has  not  yet  got  my  letter,  apparently. 

**  Believe  me,  fee." 


LETTER  0CX3LV. 

TO  MR  MtRRAT. 
• 
*  Ravenna,  February  7th,  TSSO. 

^  I  have  had  no  letter  from  you  these  two  months; 
but  since  I  came  here  in  December,  1819,  I  sent  you 
a  letter  for  M^pre,  who  is  Ood  knows  toh0re — in  Paris 
Or  London,  I  presume.  I  have  copied  and  cut  the 
Third  Canto  of  Don  Juan  into  twoy  bedause  it  was 
too  lung;  and  I  tell  you  this  l^eforehand,  because  in 
case  of  any  reckoning  between  you  and  me,  these  two 
are  only  to  go  for  one,  as  this  was  the  original  form, 
and,  in  fact,  the  two  together  are  not  longer  than  one 
of  the'  first :  m>  remember  that  I  have  not  made  this 
division  to  doubie  upon  you;  but  merely  to  suppress 
some  tediousness  in  the  aspect  of  the  thing.  I  should 
have  served  you  a  pretty  trick  if  I  had  sent  you,  for 
example,  can^ps  ol  50  stanzas  each. 

*'  I  am  translating  the  First  Canto  of  Pulci's  Mor- 
gante  Maggiore,  and  have  half  done  it ;  but  these  last 
days  of  the  Carnival  confuse  and  interrupt  every 
thing. 

^  I  have  not  yet  sent  off  the  Cantos,  and  have  some 
doubk  whether  they  ought  to  be  published,  for  they 
have  not  the  spirit  of  the  first.  The  outcry  has  not 
firighteoed  but  it  has  hurt  me,  and  I  have  not  written 
con  amore  this  time.  It  a  very  decent,  however,  and 
as  dull  as  *  the  last  new  comedy.' 

^I  think  my  translations  of  Pulci  will  make  you 
stare.    It  must  be  put  by'  the  original,  stanza  for 

■     *  The  word  here,  l)cing  under  the  seal,  b  llIefflMe. 
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stanza,  and  Terse  for  Terse;  and'yoo  will  see  wliat 
was  permitted  in  a  cathofic  country  and  a  bigoted  age 
to  a  churchman,  on  Ibe  score  of  religion ; — and  so  tell 
those  buffoons  who  accuse  me  of  attacking  the  Li- 
turgy. 

^  1  write  in  the  greatest  baste,  it  being  the  hour  of 
the  Corso,  and  I  must  go  an<f  buflbon  with  the  rest. 
My  daughter  Allegra  is  just  gone  with  the  Coimtess  G. 
in  Count  G.'s  coach  anB  six,  to  join  the  cayalcade, 
and  I  must  follow  with  all  the  rest  of  the  Ravenna 
world.  Our  old  Cardinal  is  dead,  and  the  new  one 
not  appointed  yet;  but  the  masquing  goes  on  the 
same,  the  viceJegate  being  a  good  governor.  We 
have  had  hideous  frost  and  snow,  )Mi  ail  is  mild 
again. 

"Yours,  fco." 

LETTER  CCCLVI. 

TO  MR  BANKES. 

*  RaTenna,  Fcbmsry  liNJi,  1890. 

**  I  haf e  room  for  you  in  the  house  here,  as  1  had 
IB  Venice,  if  you  think  fit  to  make  use  of  it;  but  do 
not  expect  to  find  the  same  gorgedts  suite  of  tapes- 
tried halls.  Neither  dangers  nor  tropical  heats  have 
ever  prerented  your  penetrating  wherever  you  had  a* 
mind  to  it,  and  why  should  the  snow  now  ? — Italian 
snow  '—fie  on  it ! — so  pray  eomt.  Tita's  heart  yearns 
for  you,  and  mayhap  for  your  silver  broad  pieces ;  and 
your  playfritow,  the  monkey,  is  alone  and  incon- 
solable. ^ 

"  I  forget  whether  you  Admire  or  tdemte  red  hair, 
so  that  I  rather  dfsad  showing  you  all  that  I  have 
abouUne  and  around  roe  in  thfs  city.  Come,  neverthe- 
less,— ^you  can  pay  Dante  a  morning  visit,  and  I  will 
undertake  that  Theodora  and  Honoria  will  be  most 
happy  to  see  you  m  tiie  forest  hard  by.  We  Goths, 
also,  of  Ravenna  hope  you  wift  net  despise  our  arch- 
Goth,  Theodoric.  1  must  leave  it  to  these  worthies 
to  entertain  you  all  ihe  fore  part  of  the  day,  seeing 
that  I  have  none  at  all  royseU'-~lhe  lark,  that  rouses 
roe  (torn  my  slumbers,  being  an  aAemodb  bird.  But, 
then,  aO  your  evenings,  and  as  much  as  you  can  give 
me  of  your  nights,  wOl  be  mine.  Ay !  and  you  vriU 
find  me  eating  flesh,  too,  like  yourself  or  any  other 
cannibal,  except  it  be  upon  Fridays.  Then,  there 
are  more  Cantos  (and  be  d — d  to  them)  of  what  the 

courteous  reader,  Mr  S ^,  calls  Grub-street,  in 

my  drawer,  which  I  have  a  little  scheme  to  commit  toj 
your  tbarge  for  England ;  only  I  must  first  cut  up  (or 
cut  down)  two  aforesaid  Canlos  into  three,  because  I 
am  gsovm  base  and  mercenary,  a^d  it  is  an  ill  pre- 
cedent to  let  my  Mecasnas,  Murray,  get  too  much  for 
his  money.    I  am  busy,  also,  with  Puld— translating 

servilely  translating,  stanza  for  stanza,  and  line  for 
line — two  octaves  every  night, — the  same  allowance 
as  at  Venice. 

**  Would  you  can  at  your  banker's  at  Bologna,  and 
ask  him  for  some  lelten  lying  there  (mt  me^  and^burn 
them  f— or  I  wiO — so  do  not  bum  tbem,  but  Brin^ 
them, — and  believe  me  ever  and  very  affectionately 
"Yours, 
**  Byroit. 

**  P.S.  I  have  a  particular  wish  to  hear  from  your- 
self something  about  Cyprus,  so  pray  recollect  all  that 
y(^  caa.— Good  night." 


LETTER  CCCLVII. 

TO  «AR  HURRAY. 

•    ,  *  Ravenns,  Feb.  SIst,  MH 

^Thfi  bull-dogs  will  be  veiy  agreeable.  I  bare 
onV  those  pf  AIs  country,  who,  though  good,  hare 
not  the  tenacity  of  tooth  and  stoicAn  in  enduraiye  of 
my  canine  fellow-citiaetts :  then  pray  send  them  by 
the  readiest  conveyance — perhaps  best  by  sea.  Mr 
Rinnaird  will  disbune  for  them,  and  deduct  fron  the 
aiAount  on  your  application  or  that  of  Captain  Ty]^. 

^  I  see  the  good  old  King  is  gone  to  his  place,  (fot 
can't  help  beiig  sorry,  though  blindyss,  and  age,  asd 
insanity,  are  supposed  to  be  drawbacks  on  hnnss 
felicity ;  but  I  am  not  at  all  *ure  that  the  latter  at  kast 
might  not  reader  him  happier  than  any  of  his  sub- 
jects. 

^  I  have  no  thongbii  of  coming  to  the  coronatioi, 
though  I  should  like  to  see  it,  and  though  I  hares 
right  to  be  a  puppet  in  it;  but  mj  division  vriih  Lsdy 
Byron,  which  has  drawn  an  equinoctial  liae  betweei 
me  and  mine  in  all  other  things,  will  operate  b  this 
also  to  prevent  my  being  in  the  sanw  procession. 

^  By  Saturday's  post  I  sent  you  foar  packets,  eoo- 
(aining  Cantos  Third  and  Pottrtb.  Recollect  tbi 
these  two  cantos  reckon  on|^  as  ons  vnth  you  and  ne, 
being  in  Cut  the  third  canto  cut  into  two,  became  I 
found  it  too  long.  Remember  this,  and  don't  imagine 
that  there  coukl  be  any  other  motive.  The  whok  if 
about  325  stanzas,  more  or  less,  and  a  lyric  of  M^sef , 
so  that  they  are  no  kmger  than  tb&  first  tmgU  ctniM : 
but  tbfe  tnith^,  that  I  made  the  first  too  kmgi  asd 
should  have  cut  those  down  also  had  f  thought  better. 
Instead  of  saying  in  future  for  so  many  canuM,  my  lo 
many  stanzas  or  pages;  it  was  Jacob  Tonson'i  way, 
and  certainly  the  best ;  it  prevent<i  mistakes.  I  might 
hAve  sent  you  a  dozen  cantos  of  40  stanzas  each,' 
those  of  *  The  Minstrel'  (Beattie's)  are  no  kmger,- 
and  ruined  you  at  once,  if  you  don*t  suffer  as  it  k 
But  recollect  that  you  are  not  pitufd  down  to  asy- 
thing  you  say  in  a  letter,  and  that,  calcdating  ercn 
these  two  cantos  as  one  only  (which  they  were  and 
are  to  be  reckoned),  you  are  not  bound  by  your  oier. 
Act  as  may  seem,  fair  to  all  parties. 

^  I  l#ve  ^finished  my  translation  of  the  First  Caato 
of  the  '  Morgante  Maggiore'  of  I^ilci,  which  I  w3 
transcribe  and  sand.  It  is  the  parent,  not  only  of 
Whistlecreft,  but  of  all  jocose  Italian  poetry.  Von 
must  prin(  it  side  by  side  with  the  oi^al 'ItaKas, 
because  I  wish  the  readeMo*jud|ge  of  the  fidelity :  it 
is  stanza  for  stanza,  and  often  line  for  liae,  if  not  word 
for  word. 

''You  ask  me  (or  a  vohime  of  mannen,  &c.  on 
Italy.  Perhaps  1  am  in  the  case  to  know  more  of 
them  than  most  Englishmen,  because  I  have  Gred 
among  the  natives,  and  m  parts  of  the  country  wbefe 
Englislhnen  never  resided  before  (I  speak  of  Romagsa 
and  thb  phice  particularly);  but  there  are  many 
reasons  why  I  do  not  choose  to  treat  in  print  on  saeh 
a  subject.  I  have  hved  in  their  houses  »nd  in  the 
heart  of  their  families,  somatimes  merely  as  'snieo 
di  casa'  and  sometimes  as  *  amioo  di  ooore'  of  the 
Dania,  and  in  neither  case  do  I  feel  myself  aathoriied 
in  making  a  book  of  them.    Their  moral  is  not  your 
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■oral ;  tlieir  life  is  not  your  life ;  you  would  not  undcr- 
iland  it :  it  is  not  BogUah,  nor  French,  nor  Qennan, 
which  you  would  all  understand.  The  ooaventual 
eODcatioo,  the  cavalier  serritude,  the  habits  of  thought 
and  Imng  are  so  entirely  different,  and  the  difference 
10  nuch  more  strikin^p  the  more  you  life 
with  them,  that  I  kn6w  not  how  to  make 
you  oonprefaend  a  people  who  are  at  once  temperate 
and  profligate,  seriaus  in  their  characters  and  buffoons 
m  their  amusements,  capable  of  impressions  and  pas- 
■ODB,  which  are  at  once  sudden  and  durable  (what 
you  ind  in  no  other  nation),  aod  who  actually  "have 

00  society  (what  we  would  call  so),  as  you  maf  see  by 
Aeir  comedies ;  they  ha?e  no  real  comedy,  not  even 
ia  Gokfeni,  and  that  is  because  they  haje  no  society 
lo  draw  it  from.  > 

**  Tbdr  conversazioni  a|»  not  society  at  all.  Tlicy 
ffk  to  the  theatre  to  talk,  and  into  company  to  hold 
their  toogues.  Tlie  women  sit  in  a  circle,  and  the 
BKO  gather  into  groups,  or  tHey  play  at  dreary  faro, 
«  *  lotto  reode,'  for  small  sums.  Their  aoademie  are 
concerts  like  our  own,  with  better  music  and  more 
ferok  Hieir  best  things  are  the  carnival  balls  and 
■asqaerades,  when  every  body  runs  mad  for  six 

1  weeks.  After  their  dinners  and  suppers  they  make 
:  ektempore  verses  and  buffoon  one  another:  but  ll  is 
1  ia  a  httmour  which  you  woukl  not  enter  ibtOi  ye  of 
'the  north. 

1    **  In  their  houses  it  is  befter.    I  should  know  some- 
!  lUDf  of  the  matter,  having  had  a  pretty  general  expe- 
neaoe  among  their   Women,  from  the  fisherman's 
wife  up  to  the  Nobil  Damn,  whom  I  serve.    Their 
lystem  has  its  rules,  and  its  fitnesses,  and  its  deco* 
nuns,  so  as  (0  be  reduced  to  a  kind  of  discipline  or 
gane  at  hearts,  which  admits  few  devihtions,  unless 
joa  wish  to  lose  it.    They  are  extremely  tenacious, 
sod  jealout  as  furies,  not  permitting  their  lovers  even 
to  many  if  they  can  help  it,  and  keeping  them  always 
dote  to  them  in  public  as  in  private,  whenever  thsf 
ean.    In  short,  they  transfer  marriage  to  adultery, 
and  strike  the  not  out  of  that  commandment.    The 
reBson  b  that  they  marry  for  their  parents,  and  k>ve 
,  fisr  themselves.    They  exact  fidelity  frpm  a  k>ver  as  a 
,  4e]»t  ofhooour,  while  Uiey  pay  the  husband  as  a  trades- 
!  man,  that  is,  not  at  alL    You  hear  a  person's  cha- 
racter, male  or  female,  canvassed  not  as  depending 
00  tbcJr  conduct  to  their  husbands  or  wives,  but  to 
their  mistress  or  k>ver.    If  I  wrote  a  q^irto,  I  don't 
know  that  I  could  do  more  than  ampltfy  what  I  have 
here  noted.    It  is  to  be  observed  that  while  they  do 
all  this,  the  greatest  outward  respect  is  to  be  paid  to. 
the  husbands,  not  only  by  the  ladies,  but  by  their 
Scrventi — ^particulate  if  tffe  husband  serves  no  one 
himself  (which  is  not  often  the  case,  however) ;  so 
that  V<"i  would  often  suppose  them  relations — the 
Scrvente  making  the  figure  of  one  adopted  into  the 
t  famiSy.    Sometimes  the  ladies  run  a  little  restive  and 
ekipe,  or  divide,  or  make  a  scene ;  but  this  is  at  start- 
ing, generally,  when  they  know  no  better,  or  when 
they  (all  in  love  with  a  foreigner,  or  some  such  ano- 
Bu^, — aod  is  always  reckoned  unneoestary  and  sx- 
travagalkt. 

**  You  inquire  after  Dante's  Prophecy  :  I  have  not 
done  more  than  six  hundred  lines,  but  will  vaticinate 
at  leisuio. 


**Of  the  host  I  know  nothing.  No  cameos  or 
seals  are  to  be  cut  hereW  elsewhere  that  I  know  of, 
in  any  good  style.  Hobhouse  should  write  himself  to 
Thorwaldsen :  the  bust  was  made  and  paid  for  three 
years  ago. 

**  Prny  tell  Mrs  Leigh  to  request  Lady  Qyron  to 
urge  forward  the  transfer  from  the  funds.  I  wrote 
to  Lady  Byron  on  business  this  post,  addressed  to  the 
care  of  Mr  D.  Kinnaird.** 


LETTER   CCCLVIII. 

TO  MR  BANKES. 

«  RsTenoa,  Febmsr}'  ^i^H  1^- 
**  ^lci«nd  I  are  waiting  for  you  with  impatience ; 
but  I  suppose  we  must  give  way  to  the  attraction  of 
the  Bok>gne»e  galleries  for  a  time.  I  know  nothing 
of  pictures  myself,  and  care  almost  as  little ;  but  to 
me  there  are  none  like  the  Venetian — above  sJi,  Oior- 
gione.  t  remember  well  his  Judgment  of  Solomon  in 
the  Mariscalchi  in  Bologna.  The  real  mother  is 
beautiful,  exquisitely  beautiful.  Buy  her,  by  all 
means,  if  you  can,*  and  take  her  home  with  you  :  put 
her  in  safety;  for  be  assured  there  are  troublous  times 
brewing  for  Italy;  and  as  I  never  couki  keep «it  of 
a  row  in  my  life,  it  wiO  be  my  fate,  I  dare  say,  to*  bo 
over  hfiad  and  ears  in  it ;  but  no  matter,  these  are 
the  stronger  reasons  for  coming  to  see  me  soon. 

**I  have  more  of  Scott's  novels  (for  surlAy  they  are 
S#oti's)  since  we  met,  and  am  more  and  more  delight- 
ed. I  think  that  I  even  prefer  them  to  his  poetry, 
which  (by  the  way)  I  redde  for  ihe  first  time  in  my 
life  in  your  rooms  u  Trinity  College. 

^  There  are  some  curious  commentaries  on  Dante 
preserved  here,  which  you  shoqld  see.  Believe  me* 
ever,  faithfully  and  most  afiectiooately, 

'"Yours,  fifC." 


LETTER  CCCLIX. 

TO  MR  HURRAY. 

t  «  Rsvennii,  If  arch  lit,  MM. 

**  I  sent  yon  by  last  post  the  translation  of  the  First 

Canto  of  the  Morgante  Maggiore,  and  jrwh  you  to  ask 

Rose  about  the  word  '  sbergo,'  u  e.  *  usbergo,'  which 
!  I  have  trantilated  cuiraew.  I  suspect  that  it  means 
I  helmet  abo.  Now,  if  so,  which  of  tlJb  senses  is  best 
!  accordant  with  the  text  ?  I  have  adopted  cuirass, 
I  but  will  be  amenable  to  reasons.  Of  the  natives,  som^ 
I  say  one,  and  some  t'other;  hut  they  are  no  great 

'Fuscans  in  Roma^ha.  However,  I  will  ask  Sgricci 
\  (the  famous  improvisatore)  to-morrow,  who  is  a  na- 
i  tive  of  Ar^D.  The  Cdbntess  Guiccioli,  who  is 
I  redkoned  a  very  cultivated  young  lady,  and  the  die- 
I  tionary,  say  ciurase.    I  have  written  cuirass,  but 

helmet  nins  in  my  bead  nevertheless — and  will  run  in 
I  verse  very  well,  whilk  is  the  priodpal  ]^int.  I  w^^ 
'  ask  the  Sposa  Sp'na  Spmelli,  too,  the  Florentine  bride 
\  of  Count  Gabriel  Rusponi,  just  imported  from  Fk>- 

rence,  and  get  the  sense  out  of  somebody. 
I      ^  I  have  just  been  visiting  the  new  Cardinal,  vrho 
1  arrived  the  day  before  yesterday  in  his  legation.    He 
I  seems  a  good  okl  gentleman,  pious  and  simple,  and 
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not  quite  like  his  predecessor,  who  was  a  bon-TiTant, 
in  the  worldly  sense  of  the  Words. 

**  Enclosed  is  a  letter  which  I  received  some  time 
ago  from  Dallas,  it  will  explain  itself.  I  haTe  not 
answered  it.  This  comes  of  doing  people  good.  At 
one  time  or  another  (including  copyrights)  this  person 
has  had  about  fourteen  hundred  pounds  of  my  money, 
and  he  writes  what  he  calls  a  posthumous  work 
about  me,  and  -a  scrubby  letter  accusing  me  of  treat- 
ing him  ill,  when  I  never  did  any  such  thing.  It  is 
true  tha^  I  left  off  letter- writing,  as  I  have  done  with 
ahnost  every  body  else ;  but  I  can't  see  how  that  was 
misusing  him. 

^  I  look  upon  his  epistle  as  the  consequence  of  my 
not  sending  him  another  hundred  pounds,  which  he 
wrote  to  me  for  about  two  years  ago,  and  which  I 
thought  proper  to  withhold,  he  having  had  his  share, 
methought,  of  what  I  could  dispone  upon  others. 

**  In  your  last  you  ask  me  after  my  articles  of  do- 
mestic wants :  I  believe  they  aie  as  usual ;  tl\p  bull- 
dogs, magnesia,  soda-powden,  tooth-powders, 
brushes,  and  every  thing  of  the  kind  which  are  here 
nn^tainable.'  You  still  ask  me  to  return  io  England : 
alas !  to  what  purpose  ?  You  do  int  know  what  you 
are  requiring.  Return,  I  must,  probabl/,  some  day 
or  other  (if  I  live),  sooner  or  later ;  but  it  will  not  be 
for  pleasure,  nor  can  it  end  in  good.  You  inquire 
after  my  health  and  spirits  in  hu^e  letters:  my 
health  can't  be  very  bad,  for  I  cured  myselfof  a  sharp 
tertian  ague,  in  three  weeks,  with  cold  water,  which 
had  held  my  stoutest  gondolier  for  months,  notwith- 
standing all  the  bark  of  the  apothecary, — a  circum- 
stance which  surprised  Dr  Aglietti,  who  said  it  was 
a  proof  of  great  stamina,  particukirly  in  so  epidemic  a 
season.  I  did  it  out  of  dislike  to  the  taste  of  bark 
,( which  I  can't  bear),  and  succeeded,  contrary  to  the 
prophecies  of  every  body,  by  simply  taking  nothing  at 
aN.  As  to  spirits,  they  are  unequal,  now  high,  now 
lov,  Ifl^e  other  peoQ|e\  I  suppose,  and  depending 
upon  circumstances. 

**  Pray  send  me  W.  Scott's  new  novels.  What  are 
their  names  and  characters  ?  I  read  seme  of  his  for- 
mer ones,  at  least  once  a  day,  for  an  hour  or  so.  The 
last  are  too  hurried :  he  forgets  Raven^ood's  name, 
and  etAU  him  Edgar  and  then  Norniim:  and  Girder, 
the  cooper,  is  styled  now  Gilbert,  and  now  John; 
and  he  don't  make  enough  of  Montrose ;  but  Dalgetty 
is  excellent,  amf  so  is  Lucy  Ashton,  and  the  b — h 
her  mother.  What  is  IvmnAoe?  and  .what  do  you 
call  l^is  other  ?  are  there  two  ?  Pray,  make  him  write 
at  least  two  a  year :  I  like  fio  reading  so  well. 

^  The  editor  of  the  Bologna  Telegraph  has  sent  me 
a  paper  with  extracts  from  Mr  Mukick's  (his  name 
always  reminds  me  of  Muley  Moloch  of  Morocco) 
*  Atheism  answered*'  in  which  there  is  a  loag  euk>- 
gium  of  my  poesy,  and  a  great  *  compalimento  '-for 
iqy  misery.  I  never  could  understdtad  what,  they 
mesin  by  accusing  roe  of  irreligion.  However,  'they 
may  have  it  their  own  way.  This  gentleman  seems 
to  be  my  grAtt  admirer,  so  I  tak^what  he  says  in 
good  part,  as  he  evidently  intends  kindness,  to  which 
I  can't  accuse  myself  of  being  invincible. 

••  Yours,  fee." 


LETTER  CCCLX. 


TO  MR  MURRAY. 


«  Raremia.  MsTGli  nh,  tt». 

^  In  case,  in  your  country,  /ou  shoidd  not  readily 
lay  hands  on  the  Morgante  Maggiore,  I  send  you  the 
original  text  of  the  First  Canto,  to  correspond  with 
the  translation  which  I  sent  you  a  few  days  ago.  It 
is  from  the  Naples  edition  in  quarto  of  1732,— titof 
F7ontncs,  however,  by  a  trick 'of  thsjrade,  whiek 
you,  as  one  of  the  anied  sovereigns  of  the  profiesiioB, 
will  perfectly  understand  without  any  further  ^ie 
gazione. 

^  It  is  strange  ^t  here  nobody  understands  the 
real  precise  meaqing  of  *jbergo,\  or  'usbergo,**  to 
old  Tuscan  wprd,  which  I  ^ve  rendered  cmross  (but 
am  not  sure  it  is  not  helmet),  I  have  asked  at  lesst 
twenty  people,  leamedimd  ignorant,  male  and  remaie, 
including  poets  ,aDd  officers  civil  and  military.  Tbe 
dictionary  says  CMtross,  but  gives  no  authority;  and 
a  female  friend  of  mine  says  positivsly*  cmrasSi 
which  makes  me  doubt  the  fact  still  more  than  be- 
fore. Oinguen^  says  'bettnet  de  fer, '  with  the 
usijal  superficial  decision  of  a  Frenchman,  so  that  I 
can't  believe  him :  and  what  between  the  dictionaiy, 
the  Italiiln  woman,  and  tbe  Frenchman,  there  isao 
trusting  to  a  word  they  say.  The  context  too,  which 
should  decide^  admits  equally  of  either  nieannig«  si 
you  will  perceive.  Ask  Rose,  Hobhouse,  MeriTsle, 
and  Foscolo,  and  vot«  with  the  majority.  Is  Frae  s 
goodl^iscan  ?  if  he  be,  bother  him  too.  I  have  tried, 
you  see,  to  be  as  accurate  as  I  well  oanld.  Thii  is 
my  tliird  or  fourth  letter,  or  packet,  withiii  the'kst 
twenty  days." 


LETTER  CCCLXL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna.  MsKh  14th.  ML 
.  ^  Enclosed  is  Dante's  Prophecy-^Vision-or  wfast 
not.t  When?  I  have  left  more  than  one  readitf 
(which  I  have  done  often),  you  may  adopt  that  whiel 
Giffbrd,  Frere,  Rose,  and  Hobhouse,  and  othcn  d 
your  Utican  Senate  ^hink'  the  beat;  or  least  bad.  Tbe 
preface  will  explain  all  that  is  explicabie.  These  in 
but  the  four  Brst  cantos :  if  approved,  I  wiO  goos. 

^  Pray,  mind  in  printing;  and  let  some  good  ItsKao 
scholar  correct  the  Ittiian  quotatiupsb 

**  Four  days  ago  I  was  overtomed  in  an  open  car 
riage  between  the  river  and  a  fteep  bank  :~whcek 
dashed  to  pieces,  slight  bruises,  narrow  escape,  sad 
all  that;  but  no  harm  donp,  though  coachmaQ,- foot- 
man, horses,  and  vehicle,  were  all  mk^.  U)^«^ 

«  It  has  been  floggeated  to  me  that  oibervo  i«  obriosly 
the  same  as  haaberk.  hateixeon.  ko,  all  from  the  Ooatf 
Aai«-fr«f^,  or  coverinf  of  (he  neck. 

t  There  were  in  this  Poem.  oriciaaOy.  three  Unci  of  re- 
markable strength  and  sererity,  «rhi<;h.  a*  tlw  ItaliiA  P^t 
against  whom  they  were  dfarected  was  then  lirlsg.  ««• 
oinittedin  tbe  imUlcation.   I  Shall  here  give  than  ttm 


<  The  proMttatloo  of  M»  Mint  aaii  wife. 
Both  besutifal,  and  both  by  Um  debated. 
Shall  salt  his  bread  ud  ghtt  bla  BMBtorUfe." 
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Oe  BMarooL  It  was  owing  to  bad  driTuig,  as  I 
aj;  but  the  coarhman  swears  to  »  start  oa  tbepart 
of  the  hoTKS.  We  went  against  a  post  on  the  verge 
ofa  steep  bank,  and  capsised.  I  usually  go  out  of  the 
town  ID  a  carriage,  and  meet  the  saddle  horses  at  the 
bridge;  It  was  in  going  there  that  we  boggled;  but 
1  goc  jmr  ride,  as  usual,  after  the  accident.  They  say 
here  it  was  all  owing  to  St  Antonio  of  Padua  (serious, 
I  assure  you),— who  does  thirteen  miracles  9.  day,— 
that  worse  did  not  come  of  it.  1  have  no  pbjecUon 
to  this  being  his  fourteenth  in  the  four-and-tweoty 
hoora.  He  presides  oTer  overtams  and  all  escapes 
therefrom  it  seems ;  and  they  dedicate  picluies,  &«. 
10  hinu  as  the  sailon  once  dkl  to  Neptune,  after  *  the 
higtt  nonnti  ntshioiL 

**  Yours,  in  haste." 


LETTER  CCCLXIL 

TO  MR  MORRAY. 

•RsTenna,  March  90th,  18». 

"Last  post  I  sent  you  *  The  Vision  of  Dante,'— 

fov  first  Cantos.    Enclosed  you  will  find,  line  for 

fiae,  in  third  rhyme  (terza  rimaj,  of  which  your 

i  Britkh  blackguard  reader  as  yet  understands  nothing, 

\  Fanny  of  Rimini.    You  know  that  she  was  bom  here, 

:  sad  married,  and  slain,  from  Caiy,  Boyd,  and  such 

I  people.     I  have  done  it  into  cramp  English,  line  for 

!  iM,  and  rhyme  for  rliyrme,  to  try  the  possibility. — 

Yea  bad  best  append  it  to  the  poems  already  sent  by 

kit  three  posts.    I  shall  not  allow  you  to  play  the 

(ricka  you  did  last  year,  with  the  prose  you  posi- 

Kribed  CO  Bfazeppa,  .which  1  sent  to.  you  not  to  be 

pablished,  if  not  .in  a  periodical  paper,— and  thi;re 

jou  tacked  it,  without  a  word  of  explanation.- If  this 

is  published,   publish    it   with  the  oriyhuUj   and 

togtther  with  the  Fulci  translation,  ,or  the  Daitie 

imiiaticn.    1  suppose  you  have  both  by  now,  and 

the  Juan  long  before. 


**  FRANCBSCA  OF  RIMINL 
Trmulaiion  from  tht  btftmo  qf  Dante,  Canto  btk. 

**ThelJa)dwhereIwasbomtiUby  theaeaa,  , 
l^poa  that  •here  to  -which  the  Po  descends. 
With  all  his  foUowert.  in  search  of  peace. 

Lot e,  which  the  gentle  heart  soon  apprehends. 
Seised  hia  for  the  Air  penoa  which  was  ta'ea 
From  me,  and  me  even  yet  thounode  otfeads. 

Lore,  who  to  none  l>elQved  to  loT%«;ain 
RemitSk  seized  me  with  wish  to  please,  so  strong. 
That,  as  thou  seest,  yst,  yet  it  doth  remain. 

Love  to  one  death  conducted  us  along,  , 

Bat  Calna  waits  lor  liim  our  life  who  ended: ' 
These  were  the  accents  at  ter'd  by  her  tonfue.— — 

Sdcct  first  I  Uslen'd  to  these  sonis  oitended, 
I  bowVI  my  visage  and  so  kepi  it  tUl~ 

(  tAen\ 
■What  thinh'st  thou  ?'  said  the  bard  i  \  i^hen )  lofibended 

kui  recommeneed :  *  Alas !  unto  such  ill 
How  many  sweet  thoughts,  what  strong  ecsturies 
Led  these  their  erll  fort^ne  to  Aflfll  1 ' 

And  (ben  I  tnm'd  nnto  their  side  my  eyes. 
And  said, '  Francesca,  thy  sad  destinies 
HsTO  made  nie  sorrow  till  the  tears  arise. 

Bat  tell  me,  ia  the  season  of  sweet  sighs » 
By  what  and  how  (hy  Lore  to  Passion  rose. 

] 


80  as  his  dim  desires  to  reoognbe  ?  * 
Then  she  to  me :  *  The  greatest  of  all  woes 
f  recall  to  mind  ) 
Is  to   (  remind  as  of  I  our  happy  days 

(  tkU  \ 
In  misery,  and  (  that  ]  tuy  teacher  knows. 
Bat  if  to  learn  oor  passion's  first  root  preys 
Upon  thy  spirit  with  sach  sympathy, 


i    retato     i 
1  I  d- ' 


I  will  I  do*  eren  S  as  he  who  weeps  and  soys. 

We  read  one  day  for  pastime,  seated  nigh. 

Of  Lancilot,  how  Lore  enchain'd  him  too 

We  were  alofie,  quite  onsuspicioosly. 
But  oft  our  eyes  met,  and  oar  cheeks  in  hue 

All  o'er  discolour  >d  by  that  reading  were ; 

f   overthrew    \ 

Bat  one  point  only  wholly  \  us  o'erthrew;  J 
/        dfired       \ 
When  we  read  tbe   (long-sighed-lbr  j  smile  of  her, 

i  a  fervent  > 
•  To  be  thus  kiss'd  by  such   (  devoted  I  lover, 
«    He  who  fhHtt  me  can  be  divided  ne'er 
Kis8*d  my  month,  trenJbling  in  the  act  all  over. 

Accursed  was  the  book  and  he  who  wrote ! 

That  day  no  Airther  leaf  we  did  uncover^ 

While  thus  one  Spirit  told  us  of  their  lot. 

The  other  wept,  so  that  with  pity's  thralis 

1  swoon'd  as  if  by  death  I  had  been  smote, 
Anilfiill  down  even  as  a  dead  body  lUls.' " 


LETTER  CCCLXUI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

*'  Ravenna,  Mfrch  S3d,  1830. 

**  I  hare  received  your  letter  of  the  7th.  Besides 
the  four  packets  you  have  ah^ady  received,  1  have 
sent  the  Puld  a  few  days  after,  and  since  (a  few  days 
ago}  the  four  first  Cantos  of  Dante's  Prophecy  (the 
best  thing  1  ever  wrote,  if  it  be  not  uHifiielligibU)^ 
and  by  last  post  a  literal  translation,  word  for  vrord 
(versed  like  the  original),  of  the  episode  of  Francesca. 
of  Rimini.  1  want  to  hear  what  you  think  of  the 
new  Juans,  and  the  transhUions,  and  the  Visioik 
They  are  all  things  that  are,  or  ought  to  be,  very 
different  from  one  another. 

**  If  you  choose  to  make  a  print  from  the  Venetian, 
you  may  ;  but  she  don't  correspond  at  all  to  the  cha- 
radfer  you  mean  her  to  represent.  On  the  contrary^ 
tlie  Contessa  G.  does  (except  that  she  is  foir),  and 
is  much  prettier  thah  the  Fomarina ;  but  I  have  no 
pictureof  her  except  a-miniative,  which  is  very  ill 
done ;  and,  besides,  it  would  not  be  proper,  on  any 
account  whatever,  to  make  such  a  use  of  it,  even  if 
you  had  a  copy. 

^  Recollect  that  the  two  new  Cantos  only  count 
with  us  for  one.  You  may  put  the  Puici  and  Dante 
together :  perhaps  that  were  best.  So  you  have  put 
your  name  to  Juan,  after  all  your  panic  You  are 
a  rare  fellow  .~I  must  now  put  myself  in  a  passion 
to  continue  vy  prose. 

**  Yours,  &c. 

^  I  have  caused  vrrite  to  Thorwaldsen.  Pray  be 
careful  im  sending  my  daughter's  picture — I  mean, 
that  it  be  not  hurt  in  the  carriage,  for  it  is  a  journey 
rather  long  and  jolling." 

*  *  In  some  of  the  editions,  it  is '  diro,*  in  others '  Ihro;  * 
—an  essential  dilTerence  between  '  saying'  and  '  doing,* 
which  I  know  not  how  to  decide.  Ask  Poecolo,  Tbe  d— d 
editions  drive  me  mad.** 
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LETTER  CCCLXIV. 

TO  MR  MUBEAY. 

"  RftTenna,  March  28(h,  1829. 

** Enclosed  is  a  'Screed  of  Doctrine '  for  you,  of 
fihich  I  will  trouble  you  to  acknowledge  the  receif  t 
by  next  post  Mr  Hobhouae  must  hare  the  cor- 
rection of  it  for  the  press.  You  may  show  it  first  to 
whom  you  please. 

^I  wish  to  know  what  became  of  my  two  Epistles 
from  St  Paul  (translated  from  the  Armenian  three 

years  ago  and  more),  and  of  the  letter  to  R tsof 

last  autumn,  which  you  never  have  attended  to? 
There  are  two  packets  with  this. 

^  P.S.  I  have  some  thoughts  of  publishing  Che 
'HinU  from  Horace,'  written  ten  years  ago^*— if 
Hobhouse  can  rummage  them  out  of  my  papers  left 
a(  his  father's, — with  some  omissions  and  alterations 
preriously  to  be  made  when  I  see  the  proo^** 


LETTER  CCCLXV. 


TO  MR. 

•RaTenna.  March  SOlh,  lOO. 

''Herewith  you  will  receive  a  note  (enclosed)  on 
Pope,  which  ^u  will  find  tally  with  a  part  of  the 
text  of  hst  post.  I  have  at  kut  lost  all  patience  with 
the  atrocious  cant  and  nonsense  about  Pope,  with 
which  our  present  *  ^  are  oyerflowing,  and  am  de> 
termined  to  make  such  head  againftt  it  as  an  indivi- 
dual can,  by  prose  or  verse;  and  I  will  at  least  do  it 
with  good-win.  Thevfris  no  bearing  it  any  bnger; 
and  i  it  goes  on,  it  will  destroy  what  JiUle  good 
writing  or  taste  remains  amongst  us.  I  hope  Uiere 
are  stiU  a  few  men  of  taste  to  second  me ;  but  if  not, 
111  battle  it  abne,  convinced  that  it  is  in  the  best 
cause  of  English  literature. 

**  I  have  sent  you  so  many  packets,  verse  and  piose, 
lately,  that  you  wiD  betired  of  the  postage,  if  m^  of 
itf  perusal.  I  vrant  to  answer  some  parts  of  your 
last  letter,  but  I  have  not  time,  for  I  must '  boot  and 
saddle,'  as  my  Captain  Craigengelt  (an  officer  of  the 
oki  Napoleon  Italian  army)  is  in  waiting,  and  my 
groom  and  cattle  to  boot. 

**  You  have  given  me  a  screed  of  metaphor  and 
what  not  about  Ptf/ct,  and  manners,  and  'going 
"without  clothes,  like  Our  Saxon  ancestors.'  Now, 
the  8ax<m»  did  not  go  wUhout  clothe* ;  and,  in  the 
next  place^  they  are  not  my  ancestors,  nor  yours  ei- 
ther ;  for  mine  were  Norman,  and  yours,  I  toke  it  by 
your  name,  trere  Gael.  And,  m  the  next,  I  differ 
from  you  about  the '  refinement'  which  has  banished 
the  comedies  of  Congreve^    Are  not  the  comedies  of 

*  When  nakiBK  the  uijsei  ? atlopi  wUch  occur  in  the  early 
part  of  this  worii,  on  the  •iofolar  preference  given  by  tlie 
noble  antbor  to  the  *  Hlnl«  from  Horace,*  I  waa  not  aware 
ofthe  revival  of  this  stranga  pcedilection.whicbCaf  ii  appean 
firom  the  above  letter,  and.  stiU  more  stronirlr*  from  some 
that  follow)  tofdc  place  so  many  yean  after,  in  the  Aill  ma- 
Inrity  of  his  powers  and  taste.  Such  a  delosion  i«  hardly 
eonceirable,  and  can  only,  perfaapa.  beacconnted  for  by 
that  tenaciousnesf  of  early  opinions  and  impreadoiii  by 
which  hia  rolnd.  in  otlier  respects  so  versatile,  was  charae- 
teilscd. 


5Aeru2«t  acted  to  the  thioBeit  houses?  Iihseie(a8 
ex^ommittsdi  that  *The  Sobool  for  Scandal'  was 
the  worst  ttoek  piece  upon  reoord.  I  also  know 
that  Congreve'gave  up  writing  because  Mrs  Cent- 
livre's  balderdash  drove  his  comedies  of.  So  it  ii 
not  decency,  but  stupidity,  that  does  all  this;  for 
Sheridan  is  as  decent  a  vrriter  as  need  be,  and  Ceo- 
greve  no  worse  than  Mrs  Centlivre,  of  whom  WiOM 
(the  actor)  said,  not  only  her  play  woqU  be  damned, 
but  she  too.'  He  alludeff  to  'A  Bold  Stroke  for  s 
Wife.'  But  bst,  and  most  to  the  purpose,  Paki  is 
not  an  indecent  writer— at  least  in  kii  first  Osoto, 
as  you  vrin  have  perceived  by  this  time. 

**  You  talk  of  fx/!iiemen^:— areyouaOMorvBo- 
ral?  are  you  eo  ftmral?  No  tueh  thing.  /  know 
what  the  worid  i»  in  E^land,  by  my  own  proper 
experience  of  the  best  of  it— at  least  of  the  kftiest; 
and  I  iiave  described  it  every  where  as  it  is  to  he 
found  in  all  places. 

"•  But  to  return.  I  shouM  like  to  see  the  jtrooft 
of  mine  answer,  because  there  «riU  btf  something  to 
omit  or  to  alter.  But  pray  kt  h  be  carefoOy  printed. 
When  eoDvenient  let  me  have  ao  answer. 

**Yoan,» 


LETTTER  CCCLXVI. 

TO  MR  HOPPNBR. 

«Rwenna,  Hstvk Slsti  l» 
♦        ♦        ♦        ♦        «        « 

^  Ravenna  continues  much  the  same  as  I  described 
it.  Conversazioni  ofl  Lent,  and  much  better  sms 
than  any  at  Venice.  There  are  small  games  M  k- 
sard,  that  is,  fisro,  where  nobody  can  point  bbok 
than  a  shilling  or  two;— other  card-tables,  aid  u 
much  talk  and  coffee  as  you  please.  Ereiy  body 
does  and  says  what  they  please;  and  I  do  not  reeol- 
lect  any  disagreeable  evtots,  except  being  three  tinei 
falsely  accused  of  flirtation,  and  once  being  robbed  of 
six  sixpences  by  a  nobleman  of  the  city,  a  Count  ***. 
I  did  not  suspect^he  illustrious  deUnqueot;  bottbe 
Countess  y^**  and  the  Marquis  Ij***  toM  ks  of  ii 
directly,  and  also  that  it  was  a  vray  he  had,  of  flelh 
ing  money  when  he  saw  it  before  him ;  but  I  did  sot 
ax  him  for  the  cash,  but  contented  myself  with  teOiof 
him  that  if  he  did  it  again,  I  should  antkspate  the 
law. 

**  There  is  to  be  a  theatre  in  April,  and  aftir,  sad 
an  opera,  and  another  opera  in  June,  besides  the  foe 
weather  of  nature's  'giving,  and  the  rides  hi  tti  1^ 
rest  of  Pine.  With  my  best  respects  lo  lln  Hopp- 
nernbelieve  me  ever,  ko. 

«BT10!C. 

^  P.a  Could  you  give  me  an  item  of  what  boob 
remam  at  Venice  f  I  dovi^t  want  them,  bat  wtst  lo 
know  whe^er  the  few  that  are  not  here  are  there, 
and  were  not  kst  by  the  way.  I  hope  and  tmstfoo 
have  got  all  your  wme  safe,  and  that  it  is  drinkable. 
Allegra  is  prettier,  I  think,  but  as  ohstiaate  ss  « 
mule,  tmd  as  ravenous  as  a  vukure :  health  good,  V> 
judge  of  the  complexion — ^temper  tolerable,  bat  far 
vanity  and  pertinacity.  She  thinks  beneV  hssd- 
some,  and  wBl  do  as  she  pleases." 
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LETT»»  OCCLXVlf. 

TO  ME  MI^BRAT. 


,ApAl9th,  1820. 

'^In  the  BMiie  of  all  the  devib  in  the  printing^ffice, 
wkj  don't  yea  write  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of 
i^  aeoond,  third,  and  Yourth  packeC«»  viz.  the  Puloi 
and  original,  the  Danticles,  the  Obsenra- 
ott,  &C.  ?  You  forget  that  jou  keep  me  in  hot 
tin  I  knew  whether  they  are  arrired,  or  if  I 
mmi,  hare  the  bore  of  reoopying. 

♦        ♦       *       ♦       ♦ 

*^HaTe  yon  gptten  the  cream  of  translations,  Fran- 

cesea  of  Rimini,  from  the  Inferno/    Why,  I  have 

i  eeot  yo«  m  warehouse  of  trash  within  Ihe  hist  month, 

>  and  you  have  no  son  of  feeling  about  you :  a  pastry- 

Icook  wooU  have  had  twice  the  gratitude,  and  thanked 
■e  at  ksst  for  the  quantity. 
**T6  oaake  the  letter  heavier,  I  enclose  you  the 
OsnlMMJ  Legate's  (our  Campeius>  circular  for  his 
oQBTcnaaiooe  this  evening.  It  is  Uie  anniversary  of 
the  Pope's  iiarutioa,  and  all  polite  christians,  even 
of  the  Lutheran  creed,  must  go  and  be  civiL  And 
there  will  be  a  cirde.  and  a  faro-table  (for  shillings, 
that  is»  they  don't  allow  high  play),  and  all  th^ 
kniMj,  nobility,  and  sanctity  of  Rarenna  present. 
The  Cardinal  himself  is  a  very  good-natured  little 
Mow,  bvfaop  of  Muda,  and  legate  here,— a  decent 
fae&ever  in  all  the  doctriues  of  the  church.  He  has 
kept  hie  housekeeper  these  forty  years  ^  *  *  * ; 
hat  is  reckoned  a  pious  man  and  a  moral  liver. 
**  I  am  not  quite  sure  Uiat  i  won*t  be  among  you 

*  this  aotiuan,  for  I  find  that  business  doj^'t  go  on— 
\  what  with  trustees  and  hiwyers--as  it  shouki  do, 
'  '  with  all  deliberate  speed.'   Tbsy  differ  about  invest* 

■eais  in  Irefamd. 

«  Between  the  devil  «ii4  deep  les. 
Between  the  lawyer  and  trustee, 

I  am  puxxled;  and  so  much  time  is  kwt  by  my  not 
I  bciag  upon  the  spot,  what  with  answeo,  demurs, 
j  Rjoiaders,  that  it  may  be  I  must  come  and  k>ok  to  it; 

foi  one  says  do,  and  t'  other  don't,  so  that  I  know 
I  not  which  way  to  turn :  but  perhaps  they  can  manage 

without  me. 

I  «  Yours,  &c. 

'     **P^.  I  have  begun  a  tragedy  on  the  subject  of 

BlariDO  Paliero,  the  Doge  of  Venice;  but  you  sha'nV 
;  see  it  these  six  years,  if  you  doD*t  acknowledge  my 

*  packets  with  more  quickness  and  precision.  Altoayt 
j  »rile,  if  ha  a  line,  by  return  of  post,  when  any 

thiag  arrivea,  which  is  not  a  mere  letter; 

**Addre«  direa  to  Ravenna;  it  saves  a  week's 
.  toK,  and  mach  postftge." 


LETTER   CCCLXVin. 

TO  MR  MURRAY.  •    • 

«  Ravenna,  April  Kith.  1820 
"Post  after  post  arrives  without   bringing  any 
tduiowledgment  from  yon  of  the  different  packets 
!  (excepting  the  first)  which  I  have  sent  within  the  last 


two  months,  all  of  which  ought  to  be  arrived  long  ere 
now;  and  as  they  were  ^pnounoed  io-  other  letters, 
yon  ought  at  least  to  say  whether  they  are  come  or 
■ot.  You  are  not  expect^  to  write  frequent,  or 
h>ng  letters,  as  your  time  is  much  occupied ;  but 
when  parcels  that  havecost  some  pains  in  the  com- 
position, and  great  trouble  in  the  copying,  are  sent 
to  you,  I  should  at  least  be  put  out  of  suspense,  by 
the  immediate  acknowledgment,  per  return  of  pcMt, 
addressed  directi^  to  Ravenna,  1  am  naturally- 
knowing  what  continental  posts  are— anxkrak  to  bear 
that  they  are  arrived ;  especially  as  I  k>athe  the  task 
of  copymg  so  much,  that  if  there  was  a  human  being 
that  could  copy  my  blotted  MSS.,  he  should  have  all 
they  can  ever  brmg  for  his  trouble.  All  I  desire  is 
two  lines,  to  say,  such  a  day  I  received  such  a 
packet.  There  are  at  least  six  unacknowledged. 
This  is  neither  kind  nor  courteous. 

^  I  have,  besides,  another  reason  for  desiring  you 
to  be  q>eedy,  which  is,  that  there  is  that  brewing 
in  Italy  which  vrill  speedily  cut  off  all  security  of 
communication,  and  set  all  your  Angk>-travellers 
flying  in  eveiy  direction,  with  their  usual  fortitude  in 
foreign  tumults.  The  Spanish  and  Prench  afEiuri 
have  set  the  Italians  m  a  ferment ;  and  no  wonder : 
they  have  been  too  k>ng  trampled  on.  This  will  make 
a  sad  scene  for  your  exquisite  traveller,  but  not  for 
the  resident,  who  naturally  wwhes  a  people  to  redress 
itself.  I  shall,  if  permitted  by  tlie  natives,  remain  to 
see  what  will  come  of  it,  and  perhaps  to  take  a  turn 
with  them,  like  Dugald  Dalgetty  and  his  horse,  in 
case  of  business;  for  I  shall  think  it  by  far  the  most 
interesting  spectade  and  moment  m  existence,  to  see 
the  Italians  send  tiie  barbarians  of  all  nations  back  to 
their  own  dens.  I  have  lived  long  enough  among 
them  to  feel  more  for  them  as  a  nation  than  for  any 
other  people  in  existence.  But  they  want  union,  and 
they  want  principle;  and  I  doubt  their  success. 
However,  they  will  try,  probably,  and  if  they  do,  it 
will  be  a  good  cause.  No  lu&Uan  can  hate  an  Aus- 
trian  more  than  I  do :  unless  it  be  the  Engli8b,  the  Aus- , 
trians  seem  to  me  the'  most  obnoxious  race  under 
the  Ay. 

*^  But  I  doubt,  if  any  thing  he  done,  it  won't  be  so 
quietly  as  in  Spain.  To  be  sure,  revolutions  are  not 
to  be  made  with  rose-water,  where  there  are  foreigners 
as  masters. 

^  Write  while  you  can;  for  it  is  b«t  the  toss  up  of 
a  paul  that  there  will  not  be  a  row  that  will  somewhat 
retard  the  maM  by  and  by. 

"  Yours,  &C." 


LETTER  CCCLXIX. 

TO  MR  HOPP!VER. 

•RsTenna,  April  18th,  1820. 
"  I  have  caused  write  to  Siri  and  Willhalm  to  send 
with  Vincensa,  m  a  boat,  the  camp-beds  and  swords 
left  in  their  care  when  I  quitted  Venice.  There  are 
also  several  pounds  of  Mantbtt's  best  powder  in  a 
japan  case ;  but  unJeee  I  felt  sure  of  getting  it  awaj 
from  V.  without  seizure,  I  won't  liave  it  ventured.  I 
can  get  it  m  here,  by  means  of  an  acquaintance  ia 
the  customs,  who  has  offered  to  get  it  ashore  forme; 
but  should  Uke  to  be  certiorated  of  its  safety  in  leaving 
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Venice.    I  would  not  lose  it  for  its  weight  in  goldr— 
there  is  none  such  in  Italy,  as  I  take  it  to  be. 

^  I  wrote  to  you  a  week  or  so  ai^,  and  hope  you 
are  in  good  plight  and  spirits.  Sir  Humphry  Dary  is 
here,  and  was  last  night  at  the  Cardinal's.  As  I  had 
been  there  last  Sunday,  and  yesterday  was  warm,  I 
did  not  go,  which  I  should  have  done,  if  I  had  thought 
of  meeting  the  man  of  chemistry.  He  called  this 
morning,  and  I  shall  go  in  search  of  him  at  Corso 
lime.  I  belieTe  to-day,  being  Monday,  there  is  no 
great  ocfbTersazione,  and  only  the  family  one  at  the 
ifivchese  Cavalli's,  where  1  go  as  a  relation  some- 
times, so  that,  unless  he  stays  a  day  or  two,  we  should 
hardly  meet  in  public. 

**  The  theatre  is  to  open  in  May  for  the  fiur/  if  there 
is  not  a  row  in  all  Italy  by  that  time,— the  Spanish 
business  has  set  them  all  a  codslitutioning,  and  what 
will  be  the  end,  no  one  knows — it  is  also  necessary 
thereunto  to  have  a  beginning. 

"Youre,  &c. 

''P.S.  My  benedictioa  to  Mrs  Hoppner.  How  is 
your  little  boy  ?  AUegra  is  growing,  and  has  increased 
in  good  k>oks  and  obstinai^." 

« 
LETTER 'CCCI.XX. 

TO  BIB  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  April  Sd,  1820 . 

''The  proofs  don't  contain  the  Uist  stanzas  of 
Canto  Second,  but  end  abruptly  with  the  I06th 
stansa. 

**I  told  you  tong  ago  that  the  new  Cantos*  were 
not  good,  and  I  also  toid  you  a  reason.  Recollect, 
I  do  not  oblige  you  to  publish  them;  you  may  sup- 
press them,  if  you  like,  but  I  can  alter  nothing.  I 
have  erased  the  six  stanzas  about  those  two  impos- 
tors *  *  ♦  ♦  (which  I  suppose  will  give 
you  great  pleasure),  but  I  can  do  no  more.  I  can 
neither  recast,  nor  replace ;  but  I  give  you  leave  to 
put  it  all  into  the  fire,  if  you  like,  or  not  to  publish, 
.and  1  think  that's  sufficient  • 

**  I  toki  you  that  I  vrrote  on  with  no  good-will— that 
I  had  been,  not  frightened,  but  hurt  by  th<^  outcry, 
and,  besides,  that  whe^^  I  vrrote  last  November,  I 
was  ill  m  body,  and  in  very  great  distress  of  mind 
about  some  private  things  of  my  ovni ;  but  you  would 
have  it :  so  I  sent  it  to  you,  and  to  make  it  lighter, 
cut  ilia  two— but  I  cain't  piece  it  together  again.  I 
can't  cobble :  I  must  *  either  make  a  spoon  or  spoil  a 
horn,' — and  there's  an  end;  for. there's  no  remeid: 
but  I  leave  you  (roe  will  to  suppress  the  whole,  if  you 
like  it. 

^  About  the  Morgante  Maggiore,  ■Iwon*t  have 
aline  omitted.  It  may  circulate,  or  it  may  not; 
but  all  the  criticism  on  earth  sha'n't  touch  a  line, 
unless  it  be  because  it  is  badly  translated.  Now' 
you  say,  and  1  say,  and  others  say,  that  the  transla- 
tion isa  good  one;  and  so  it  shall  go  to  press  as  it  is. 
Puici  must  answer  for  his  own  irreligioa :  I  answer 
for  the  translation  only. 

«  «  41  «  ¥  « 

**  Pray  let  Mr.  Hobhouse  kwk  to  the  Italian  next 
time  in  the  proqfe :  this  time,  while  I  am  scribbling 
to  you,  they  are  corrected  by  one  who  passes  for  the 

*0f  Don  Joan. 


prettiest  woman  in  Romagna,  and  even  the  Marches, 
as  br  as  Ancooa,  be  the  other  who  she  may. 

^I  am  glad  you  like  my  answer  to  your  inquiries 
about  Italian  society.-  It  is  fit  yon  should  Hka 
eomething^^d  be  d— d  to  you. 

^'My  k>ve  0  Scott  1  shall  think  higher  of 
knighthood  ever  after  for  his  being  dubbed.  By  the 
way^  he  is  the  first  poet  titled  for  his  talent  in  Britain: 
it  has  happened  abroad  before  now ;  but  on  the  con- 
tinent titles  are  universal  and  worthless.  Why  doo't 
you  send  me  Ivanhoe  and  ihe  Monastery  ?  I  hare 
never  written  to  Sir  Walter>  for  I  know  he  has  a 
thousand  things,  and  I  a  thousand  nothings,  to  do; 
but  I  hope  to  see  -him  at  Abbouford  before  very 
long,  and  I  will  sweat  his  claret  for  him,  though 
Italian  abstemioqpiess  has  made  my  brain  but  a 
shflpit  ooncem  for  a  Scotch  sitting  *  inter  pocula.'  I: 
k>ve  Scott,  and  Moore,  and  all  the  better  brethieo; 
but  I  hate  and  abhor  that  puddle  of  water-wonss 
whom  you  have  taken  into  your  troop. 

"  Yours,  &c 

"P.S.  You  say  that  one-hayia  rerj  good:  you 
are  wrong;  for,  if  it  were,  it  would  be  the  finest 
poem  in  existence.  Where  ia  the  poetry  of  wWch 
one-ha\f  is  good?  is  it  the  JEneid?  is  it  MilUm'tJ 
is  it  Dry  den*  e?  is  it  any  one's  except  Pop^  aod 
Croldsmith's,  of  which  all  is  good?  and  yet  tbeietwo 
last  are  the  poets  your  pond  poets  would  explode. 
But  if  one-half  of  the  two  new  Cantos  be  good  in 
your  opinion,  what  the  devil  would  you  have  oioie? 
No— no ;  no  poetry  is  generally  good— on^  )n  ^^ 
and  starts— and  you  are  lucky,  to  get  a  sparkle  lioe 
and  there.  You  might  as  "Well  want  a  midnight  aU 
stare  as  rhyme  all  perfect , 

**  We  ar^  on  the  verge  of  a  row  here.  Last  nifht 
they  have  overwritten  all  the  city  vralls  with  *Up 
with  the  republic !'  a»d  '  Death  to  the  Pope !'  Sec.  &c 
This  would  be  nothing  in  London,  where  the  walk 
are  privileged.  But  here  it  is  a  different  thing :  they 
are  not  used  to  such  fierce  political  inscriptions,  an^ 
the  police  is  all  on  the  alert,  and  the  Cardinal  glues 
pale  through  all  his  purple.   . 

•Aprilflth,  1820, 8  o'clock  f.s.    I 

**The  police  havebeen^  all  noon  and  after,  seareb- 1 
ing  for  the  inscribers,  but  have  caught  none  as  yet 
They  must  have  been  all  night  about  it,  (or  ^ 
*  Live  republics— Death  to  Popes  and  Priests,'  are 
innumerable,  and  plastered  over  all  the  palaces :  ouri 
has  plenty.  There  is  '  Down  with  the  Nobilitf.' 
too ;  they  are  down  enough  already,  for  that  "■**?: 
A  very  heavy  rain  and  vvihd  having  com*  on,  I «" 
not  go  out  and  '  skirr  the  countiy  ;*  but  i  shall  ■ooit 
to-morrow,  and  take  a  canter  among  the  P**''"^' 
who  are  a  savage,  resolute  race,  always  ritfint^ 
guns  in  their  hands.  I  wonder  they  don't  suipe«J 
the  serenaders,  for  they  play  on  the  guitar  here  •»' 
night,  as  in  Spain,  (o  their  mistresses. 

"Talking  of  poUtics,  as  Caleb  Qkiotem  »J^^^ 
look  at  the  conclusion  of  my  Ode  on  ^<*f*^ 
written  in  the  year  1816,  and,  comparing  it  withw 
Duke  dfe  Berry  Vcatastrophe  in  1830.  tdl  meif  IMW 
not  as  good  a  right  to  the  character  o'*''*^'! 
both  senses  of  the  word,  as  Fitzgerald  and  Colcndfe: 

<  Crimson  tears  wUl  follow  yet—* 
and  have  not  thfy  ? 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A.n.  laao. 


LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON. 


W 


"I  can't  pretend  to  foresee  whnt  wfll  happen 
you  Englishera  at  this  distance,  but  I  vaticinate 
a  row  in  Italj ;  in  if  billc  -  case,  I  don't  know  that  I 
won^  hare  a  finger  in  it.  I  dislike  the  Austrians, 
ud  think  the  Italians  infamously  oppressed ;  and  if 
th^  begin,  why,  I  will  recommend  *  the  erection  of  a 
upon  Drumsnab,'  like  Dugjdd  Dalgetty. " 


LETTER  CCCLXXI. 

TO  MR  MCRRAT. 

«  RsTenna,  May  8tb,  1820. 
"  From  your  not  having  written  again,  an  inten- 
6»  whieh  your  letter  of  the  7th  ultimo  indicated, 
I  have   to  presume  that  the  *  Prophecy  of  Dante' 
has  not  been  found  more  worthy  than  iu  predecessors 
in  the  eyes  of  your  iDustrious  synod.     In  that  case, 
you  will  be  in  some  perplexity ;  to  end  which,  I  re- 
peat to  you,  that  you  are  not  to  consider  yourself  as 
bound  or  pledged  to  publish  any  thing  because  it  is 
SUM,    but  always  to  act  according  to  your  own 
views,  or  opinions,  or  those  of  your  friends;  and  to 
be  sure  that  you  will  in  no  degree  offend  me  by  *  de- 
i  dining  the  article,'  to  use  a  technical  phrase.  The 
\  prote  observations  on  John  Wilson's  attack,  I  do 


oot  intend  for  publication  at  this  time ;  and  I  send  a 
copy  of  verses  to  Mr.  Rinnaird  (they  were  written  last 
jcar  on  crossing  the  Po)  which  must  not  be  pub- 
liAed  either.  I  mention  this,  because  it  is  proba- 
ble he  may  give  you  a  copy.  Pray  recollect  this,  as 
they  are  mere  verses  of  societj,  and  written  upon 
private  feelings  and  passions.  And,  moreover,  I  can't 
consent  to  any  mutilations  or  omissions  of  Pulci :  the 
original  has  be^n  ever  free  from  such  in  Italy,  the 
capital  of  Christianity,  and  the  translation  may  be  so 
m  England ;  though  you  vrill  think  it  strange  that 
they  should  have  allowed  such  freedom  for  many 
centories  to  the  M(»rgante,  while  the  other  day  they 
confiscated  the  whole  translation  of  the  Fourth  Canto 
cS  Chikie  Harold,  and  have  persecuted  Leom*,  the 
translator — so  he  vrrites  me,  and  so  I  could  have  told 
him,  had  he- consulted  me  before  his  publication. 
This  shows  how  much  more  politics  interest  men  in 
these  parts  than  religion.  Half  a  dozen  invectives 
against  tyranny  confiscate  Childe  Harold  in  a  month ; 
Slid  eight  and  twenty  cantos  of  quizzing  monks  and 
knights,  tuid  church  government,  are  let  loose  for 
centuries.    I  copy  Leoni's  account 

*^  *  Non  ignorera  forse  ohe  la  mia  versione  del  4^ 
Canto  del  Childe  Harold  f u  confiscata  in  ogni  parte : 
ed  io  stesso  ho  dovuto  sofinr  vessazioni  altrettanto 
ridioole  quanto  illiberali,  ad  arte  che  alcuni  versi 
fiDssero  esdusi  dalla  censura.  Ma  siccome  il  divieto 
Don  fa  d'ordinario  die  accrescere  la  curiosita  cosi  quel 
carme  suU*  Italia  ^  ricercato  pin  che  mat,  epenso 
di  Carlo  ristampare  in  Inghilterra  senza  nulla  esclu- 
dere.  Sciagurata  condizione  di  questa  mia  patria ! 
se  patria  si  puo-  chiamare  una  terra  cosi  awilita 
dalhi  fortnna,  dagli  upmini,  da  se  medesima.' 

**  Rose  will  translate  this  to  you.  Has  he  had  his 
letter?    I  enclosed  it  to  yon  monthaago. 

^  Thk  intended  piece  of  publication  I  shall  dissuade 
I  him  from,  or  he  may  chance  to  see  the  inside  of 
!  St  Aogeh>'8.    The  last  sentence  of  his  letter  is  the 


common  and  pathetic  sentiment  of  all  his  country- 
men. 

^  Sir  Humphry  Davy  v«ras  here  last  fortnight,  and 
I  was  in  his  company  in  the  house  of  a  very  pretty 
Italian  lady  of  rank,  who,  by  way  of  displaying  her 
learning  in  presence  of  the  great  chemist,  then  de- 
scribing his  fourteenth  ascension  of  Mount  Vesuvius, 
asked '  ifthere  wasnot  a  similar  volcano  in  Ireland?' 
My  only  notion  of  an  Irish  volcano  consisted  of  the 
kike  of  Rillamey,  which  I  naturally  conceived  her 
to  mean ;  but  on  second  thoughts  I  divined'that  she 
alluded  to  Jceland  and  to  Heda— and  so  it  proved, 
though  she  sustained  her  volcanic  topography  for 
some  time  with  all  the  amiable  pertinadty  of  *■  the 
feminie.*  She  soon  after  turned  to  me,  and  asked 
me  various  questions  fbout  sir  Humphry's  philoso- 
phy, and  I  explained  as  well  as  an  oracle  his  skill  in 
gasen  safety  lamps,  and  unglumg  the  Pompeian  MSS. 
'  But  what  do  you  call  him?'  said  she.  '  A  great 
chemist,'  quoth  I.  *  What  can  he  do  f  repeated 
the  lady.  '  Ahnost  any  thing,'  said  I.  *  Ob,  then, 
mio  caro,  do  pray  beg  him  to  give  me  something  to 
dye  my  eyebrows  black.  I  have  tried  a  thousand 
things,  and  4he  colours  all  come  off;  and  besides, 
they  donH  grow  :  can't  he  invent  something  to  make 
them  grow  f  All  this  with  the  greatest  earnestness ; 
and  what  you  will  be  surprised  at,  she  is  neither 
ignorant  por  a  fool,  but  really  well  educated  and  dever. 
But  they  speak  like  children,  when  first  out  of  their 
convents;  and,  after  all,  this  is  better  than  an  Eng- 
lish blue-stocking. 

**  I  did  not  tell  Sir  Humphry  of  this  kist  piece  of 
philosophy,  not  knovring  how  he  might  take  it.  Davy 
was  much  taken  with  Ravenna,  and  the  PRmrnYB 
lialianism  of  the  people,  who  are  unused  to  fo- 
reigners  :  but  he  only  staid  a  day. 

^  Send  me  Scott's  novels  and  some  news. 

*'  P.S.  I  have  begun  and  advanced  into  the  second 
act  of  a  tragedy  on  the  subject  of  the  Doge's  con- 
q>iracy  (i.  e.  the  story  of  Marino  Faliero);  but  my 
present  feeling  is  so  little  encouraging  on  such  mat- 
ters, that  I  begin  to  think  I  have  mined  my  talent  out, 
and  proceed  in  no  great  phantasy  of  finding  a  new 
vein. 

"  P.S.  I  sometimes  think  (if  the  Italians  don't  rise} 
of  coming  over  to  England  in  the  autumn  after  the 
coronation  (at  which  I  would  not  appear,  on  acoount 
of  my  family  schism),  but  as  yet  I  can  dedde  nothing. 
The  pkice  must  be  a  great  deal  changed  since  I  left 
it,  now  more  than  four  years  ago." 


LETTER  CCCLXXU. 

TO  MB  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  Msy  2(Hh»  1890. 
^  Murray,  my  dear,  make  my  respects  to  Thomas 
Campbell,  and  tdl  him  from  me,  with  faith  and 
friendship,  three  things  that  he  must  right  in  his  poets: 
Firstly,  he  says  Anstey's  Bath  Guide  Characters  are 
taken  from  Smollett.  'Tis  impossible :— the  Guide 
was  published  in  1766,  and  Humphrey  Clinker  in  1771 
— dunque,  'tis  Smollett  who  has  taken  from  Anstey. 
Secondly,  he  does  not  know  to  whom  Cowper  alludes, 
when  he  says  that  there  was  one  who  *  built  a  church 
I  43 
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to  God,  and  then  blaspbemed  his  name :'  it  was  *  Deo 
erexit  Voltaire'  to  whom  that  maniacal  Calvinist  and 
coddled  poet  alludes.  Thirdly,  he  misquotes  and 
spoils  a  passage  from  Shakspeare,  '  to  ffild  refined 
gold,  to  paint  the  lilj/  &c. ;  for  /t/y  he  puts  rote,  and 
bedevils  in  more  words  than  one  the  whole  quotation. 
^Now,  Tom  is  a  fine  follow;  but  he  ^ould  be 
correct :  for  the  first  is  an  injustice  (to  Anstey),  the 
second  an  ignorance,  and  the  third  a  blunder.  Tell 
him  all  this,  and  let  him  take  it  in  goo<l  part;  for  1 
might  have  rammed  it  into  a  review  and  rowed  him — 
instead  of  which,  I  act  like  a  Christian. 

**  Yours,  fee." 

LETTER  CCCLXXIII. 

TO  MR  MCRRAY. 

•Raveono,  Biay  Wh,  18M. 

**  First  and  foremost,  you  must  forward  my  letter  to 
Moore f  dated  2</  January,  which  I  said  you  might 
open,  but  desired  yov  to  forward.  Now,  you  should 
really  not  forget  these  little  things,  because  they  do 
miscliief  among  friends.  You  are  an  excellent  man, 
a  great  man,  and  Uve  among  great  men,  but  do  pray 
recollect  your  absent  friends  and  authors. 

**  In  the  first  pUce,  yourpeukets  ;  then  a  letter  from 
Kinnaird,  on  the  most  urgent  business;  another  from 
Moore,  about  a  communication  to  Lady  fiyron  of 
importance ;  a  fourth  from  the  mother  of  Allegra ;  and 
fifthly,  at  Ravenna,  the  Contessa  G.  is  on  the  eve  of 
being  divorced. — But  the  Italian  public  are  on  our 
side,  particularly  the  women, — and  the  men  also, 
because  they  say  that  he  had  no  business  to  take  the 
business  up  now  after  a  year  of  toleration.  All  her 
relations  (who  an*  numerous,  high  in  rank,  and  power- 
ful) are  furious  against  him  for  his  conduct,  I  am 
warned  to  be  on  my  guard,  as  he  is  very  capable  of 
employing  Mcort't— this  is  Latin  as  well  as  Italian,  so 
you  can  understand  it;  but  I  have  arms^  and  don't 
mind  them,  thinking  that  I  could  pepper  his  raga< 
muffins,  if  they  don't  oome  unawares,  and  that,  if  they 
do,  one  may  as  well  end  that  way  as  another;  and  it 
would  besides  serve  you  as  an  advertisement. 

'  Man  rasy  escape  from  rope  or  giui,  &c. 

Bat  he  who  takes  woman,  woman*  woman/  8cc. 

"Yours. 
**  P.S.    I  have  looked  over  the  press,  but  heaven 
knows  how.  Think  what  I  have  on  hand,  and  the  post 
going  out  to-morrow.    Do  you  remember  the  epitaph 
on  Voltaire? 

'  Cigitl*en£uitgftt«.'&c. 
'  Here  lies  the  spoilt  cbUd 
Of  the  world  which  he  spoil'd.* 

The  original  is  m  Orimm  and  Diderot,  &c.  &c.  ^c." 


LETTER  CCCLXXIV. 

TO  MB  MOORE. 

«  Ravenna,  May  Mth,  1830. 
"  I  wrote  to  you  a  few  days  ago.    There  is  also  a 
letter  of  January  hist  for  you  at  Murray's,  which  will 


explain  to  you  why  I  am  here.  Muiimy  ooght  to 
have  forwarded  it  long  ago.  I  endose  jou  an  epirife 
from  a  countiywoman  of  yours  at  Park,  which  has 
moved  my  entrails.  You  will  have  the  gpodsca, 
perhaps,  to  inquire  into  the  truth  of  lier  story,  sod  I 
will  help  her  as  fisras  I  can,^ — though  not  btheoidai 
way  she  proposes.  Her  letter  is  evidently  unstudied, 
and  so  natural,  that  the  orthography  is  also  in  a  state 
of  nature. 

''Here  is  a  poor  creature,  ill  and  solilaiy,vbo 
thinks,  as  a  hist  resource,  of  translating  yon  or  ne 
into  French!  Was  there  ever  such  a  notion f  It 
seems  to  me  the  consummation  of  despair.  Pnj 
inquire,  and  let  me  know,  and,  if  you  coukl  dnw  a 
bill  on  me  here  for  a  few  hundr^  francs,  at  joor 
banker's,  I  will  duly  honour  it, — that  is,  if  she  is  not 
an  impostor.^  If  not,  let  me  know,  that  I  may  get 
•omething  remitted  by  my  banker  Longhi,  of  Bofegna, 
for  I  have  no  correspondence^  myself,  at  Paris :  bat 
tell  her  she  must  not  translate ; — if  she  does,  it  wiD  be 
the  height  of  bgmtitude. 

**  I  had  a  letter  (not  of  the  same  kind,  butin  FVeecfa 
and  flattery)  from  a  Madame  Sophie  Gafl,  of  Parii, 
whom  I  take  to  be  the  spouse  of  a  (UOo-Orsek  of  that 
name.  Who  is  she!  and  what  is  she  rand  how  csbm 
she  to  take  an  interest  in  mjpoeshie  or  its  authflrf 
If  you  know  her,  tell  her,  with  my  compliments,  thst, 
as  I  only  read  French,  I  have  not  answered  her  fetter; 
but  would  have  done  so  m  Italian,  if  I  had  not  thoogbt 
it  would  kK>k  like  an  affectation.  I  have  just  ^cen 
scolding  my  monkey  for  tearing  tbe  seal  of  her  fetter, 
and  spoiUng  a  mock  book,  in  which  I  put  rose  fesves. 
I  had  a  civei-cat  the  other  day,  too ;  but  if  ran  awsy, 
after  scratching  Iny  monkey's  cheek,  and  I  am  in  sesRfc 
of  it  still.  It  was  the  fiercest  beast  I  ever  saw,  tod 
Hke  ^  *  in  the  face  and  manner. 

**  I  have  a  world  of  things  to  say ;  but,  as  they  sie 
not  come  toa  denouement,  I  don't  care  to  begiatfaer 
history  till  it  is  wound  up.  After  you  went,  I  had 
a  fever,  but  got  well  again  without  baik.  Sir  Hob- 
phry  Davy  was  here  the  other  day,  and  liked  Rafestt 
very  much.  He  will  tell  you  any  thing  yon  msj 
wish  to  know  abeut  the  place  and  your  hunbfe  ser- 
vitor. 

^  Your  apprehensions  (arisrag  from  Scott's)  woe 
unfounded.  There  are  no  da$nages  in  this  eooatiyi 
but  there  vrill  probably  be  a  sepaAtJon  betwea 
them,  as  her  family,  which  is  a  principal  one,  by  it> 
connexions,  are  very  much  against  Am,  for  the  wbofe 
of  his  conduct ;— and  he  is  old  and  obstinate,  and  ibe 
is  young  and  a  woman,  determined  to  sacrifice  ereiy 
thing  to  her  affections.  I  have  given  her  tbe  be^ 
advice,  viz.,  to  stay  with  him, — pointing  out  tbestste 
of  a  separated  woman  (for  the  priests  won't  let  fereii 
live  openly  together,  unless  the  husband  sanctions  it), ; 
and  making  the  most  exquisite  moral  reflectioos,- 
but  to  no  purpose.    She  says,  *  I  will  stay  with  hi^ 

*  According  to  his  desire.  I  waited  opon  this  yo«B(  MT* 
baviuK  provided  myself  with  a  rouleau  of  flfteen  or  twtiKS 
Napoleons  to  present  to  her  from  his  lordabip :  bnt.witts 
veiy  creditable  spirit,  my  yonnf  couatTywoaMB  ^t***^ 
the  giA,  saying  that  Lord  Byron  had  mistaken  the  oNect » 
her  application  to  him,  which  was  to  requrst  that,  by  sUtjJ' , 
Ing  her  to  have  (he  sheeU  of  sooie  of  his  works  hdatt  pio- 
lication,  he  would  enable  ber  to  prepare  early  tnaslstisfls 
for  the  French  booksellers,  and  thus  afford  her  ths  rntss*  \ 
of  acquiriDf  something  towards  a  livelihood. 
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if  he  wiO  let  you  remain  witlmie.  It  is  hard  that  I 
dioiild  be  the  only  womaa  in  Romagna  who  it  not  to 
hare  her  Amico;  but,  if  not,  I  will  not  lire  with  him; 
and  am  for  the  oonaequences,  love,  &o.  &c.  &&'— jou 
know  how  females  reason  on  such  occasions. 

**  He  says  he  haa  let  it  go  on,  till  he  can  do  so  no 
kmger.  Bat  he  wants  her  to  stay,  and  dismiss  me ; 
for  he  doesn't  like  to  pay  back  her  dowiy  and  to  make 
j  an  alimony.  Her  relations  are  rather  for  the.sepa- 
iBtioo^  as  th^  detest  him,— indeed,  so  does  erery 
body.  The  populace  and  the  women  are,  as  usual, 
aO  for  those  who  are  in  the  wrong,  viz.,  the  la<]y  and 
her  lover.  I  should  have  retreated,  but  honour,  and 
aa  erysipefabB  which  has  attacked  her,  prevent  me, — 
to  is^  nothing  of  k)ve,  for  1  (ore  her  most  entirely, 
though  not  enough  to  persuade  her  to  sacrifice  every 
thing  to  a  frenzy.  *  I  see  how  it  will  end;  she  will 
bethe  sixteenth  Mis  Sbuffleton.' 

^^My  paper  is  finished,  and  so  must  this  letter. 
**  Vours  ever, 

«B. 

**  P.S.  I  regret  that  you  have  not  completed  the 
Italian  Fudges.  Pray,  how  come  you  to  be  stffl  in 
Pans  ?  Murray  has  four  or  five  things  of  mine  in 
hand — the  new  Don  Joan,  which  his  back-shop  ^ynod 
don't  admire; — a  traoslatioa  of  the  first  canto  of 
Puki'a  Morgante  Maggiore,  excellent;— a  short  ditto 
frooi  Dante,  not  so  much  approved ;— the  Prophecy 
of  Dante,  very  grand  and  woohy,  &e.  &c.  &c ;— a 
furious  prose  answer  to  Blackwood's  Observations  on 
Dob  Juan^  vrith  a  savage  Defence  of  Pope — likely  to 
make  a  row.  The  opinions  above  I  quote  from 
Muiray  and  his  Utican  senate;— you  will  form  your 
own,  when  you  see  the  things. 

^  You  will  have  no  great  chance  of  seeing  tne,  for 
I  begin  to  think  I  must  finish  in  Italy.  But^  if  you 
eome  n^  way,  you  shall  have  a  tureen  of  macaroni 
Prajt  tell  me  about  yourself  and  your  intents. 

**Mf  trustees  are  going  to  lend  Earl  Blessington 
■xty  thousand  pounds  (at  six  per  cent)  on  a  Dublin 
mortgage.    Only  think  of  my  becoming  an  Irish  ab- 
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LEtTBR  CCCLXXV. 

TO  MB  BOPPNER. 

«  Ravemui,  May  35, 1800. 
^  A  German  named  Ruppsecht  has  sent  me,  heaven 
kaows  why,  several  Deutsche  Gaasettes,  of  all  which 
I  understand  neither  word  nor  letter.  I  have  sent 
yon  the  endosed  to  beg  you  to  translate  to  me  some 
reoiarks,  which  appear  to  be  Goethe's  upon  Manfred 
— and  if  I  may  judge  by  two  notes  of  admiration 
(generally  put  after  something  ridiculous  by  us),  and 
the  word '  hypocondriscA,'  are  any  thing  but  favour- 
able. I  shall  regret  this,  for  I  should  have  been 
proud  of  Goethe's  good  word ;  but  I  sha'n't  alter  my 
of  him,  even  though  lie  should  be  savage. 
Wifi  you  excuse  this  trouble,  and  do  me  this 
bvoor? — Never  mind — soften  nothing — I  am  literary 
prooC^-having  had  good  and  evil  said  in  most  modern 
languages. 

"  Believe  me,  'kcJ* 


LETTER  CCCLXXVI. 

TO  MEMOOBB. 

«  Ravenna,  Jane  lit,  18».^ 

"  I  have  received  a  Parisian  leUer  from  W.  W., 
which  I  prefer  answering  through  you,  if  that  worthy 
be  still  at  Paris,  and,  as  he  says,  an  occasional  visitor 
of  yours.  In  November  last  he  wrote  to  me  a  well- 
meaning  letter,  stating,  for  some  reasons  of  his  own, 
his  belief  tliat  a  reunion  might  be  effected  between 
Lady  B.  and  myself.  To  this  I  answered  as  usual; 
and  he  sent  me  a  second  letter,  repeating  his  notions, 
which  letter  I  have  never  answered ,  having  had  a 
thousand  other  things  to  think  of.  He  now  vnites  as 
if  he  believed  that  he  had  ofiended  me  by  touching  on 
tho  topic;  and  I  wish  you  to  assure  him  that  I  am  not 
at  all  BO, — but,  on  the  contrary,  obliged  by  his  good- 
nature. At  the  same  time  acquaint  him  the  tking  is 
impossible.  You  know  this,  as  well  as  I, — and 
there  let  it  end. 

^  I  believe  that  1  showed  you  his  epistle  in  autumn 
last.  He  asks  me  if  I  have  heard  of  my '  laureat'  at 
Paris,*— somebody  who  has  written  'a  most  sangui- 
nary Bpiu-e'  against  me;  but  whether  in  French,  pr 
Dutch,  or  on  what  score,  I  know  not,  and  he  don't 
say,— ex<^pt  that  (for  my  salisfieiction)  he  says  it  b 
the  best  thing  in  the  fellow's  volume.  If  there  is  any 
thing  of  the  kind  that  I  ought  to  know,  you  will  doubt- 
less tell  me.  I  suppose  it  to  be  something  of  the 
usual  sort ;— he  says,  he  don't  remember  the  author'a 
name. 

**  I  wrote  to  you  some  ten  days  ago,  and  expect 
an  answer  at  your  leisure. 

^  The  separation  business  still  continues,  and  all 
the  world  are  implicated,  including  priests  and  car- 
dinals. The  public  opinion  is  furious  against  him, 
ba»use  he  ought  to  have  cut  the  matter  short  at  first, 
and  not  waited  twelve  months  to  begin.  Hb  has  been 
tiying  at  evidence,  but  can  get  none  student;  for 
what  would  make  fifty  divorces  in  England  won't  do 
here — there  must  be  the  most  decided  proofa.  *  *  * 

**  It  is  the  first  cause  of  the  kind  attempted  in  Ra- 
venna for  these  two  hundred  years;  for,  though  they 
often  separate,  they  assign  a  different  motive.  You 
know  that  the  continental  incontinent  are  more  de- 
licate than  the  English,  and  don't  like  prockiiming 
their  coronation  in  a  court,  even  when  nobody  doubts 
it. 

''All  her  relations  are  furious  against  him.  -  The 
father  has  challenged  him — a  superfluous  valour,  for 
he  don't  fight,  though  suspected  of  two  assassinations 
— one  of  the  famous  Monzoni  of  Porli.  Warning  vras 
given  me  not  to  take  such  long  rides  in  the  Pine  Forest 
vrithout  being  on  my  guard ;  so  I  take  my  stiletto  and 
a  pair  of  pistols  in  my  pocket  during  my  daily  rides. 

**  1  won't  stir  from  this  place  till  the  matter  is  settled 
one  way  or  the  other.  She  is  as  femininely  firm  as 
possible;  and  the  opinion  is  so  much  against  him, 
that  the  advocates  decline  to  undertake  his  cause,  be- 
cause they  say  that  he  is  either  a  fool  or  a  rogue — fool, 
if  he  did  not  discover  the  liaison  till  now ;  and  rogue, 
if  he  did  know  it,  and  waited,  for  some  bed  end,  to 
divulge  it  In  short,  there  has  been  nothing  like  it 
tM-LsmsTtiae. 
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■inoe  the  days  of  Guido  di  Polenta's  family,  in  these 
parts. 

**  If  the  man  has  me  taken  off,  like  Polonhup  '  say 
he  made  a  good  end' — foramelodrame.  The  principal 
security  is,  that  he  has  not  the  courage  to  spend 
twenty  scudi — the  average  price  of  a  clean-handed 
brsTo-— otherwise  there  is  no  want  of  opportunity,  for 
I  ride  about  the  woods  every  evening,  with  one  ser- 
vant, and  sometimes  an  acquaintance,  who  latterly 
VxHa  a  Utile  queer  in  solitary  bits  of  bushes. 

•*  Good  bye. — ^Write  to  yours  ever,  fee" 

LETTER  CCCLXXVII. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

'Ravenna,' Jane  Ttta,  1S»/ 
**  Enokwed  is  something  which  will  interest  you,  to 
wit,  the  opinion  of  the  greatest  man  of  Germany — 
perhaps  of  Europe — ^upon  one  of  the  great  men  of 
your  advertisements  {ail  *  famous  hands,'  as  Jacob 
Tooson  used  to  say  oif  his  ragamuffins) — in  short,  a 
critique  of  Goethe'^  upon  Mca^red.  There  is  the 
original,  an  Eoglish  translation^  and  an  Italian  one; 
keep  them  all  in  your  archives,  for  the  opinions  of  such 
a  man  as  Goethe,  whether  favourable  or  not,  are 
always  interesting— and  this  is  more  so,  as  favourable. 
His  Fmist  I  never  read,  for  I  don't  know  German ; 
but  Mauhew  Monk  Lewis,  in  1816,  at  Coligny,  trans- 
lated most  of  it  to  me  vwd  voce^  and  I  was  naturally 
much  struck  vrith  it ;  but  it  was  the  SttinhacA  and 
the  JungfraUf  and  something  else,  much  more  than 
Faustus,  that  made  me  write  Manfred.  The  first 
scene,  however,  and  that  of  Faustus,  are  very  similar. 
Acknowledge  this  letter. 

**  Yours  ever. 
^P.S.  I  have  received  Ivanfuf  ;—good.  Pray 
■end  me  some  tooth-powder  and  tincture  of  myrrh,  by 
WaiUy  &e.  Riceiardelto  should  have  been  iranM- 
hied  literally,  or  not  at  all.  As  to  puffing  WhistU- 
craft,  it  wwCt  do.  I  'II  tell  you  why  some  day  or 
other.  Cornwall 's  a  poet,  but  spoflt  by  the  detestable 
schools  of  the  day.  Mrs  Hemans  is  a  poet  also,  but  too 
stiltified  and  apostrophic,— and  quite  wrong.  Men 
died  calmly  before  the  Christian  era,  and  since, 
without  Christianity :  witness  the  Romans,  and,  btely, 
Thistlewood,  Sandt,  and  Louvel — men  who  ought  to 
have  been  weighed  down  with  their  crimes  ^  even 
had  they  believed,  A  deathbed  is  a  matter  of  nerves 
and  constitution,  and  not  of  religion.  Voltaire  was 
frightened,  Frederick  of  Prussia  not :  Christians  the 
same,  according  to  their  strength  rather  than  their 
creed.  What  does  H  *  ^  H  *  *  mean  by  his  stanza? 
which  is  octave  got  drunk  or  gone  mad.  He  ought  to 
have  his  ears  boxed  with  Thor's  hammer  for  rhyming 
so  fantastically." 

The  foflowing  is  the  article  from  Goethe's  '^  Runst 
und  Alterthum,"  enckised  in  this  letter.  The  grave 
confidence  with  which  the  venerable  critic  traces  the 
fancies  of  his  brother  poet  to  real  persons  and  events, 
making  no  difficulty  even  of  a  double  murder  at  Flo- 
rence to  furnish  grounds  for  his  theory,  affords  an 
amusing  instance  of  the  disposition  so  prevalent 
throughout  Europe,  to  picture  Byron  as  a  man  of 
marvels  and  mysteries,  as  well  in  his  life  as  his  poetry. 


To  these  exaggerated,  or  wholly  false  notions  of  him, 
the  numerous  fictions  palmed  upon  the  worid  of  his 
romantic  tours  and  wonderful  adrentiures,  in  places 
he  never  saw,  and  with  persons  that  never  existed,* 
have,  no  doubt,  considerably  contributed ;  and  the 
consequence  is,  soutteriyout  of  truth  and  natnresre 
the  representations  of  his  life  and  character  kog 
current  upon  the  continent,  that  it  may  be  questioned 
whetlfer  the  real  *<  flesh  and  bkHKl"  hero  of  thae 
pages, — the  social,  preclical-minded,and,  with  all  his 
fiiults  and  eOQentricities,  EngKik  Lord  Byroo,-Hnaj 
not,  to  the  over-esalted  imaginatkms  of  most  of  \k 
foreign  admirera,  appear  but  an  ordinary,  unromaolic, 
and  prosaic  personage. 

«  GOETHE  ON  BOiNFRSD.  [18».] 

**  Byron's  tragedy*  Manfred,  was  to  me  a  wonderfol 
phenomenon,  and  one  that  ck>8ely  touched  me.  Thii 
smguhur  intellectual  poet  has  taken  my  Faustn  to 
himself,  and  extracted  from  it  the  strongest  nouridi- 
ment  for  his  hypochondriac  humour.  He  has  nsde 
use  of  the  impeUing  principles  in  his  own  way,  for  hit 
own  purposes,  so  that  no  one  of  them  remaisi  the 
same;  and  it  is  particulariy  on  this  account  that  i 
cannot  enough  admire  his  genius.  The  whple  is  is 
this  way  so  completely  formed  anew,  that  it  wonU  be 
an  interesting  task  for  the  critic  to  point  out  not  oolf 
the  alterations  he  has  made,  but  thar  degree  of  i«- 
■emblance  with,  or  dissimilarity  to,  the  original:  io 
the  course  of  which  I  cannot  deny  that  the  gloon; 
heat  of  an  unbounded  and  exuberant  des})air  becoaes 
at  last  oppressive  tu  us.  Yet  H  the  dissatis&ction  we 
feel  always  connected  with  esteem  and  admiretioi. 

^We  find  thus  in  this  tragedy  the  quintessence  of 
the  mott  astonishing  talent  bora  to  be  its  own  \m- 
mentor.    The  character  of  Lord  Byron's  life  sod 
poetry  hardly  permits  arjust  and  equitable  appre- 
ciation.   He  has  often  enough  confessed  what  it  is 
that  torments  him.    He  haa  repeatedly  pourtnyed  it ;  | 
and  scarcely  any  one  feels  compassion  for  thii  is-  j 
tolerable  suffering,  over  which  be  is  ever  hboriouaf  , 
ruminating.    There  are,  properly  speaking,  two  it- 
males  whose  phantoms  for  ever  haunt  him,  and  winch, 
in  this  piece  also,  perform  principal  parts— one  uoder 
the  name  of  Astarte,  the  other  without  form  or  adual , 
presence,  and  merely  a  voice.    Of  the  horrid  ofr , 
curreoce  which  took  place  with  the  former,  the  foDow- 
ing  is  rekited.    When  a  bold  and  enterprising  yono^ 
man,  he  won  the  affections  of  a  Florentine  lady.  H^ 
husband  discovered  the  amour,  and  murdered  \» 
wife ;  but  the  murderer  was  the  same  night  found 
dead  in  the  street,  and  there  was  no  one  on  wboo  tor 
suspicion  could  be  attached.    Lord  Byron  renond 
from  Florence,  and  these  spirits  haunted  him  aO  hit 
life  after. 

*  Of  this  kind  are  the  accounU.  filled  wilh  sB  Mrit  ^ 
circumstantial  wondera,  of  his  rttidencc  in  the  lila*'*' 
Mytilene ;— hi«  voyages  to  Sicily ,— to  Ithaca,  wtth  (heC««^ 
tess  Oaiccioli,  &c.,  %x.  But  the  most  ahsord.  perkiFf.  « 
all  these  Abrications.  are  the  stories  told  by  PouqneriftMi 
the  poet's  religious  conferences  in  the  cell  of  Fatker  P»l» 
at  Athens;  and  the  still  more  unconadooable  iction  ia 
which  Rizo  has  indulged,  ia  Riving  the  detaib  of  s  pre- 
tended tbehtrioal  scene,  got  up  (according  to  thispoenai 
historian)  between  Lord  Byron  and  the  Archbishop  sfAitt. 
at  the  tomb  of  Botxaris,  in  UisaolongU. 
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"lliii  roDuitic  incident  is  rendered  highly  pro- 
bibfe  bj  innnmenble  aUusions  lo  it  in  his  poems. 
As,  for  instance,  when  turning  his  sad  contemplations 
■wards,  be  applies  to  himself  the  fatal  history  of  the 
king  of  Sparta.  It  is  as  follows : — Pausanias,  a  La- 
ccdemooian  general,  acquires  glory  by  the  important 
ndoiy  at  PkUca,  but  afterwards  forfeits  the  con- 
ideoee  of  his  countrymen  through  his  arrogance, 
otntiotcy,  and  secret  intrigues  with  the  enemies  of 
Ui  couDtiy.  This  man  draws  upon  himself  the  heayy 
gnib  of  innocent  blood,  which  attends  him  to  Kis  end ; 
for,  while  commanding  the  fleet  of  the  allted  Gre^, 
ia  the  Black  Sea,  he  is  inflamed  with  a  violent  passion 
for  a  Bjzantine  maiden.  After  long  resistance,  he  at 
length  obtains  her  from  her  parents,  and  she  is  to  be 
(k^TCRd  up  to  him  at  night.  She  modestly  desires 
iht  Krrant  to  put  out  the  lamp,  and,  while  groping 
her  way  in  the  dark,  she  orertums  it  Pausanias  is 
awakened  from  his  sleep,  apprehensive  of  an  attack 
froB  murderers — he  seises  his  sword,  and  destroys  his 
natrea.  The  horrid  sight  never  lotves  him.  Her 
shade  pursues  him  unceasingly,  and  he  implores  for 
I  aidio  vaio  from  the  gods  and  the  exorcising  priesft. 
I  **  That  pOet  must  have  a  lacerated  heart  who  selects 
I  radi  a  scene  from  antiquity,  appropriates  it  to  him- 
;  leU^  and  burthens  his  tragic  image  with  it.  The 
I  fbibwiDg  BolOOquy,  which  is  overladen  with  gloom  and 
a  wearineis  of  life,  is,  by  this  rem&rk,  rendered  in- 
j  tdigible.  We  recommend  it  as  an  exercise  to  all 
.  frieodi  of  declamatioa  Hamlet'tf  soliloquy  appears 
-ini>roTedaponhtre.'^* 


LETTER  CCCLXXVin. 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

«  Ravemui,  Jane  9Ui,  1820. 

*flalignani  has  just  sent  me  the  Plu'is  edition  of 

!  jov  works  (which  I  wrote  to  order),  and  I  am  glad 

'  to  Ke  my  old  friends  with  a  French  face.    I  have 

I  l>ceo  ikiiiiniing  and  dipping,  in  and  over  them,  like  a 

I  iwalkm,  and  as  pleaied  as  one.     It  is  the  first  time 

!  tiiat  1  had  seen  the  Mek)die8  without  music ;  and,  I 

,  <ioa't  know  how,  but  I  can*t  read  in  a  music-book — 

the  crotchets  confound  the  words  in  my  head,  though 

I  recollect  them  perfectly  when  »ltng.    Music  assists 

"9  memory  through  the  ear,  not  through  the  eye;  I 

■caa,  that  her  quavers  perplex  me  upon  paper,  but 

^  are  a  help  when  heard.    And  thus  I  was  glad 

toieethewonb  without  their  borrowed  robes;— 4o 

Biy  BiDd  they  look  none  the  worse  for  their  nudity. 

,    ''The  biographer  has  made  a  botch  of  your  life — 

^*^  your  Gather  '  a  venerable  old  gentleman,'  and 

Pf^tthng  of  ^Addison,'  and  *  dowager  countesses.' 

Vthat  danmed  feUow  was  to  torite  my  life,  I  would 

cctunly  take  hU.    And  then,  at  the  Dublin  dinner, 

ym  hafe  *  made  a  speeoh'  (do  you  recollect,  at  Dou- 

Slu  K.'s,  *  Sir,  he  made  me  a  speech  ? ')  too  compli- 

<  Bicntary  to  the  *  living  poets,'  anid  somewhat  redolent 

of  natrenal  praise.    /  am  but  too  well  off  in  it,  but  * 

I  •      •       •       »       ♦        *       ♦. 

'    '*Yoa  hare  not  sent  me  any  poetical  or  personal 

'  *  The  cfHie  here  aatgoins  the  soliloqaT  from  Uanfred, 
;  i>«fiBaiB|{  "  We  are  the  fools  of  time  and  terror,"  in  which 
I  ueaUwioQ  to  Paosanias  occurs. 


L. 


news  of  yourself.  Why  don't  you  complete  an  Italian 
Tour  of  the  Pudges?  I  have  just  been  turning  over 
Little,  which  I  knew  by  heart  in  1803,  being  then  in 
my  fifteenth  summer.  Heigho !  I  believe  all  the  mis- 
chief I  have  ever  done,  or  sung,  has  been  owing  to 
that  confounded  book  of  yours. 

**  In  my  last  I  told  you  of  a  cargo  of'  Poeshie,'  which 
i  had  sent  to  M.  at  his  own  impatient  desire; — and, 
now  he  has  got  it,  he  don't  hke  it,  and  demurs.  Per- 
haps he  is  right.  I  have  no  great  opinion  of  any  of 
my  Ust  shipment,  except  a  translatk>n  from  Puld, 
which  is  word  for  word,  and  verse  for  verse. 

'^  I  am  in  the  Third  Act  of  a  Tragedy ;  but  whether 
it  will  be  finished  or  not,  I  know  not :  I  have,  at  this 
present,  too  many  passions  of  my  own  on  hand  to  do 
justice  to  those  of  die  dead.  Besides  the  vexations 
mentioned  in  my  last,  I  have  incurred  a  quarrel  with 
the  Pope's  carabiniers,  or  gens  d'armerie,  who  have 
petitioned  the  Cardinal  against  my  liveries,  as  re- 
sembling too  nearly  their  own  lousy  uniform.  They 
particularly  object  to  the  epailettes,  which  all  the 
world  with  us  have  on  upon  gala  days.  My  liveries 
are  of  the  colours  conforming  to  my  arms,  and  have 
been  the  family  hue  since  the  year  1066. 

'*  I  have  sent  a  tranchant  reply,  as  you  may  sup- 
pose; and  have  given  to  understand  that,  if  any 
soldados  of  that  respectable  corps  insult  my  servants, 
I  will  do  likewise  by  their  galhint  commanders ;  and  I 
have  directed  my  ragamuffins,  six  in  number,  who  are 
tolerably  savage,  to  defend  themselves,  in  case  of  ag- 
gression ;  and,  on  holydays  and  gaudy  days,  I  shall 
arm  the  whole  set,  including  myself,  in  case  of  acci- 
dents or  treachery.  I  used  to  pky  pretty  well  at  the 
broad-sword,  once  upon  a  time,  at  Angelo's;  but  I 
should  like  the  pistol,  our  national  buccaneer  weapon, 
better,  though  I  am  out  of  practice  at  present.  How- 
ever, I  can  '  wink  and  hold  out  mine  iron.'  It  makes 
me  think  (the  whole  thing  does)  of  Romeo  and  Juliet 
—  now,  Gregory,  remember  thy  tmcuMng  blow.* 

"All  these  feuds,  however,  with  the  Cavalier  for 
his  wife,  and  the  troopers  for  my  liveries,  are  very 
tiresome  to  a  quiet  man,  who  does  his  best  to  please 
all  the  world,  and  longs  for  fellowship  and  good  will. 
Pray  write. 

•*  I  am  yours,  fee." 


LETTER  CCCLXXIX. 

TO  MR  MOORB, 

'Ravenna.  Jul;  13th,  1890. 
*'To  remove  or  increase  your  Irish  anxiety  about 
my  being  'in  a  wisp,'*  I  answer  your  letter  forth- 
with ;  premising  that,  as  I  am  a  *  Will  of  the  wisp,' 
I  may  chance  to  flit  out  of  it.  But,  first,  a  word  on 
the  Memoir;— I  have  no  objection,  nay,  I  would 
rather  that  one  correct  copy  was  taken  and  deposited 
in  honourable  hands,  in  case  of  accidents  happening 
to  the  original;  for  you  know  that  I  have  none,  and 
have  never  even  re-read,  nor,  indeed,  recul  at  all, 
what  is  there  written :  I  only  know  that  I  wrote  it 
with  the  fullest  intention  to  be  *  faithful  and  true'  in 
my  narrative,  but  not  impartial — no,  by  the  Lord  ! 
I  can't  pretend  to  be  that,  while  I  feel.  But  1  wish  to 

•  Anlrithphnueforbeiof  Inascarpe. 
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give  ereiy  body  oonoeraed  the  opportunitj  to  con- 
tradict or  oorreot  me. 

**  1  have  no  objection  to  any  proper  person  teeing 
fibat  is  there  written,— seeing  it  was  written,  like 
erery  thing  eke;  for  the  purpose  of  being  read,  bow- 
ever  much  many  writings  may  fiul  in  arriving  at  that 
object. 

^  With  regard  to  'the  wisp,'  the  Pope  has  pro- 
nounced tAeir  separeUion.  The  decree  came  yester- 
day from  Babylon, — it  was  sAe  and  Aerfrimui»  who 
demanded  it,  on  the  grounds  of  her  husband's  (the 
noble  Count  Cavalier's)  extraordinary  usage.  He 
opposed  it  with  all  his  might,  because  of  the  alimony, 
which  has  been  assigned,  with  all  her  goods,  chatteb, 
carriage,  &c.  to  be  restored  by  him.  In  Italy  they 
can't  divorce.  He  insisted  on  her  giving  me  up,  and 
he  would  forgive  eveiy  thing, — even  the  adultery, 
which  he  swears  that  he  can  prove  by  'famous  vrit- 
nesses.'  But,  in  thiscountiy,  the  very  courts  hold 
such  proofs  in  abhorrence,  the  Italiina  being  as  much 
more  delicate  in  public  than  the  English,  m  they  are 
more  passionate  in  private. 

^  The  friends  and  relatives,  who  are  numerous  and 
powerful,  reply  to  him — *  You,  yourself,  are  either 
fool  or  knave, — ^fool,  if  you  did  not  see  tlie  conse- 
quences of  the  approximation  of  these  two  young 
persons, — knave,  if  you  connive  at  it.  Take,  your 
choice, — but  don't  break  out  (after  twelve  months  of 
the  closest  intimacy,  unddt  your  own  eyes  and  positive 
sanction),  vrith  a  scandal,  which  can  only  make  you 
ridicubus  and  hei'  unhappy.' 

^  He  swore  that  he  thought  our  intercourse  was 
purely  amicable,  and  that  /  was  more  partial  to  him 
than  to  her,  till  melancholy  testimony  proved  the  con- 
trary. To  this  they  answer,  that  *  Will  of  iki»  wisp ' 
was  not  an  unknown  person,  and  that  *  damosa  Fama' 
had  not  proclaimed  the  purity  of  my  morals; — that 
Aer  brother,  a  year  ago,  wrote  from  Rome  to  warn 
him,  that  his  vrife  would  infallibly  be  led  astray 
by  this  ignis  fatuus,  unless  he  took  proper  measures, 
all  of  which  he  neglected  to  take,  &c  &c. 

^Now,  he  says,  that  he  encouraged  my  return 
to  Ravenna,  to  see  'in  quanti  pietU  di  acqua 
tiatno,'  and  he  has  found  enough  to  drovm  him  in. 
In  short,  ■« 

'  Ce  ne  fat  pas  le  tout ;  m  femme  le  plalgait— 
Proems— La  parents  at  joint  en  excoM  et  dit 
Que  da  Docttwr  vensit  toat  le  maaraii  m^nsf  e : 
Qae  cet  bomme  itait  foa,  qae  n  femme  ^tait  Mge. 
On  fitcaaer  le  mariage.' 

It  is  but  to  let  the  women  alone,  in  the  way  of  con- 
flict, for  they  are  sure  to  win  against  the  field.  She 
returns  to  her  father's  house,  and  I  Can  on|y  see  her 
under  great  restrictions — such  is  the  custom  of  the 
country.  The  rebuions  behaved  very  well ;— I  offered 
any  settlement,  but  they  refused  to  accept  it,  and 
swear  she  »ha*n'i  live  with  G.  (as  he  has  tried  to 
prove  her  faithless),  but  that  he  shall  maintain  her ; 
and,  in  iact,  a  judgment  to  this  effect  came  yester- 
day. I  am,  of  course,  in  an  awkward  situation 
enough. 

^I  have  heard  no  more  of  the  carabiniers  who 
protested  against  my  liveries.  They  are  not  popular, 
those  same  soktiers,  and,  in  a  small  row,  the  other 
night,  one  was  slain,  another  vrounded,  and  divers 
put  to  flight,  by  some  of  the  Romagnuole  youth,  who 


are  dexterous,  and  somewhat  liberal  of  the  knife. 
The  perpetrators  are'  not  disooTered,  but  I  hope  and 
believe  that  none  of  my  ragamuffins  were  in  it,  though 
they  are  somewhat  savage,  and  secretly  armed,  like 
most  of  the  inhabitants.  It  is  their  way,  and  savei 
sometimes  a  good  deal  of  litigatioD. 

^'There  is  a  revolution  at  Naples.  If  so,  it  wOl 
probably  leave  a  card  at  Ravenna  in  its  vray  to  Lob- 
bardy. 

**  Your  publishers  seem  to  have  used  you  like  Buofe 
M.  has  shuffled,  and  almost  insinuated  that  n;  kM 
productions  atechdi.  Dull,  sir! — daoame,  duUI—l 
believe  he  is-  right.  He  begs  for  the  completioa  of 
my  tragedy  on  Marino  Faiiero,  none  of  which  is  jr«t 
gone  to  Eoghuid.  The  fifth  act  is  nearly  completed, 
but  it  is  dreadfully  k>ng — 40  sheets  of  long  paper,  of 
4 pages  each— ^bout  160  when  printed;  but  *» 
full  oi  pastime  and  prodigality'  that  I  think  it  wiH  do. 

**  Pray  send  and  publish  your  Powu  upon  me;  sad 
don't  be  afraid  of  praising  me  too  highly.  laball 
pocket  my  blushes. 

**  '  Not  actionable  r—CAait#r#rf'«n/ir.'t-V* 
that'll  *  a  speech,'  and  I  won't  put  up  witliit«— A 
pretty  title  to  give  a  man  for  doubting  if  there  be  any 
such  place  I 

^  So  my  Gail  is  gone— and  Miss  Mahony  won't  take 
jMoney.  I  am  very  glad  of  it — I  like  to  be  generom 
free  of  expense.    But  beg  her  not  to  transUte  m. 

**  Oh,  pray  teU  Galigpani  that  I  shall  send  hisis 
screed  of  doctrine  if  he  don't  be  more  panctaaL— 
Somebody  regularly  deiaimt  two,  and  sonetisMi 
/ot«r,  of  his  Meseengers  by  the  way.  Do,  pray,  eo* 
treat  him  to  be  more  precise.  News  are  worth  noaef 
in  this  remote  kingdom  of  the  Ostrogoths. 

^  Pray,  reply.  I  should  like  much  to  share io«e  | 
of  your  Champagne  and  Lafitte,  but  I  am  too  Itr 
lian  for  Paris  in  general.  Make  Muiray  send  nqr  let* 
ter  to  you — it  is  fuH  of  epigrams, 

**  Yours,  te." 

In  the  separation  that  had  now  taken  pkee  be- 
tween Count  Guiccioli  and  his  wife,  it  was  one  of  the 
conditions  that  the  lady  should,  in  future,  reside  nsdtf 
the  paternal  roof : — in  consequence  of  which,  Madsae 
Guiccioli,  on  the  16th  of  July,  left  Ravenna  aodie- 
tired  to  a  villa 'belonging  to  Count  Gamha,  sbosi 
fifteen  miles  distaut  from  that  city.  Here  Lord  Qjmis 
occasionally  visited  her— about  once  or  twice,  per- 
haps, in  the  month— passing  the  rest  of  his  tinej 
perfect  solitude.  To  a  mmd  like  his,  whose  wWd  , 
vras  within  itself,  such  a  mode  of  life  oouU  have  bees 
neiAer  new  nor  unwelcome ;  but  to  iIk  7**'JJ' 
young  and  admired,  whose  acquaintance  widi  at 
world  and  its  pleasures  bad  but  just  bogus,  ttoj 
change  was,  it  must  be  confessed,  m^  '^'^  *** 
trying.  Count  Guiccioli  was  rich,  and,  as  *  J^ 
wife,  she  had  gained  absohite  power  over  him.  8« 
was  proud,  and  bis  station  pbced  her  •■'**. 
highest  m  Ravenna.  They  had  talked  of  li*» « 
to  Naples,  Florence,  Paris,— and  eveiy  *«""'^' * 
short,  that  wealth  could  command  was  at  hef  •»• , 

posaL  ___i^.jnm  m- 

All  this  she  now  voluntarily  and  ^^^''"'^^jj^r 

crificed  for  ^yron.  Her  splendid  home  abandoae*!- 
t1tetitlefflv«khimby  M.  Lasmrttoe,  ia  ose  of  k** 
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ber  rekuioiis  aB  openly  at  war  with  hei^-her  kind  I 

,  (ilher  bat  tolerating,  from  fondness,  what  he  could 
iDi^>prove — she  was  now,  upon  a  pittance  of  £  MOO 
I  jcar,  living  apart  from  the  world,  her  sole  occu- 
pttion  the  task  of  educating  herself  for  her  illustrious 
brer,  and  her  sole  reward  the  few  brief  glimpses  of 

I  )m  which  their  now  restricted  intercourse  aDowed. 

'  Of  the  roan  who  could  inspire  and  keep  alire  so  de- 
voted 1  feeling,  it  may  be  pronounced  with  confidence 
that  he  could  not  have  been  such  as,  in  the  freaks 

';  of  his  own  wayward  humour,  he  represented  himself; 

I  while,  on  the  lady's  side,  the  whole  history  of  her  at- 
tidaent  goes  to  prove  how  complete  an  Italian 

j  vMBiB,  whether  by  nature  or  from  her  social  posi- 
tioB,  is  led  to  invert  the  usual  course  of  such  frailties 
uiODg  onrselves,  and,  weak  in  resisting  the  first  im- 
pubcs  of  passion,  to  reserve  the  whole  strength  of  her 
charaeter  for  a  display  of  eonstancy  and  derotedness 

'ahCTwards. 

LETTER   CCCLXXX. 

TO  IfR  MURBi^Y. 


•Ravenna,  July  I7lh,  1820. 
**!  have  received  some  books,  and  Quarterlies, 
tttf  Edioburghs,  for  aD  which  I  am  grateful ;  they 
j  oMtaJD  all  I  know  of  Engfaind,  elcept  by  Galignani's 
BMwptper. 

''Tbe  Tragedy  is  completed,  but  now  comes  the 

I  ink  of  copjr  and  correction.  It  is  very  long  (42  sheets 

\  of  long  paper,  of  four  ])age8  each),  and  I  believe  must 

I  BiU  Bore  than  140  or  150  pages,  besides  many  his- 

I  Ivical  exuacts  as  notes,  which    I  mean  to  append. 

I  Hatoiy  k  dosely  followed.    Dr  Moore's  account  is  m 

{ loae  respects  Cake,  and  in  all  foolish  and  flippant. 

!  ^^  of  the  chronicles  (and  I  have  consulted  Sanuto, 

I  Sisdi,  ^vagero,  and  an  anonymous  Siege  of  Zara, 

I  Met  the  histories  of  I^ugier,  Dam,  Sismondi,  &c) 

{ *ate,  or  even  hint,  that  lie  begged  his  life ;  they  mere- 

h  ttj  tlMt  he  did  not  deny  the  conspiracy.    He  was 

<*e  €f  (heir  great  men,— commanded  at  the  Siege  of 

Zva«~beat  80,000  Hungarians,  kilUng  8000,  and  at 

'  i^Mne  time  kept  the  town  he  was  besieging  in  or- 

I  <^i^-4ook  Capo  d'Istria, — was  ambassador  at  Ge- 

I  >«t  Booie,  and  Anally  Doge,  where  he  fell  for  trea- 

'  M>»  in  attempting  to  alter  the  government,  by  what 

I  ^UHto  calls  a  judgment  on  him  for,  many  years  be- 

I  ^e  (when  Podesta  and  Captain  of  Treviso),  having 

!  Itioeked  down  a  bishop,  who  vras  sluggish  in  car- 

I  Ting  the  host  at  a  procession.    He  '  saddles  him,'  as 

^^■VKkomdid  Square,  *with  a  judgment;'  but  he  does 

^  Beationvrhetherhehad  been  punishoJ  at  the  time 

^whatwouM  appear  very  strange,  even  now,  and 

■■■t  have  beenitiU  more  so  in  an  age  of  papal  power 

*^^.    Sanuto  says,  that  Heaven  took  away  his 

|*|>M  for  this  bufiet,  and  induced  him  to  conspire. 

*  Per^  fu  pennesso  che  il  Faliero  perdesse  1'  intel- 

"  I  do  not  know  what  your  pariour-boarders  wfll 
^  of  the  Drama  I  have  founded  upon  this  extraor- 
"•"•wy  event    ITie  only  simiUir  one  in  history  is  the 

j  ^(iXApM^  Ring  of  Sparta,  a  prince  with  the  com- 

I  "loos  against  the  aristocracy,  and  losing  his  life  there- 

I  'v^  ^t  it  shall  be  sent  when  copied. 

I    ^I  should  he  glad  to  know  why  your  Quarteriny 


Reviewers,  at  the  ekiee  of  *  the  Fall  of  Jerusalem,' 
accuse  me  of  Manicheism  P  a  compUment  to  which  the 
sweetener  of  *oneof  the  mightiest  spirits'  by  no  means 
reconciles  me.  The  poem  they  review  is  very  noble ; 
but  could  they  not  do  justice  to  the  writer  without 
converting  him  into  my  religious  antidote  ?  I  am  not 
a  Manichean,  nor  an  ^ny^cheen.  I  should  like  to 
know  what  harm  my  *  poeshies*  have  done  ?  I  can't 
tell  what  people  mean  by  making  me  a  hobgoblin." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXI. 

TO  MR  MUBRAY. 

*  RaTioana,  Angnst  31st,  1890. 

^  1  have  ^put  my  soul'  into  the  tragedy  (as  you  if 
it) ;  but  you  know  that  there  are  d— d  souls  as  well  as 
tragedies.  Recollect  that  it  is  not  a  political  play, 
though  it  may  kwk  like  it :  it  is  strictly  historical. 
Read  the  history  and  judge. 

^  Ada's  picture  is  her  mother's.  I  am  gUul  of  it^ 
the  mother  made  a  good  daughter.  Send  mc  Gif- 
ford's  opinion,  and  never  mind  the  Archbishop.  I 
can  neither  send  you  away,  nor  give  you  a  hundred 
pistoles,  nor  a  better  taste :  I  send  you  a  tragedy,  and 
you  ask  for  '  facetious  epistles;'  a  little  like  your  pre- 
decessor, who  advised  Dr  Prideaux  to  'put  some 
more  humour  into  his  Life  of  Mahomet.' 

''Bankes  is  a  wonderful  fellow.  There  is  hardly 
one  of  my  school  or  college  contemporaries  that  has 
not  turned  out  more  or  less  celebrated.  Peel,  Pal- 
merstone,  Bankes,  Hobhouse,  Tavistock,  Bob  Mills, 
Douglas  Kinnaird,  &c.  &c.  have  all  talked  and  been 
talked  about. 

♦       ♦*♦♦♦♦ 

**  We  are  here  going  lo  fight  a  little  next  month,  if 
the  Huns  don't  cross  the  Po,  and  probably  if  they  do. 
I  can't  say  more  now.  If  any  thing  happens,  you 
have  matter  for  a  posthumous  work  in  MS ;  so  pray 
be  civil.  Depend  upon  it,  there  will  be  savage  work, 
if  once  they  begin  here.  The  French  courage  pro- 
ceeds from  vanity,  the  German  from  phlegm,  the 
Turkish  from  fanaticism  and  opium,  the  Spanish 
from  pride,  the  ElngUsh  from  coobess,  the  Dutch 
from  obstinaoy,  the  Russian  from  insensibility,  but 
the  Italian  from  anger;  so  you  11  see  that  they  will 
spare  nothing." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXIL 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Ravenna,  Aogast  31st,  18M. 
**  D — n  your  *  mezzo  cammin' — *  you  should  say 
*  the  prime  of  Ufe,'  a  much  more  consolatory  phrase. 
Besides,  it  is  not  correct.  I  was  bom  in  1788,  and 
consequently  am  but  thirty-two.  You  are  mistaken 
on  another  point.  The  *  Sequin  Box'  never  casM 
into  requisition,  nor  is  it  likely  to  do  so.  It  were 
betteh*  that  it  had,  for  then  a  man  is  not  hound,  you 
1  know.  As  to  reform,  1  did  reform— what  would 
you  have 7  'Rebellion  hy  in  his  way,  and  he  fbund 

•  IbadconKratoIated  Urn  apon  arririnff  at  what  Dante 
caUt  the  "  mesxo  cammin"  of  Ufe,  the  age  of  thirty-tkree. 
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it.'  I  Terfly  beliere  that  nor  yoa,  nor  any  man  of 
poetical  temperament,  can  avoid  a  strong  passion  of 
some  kind.  It  is  the  poetry  of  life.  What  should  I 
have  known  or  written,  had  I  been  a  quiet,  mercantile 
politician,  or  a  lord  in  waiting  ?  A  man  must  travel 
and  turmoil,  or  there  is  no  existence.  Besides,  I 
only  meant  to  be  a  Cavalier  Servente,  and  had  no 
idea  it  would  turn  out  a  romance,  in  the  Anglo 
fashion. 

.  **  However,  I  suspect^I  know  a  thing  or  two  of 
Italy — more  than  Lady  Morgan  has  picked  up  in  her 
posting.  What  do  Englishmen  know  of  Italians 
beyond  their  museums  and  saloons— and  some 
hack  *  *,  en  pcuaant  1  Now,  I  have  lived  in  the 
heart  of  their  houses,  in  parts  of  Italy  freshest  and 
least  influenced  by  strangers, — have  seen  and  become 
(pari  magna  fai)  a  portion  of  their  hopes,  and  fears, 
and  passions,  and  am  almost  inoculated  into  a 
family.    This  is  to  see  men  and  things  as  they  are. 

You  say  Aat  I  called  you  *  quiet '  * — I  don't  re- 
collect any  thing  of  Ike  sort.  On  the  contrary,  you 
are  always  in  scrapes. 

**  What  think  you  of  the  Queen? .  I  hear  Mr.  Hoby 
says,  *  that  it  makes  him  weep  \ti  se«  her,  she  reminds 
him  BO  much  of  Jane  Shore.' 

«  Mr  Hoby  the  bootmaker's  heart  U  qoite  tore, 
For  aeeiiif  the  Queen  make*  him  think  of  Jane  Shore ; 
And,  in  fact.         ♦        ♦  ♦         ♦         »         ♦ 

Pray  excuse  this  ribaldry.  What  is  your  Poem 
about?  Write  and  tell  me  all  about  it  and  you. 
"  Yours,  &c 
^  P.S.  Did  you  write  the  lively  quiz  on  Peter  Bell? 
It  has  wit  enough  to  be  yours,  and  almost  too  much 
to  be  any  body  else's  now  going.  It  was  in  Galignani 
tbt other  day  or  week." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXm. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  September  7th,  1820. 

*'In  correcting  the  proofs  you  must  refer  to  the 
numuMcriptt  because  there  are  in  it  various 
readings.  Pray  attend  to  this,  and  choose  what 
GiflR>rd  thinks  best.  Let  me  hear  what  he  thinks  of 
the  whole. 

**  You  speak  of  Lady  *  *'s  iUness:  she  is  not  of 
those  who  die:-^the  amiable  only  do;  and  those 
whose  death  would  do  good  live.  Whenever  she  is 
pleased  to  return,  it  may  be  presumed  she  will  take 
her  'divining  rod'  along  with  her :  it  may  be  of  use  to 
her  at  home,  as  well  as  to  the  'rich  man'  of  the 
Evangelists. 

^  Pray  do  not  let  the  papers  paragraph  me  back 
to  England.  They  may  say  what  they  please,  any 
k)athsome  abuse  but  that.    Contradict  it. 

**  My  last  letters  will  have  Uught  you  to  expect 
an  expktsion  here :  it  was  primed  and  k)aded,  but 
they  hesitated  to  fire  the  train.  One  of  the  cities 
shirked  from  the  league.  I  cannot  write  more  at 
large  for  a  thousand  reasons.  Our  'puir  hill  folk' 
offinred  to  strike,  and  raise  tha  first  banner,  but 

*  I  had  inUtaken  the  conchiding  words  ofhis  letter  of  the 
VthofJuie. 


Bobgna  paused ;  and  now  'tis  autumn,  and  the  season 
half  over.  *  O  Jerusaleml  Jerusalem !'  TIte  Hms 
are  on  the  Po;  but  if  once  tkey  pass  it  on  their waj 
to  Naples,  all  Italy  will  be  behind  them.  The  dogi 
—the  wolves — may  they  perish  like  the  host  d 
Sennacherib !  If  you  want  to  publish  the  Propbeqf 
of  Dante,  you  never  will  have  a  better  time.** 

LETTER  CCCLXXXIV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna.  September  llth,  Vm, 

^  Here  is  another  historical  note  for  you.  I  mat 
to  be  as  near  truth  as  the  drama  can  be. 

^  Last  post  I  sent  yo^  a  note  fierce  as  Faliero  hiis> 
self,*  in  answer  to  a  trashy  tourist,  who  pretaxk 
that  he  could  have  been  introduced  to  me.  Let  ne 
have  a  proof  of  it,  that  I  may  cut  .its  lava  into  aom 
shape. 

^  What  GiJBbrd  says  is  very  consolatory  (of  Ik 
First  Act).  English,  sterling  genuine  EngUsk^ni 
desideratum  amongst  you,  and  I  am  glad  that  1  bare 
got  so  much  left;  though  Heaven  knows  how  I  rettm 
it :  I  hear  none  but  from  my  valet,  and  his  it  Not- 
tinghamskire ;  and  I  see  none  but  in  your  new  pub- 
lications, jmd  theirs  is  no  lan^age  at  all  butjaipn. 
Even  your  *  *  «  «  is  terribly  stilted  and  afided, 
with  '  very,  verjf*  so  soft  and  pamby. 

^  Oh  1  if  ever  I  do  come  amongst  you  again,  1  viD 
give  you  such  a  *  Baviad  and  Maviad  I'.not  at  good 
as  Qko  old,  but  even  better  merited.  There  serff 
was  such  a  set  as  your  ragamtiffins  (1  nuan  nd 
yours  only,  but  every  body's).  What  with  the  Cock- 
neys, and  the  Lakers^  and  the  foUowert  of  &»tt, 
and  Moore,  and  Byron,  you  are  in  the  very  ulta 
decline  and  degradation  of  literature.  I  cant  think 
of  it  without  all  the  remorse  of  a  murderer.  I  wiik 
that  Johnson  were  alive  again  to  crush  then!" 

LETTER  CCCLXXXV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"Ravenna.  Sept  14th.  Ifli- 
*♦  What  J  not  a  line?  Well,  have  it  yourowa^ 
^  I  wish  you  woukl  inform  Peiry  that  his  stupjo 
paragraph  is  the  cause  of  all  my  newspapefs  bctfl 
stopped  in  Paris.  The  fools  believe  me  ia  yoorii- 
fernal  country,  and  have  not  sent  on  thdr  g**f^ 
so  that  I  know  nothing  of  your  beastly  trial  of  the 
Queen. 

**I  cannot  avail  myself  of  Mr  GiiR)rcrs.reB«rt% 
because  I  have  received  none,  except  on  the  W 
act. 

«Yoars,«tc 

«*P.S.  Do,  prey,  beg  the  editors  of  pap«»«>"^ 
any  thing  blackguard  they  please ;  but  not  ^jf^. 
amongst  their  arrivals.  They  do  me  wott  ■jW*' 
by  such  nonsense  than  all  thdr  abuse  can  do. 


♦The 
this  tragedy, 
recent  tonrist 


angiy  note  against  Eaglkh trsvelkriflVJJ^ 

[edjr,  in  conaeqaence  of  aa  aa»ertion  ■•*  "^  j,j 

ourist  that  he  (or,  aa  it  aftenrard*  «*™«*ri'-- 

an  iatiodaottonto  l4id  07^ 


while  In  Italy.* 
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LETTER  CCCLXXXVI. 

TO  ME  MURRAY. 

«  RaveniM^Sept.  9M,  1830. 
"So, you  are  at  your  oM  trifski  again.  This  is  the 
anoiid  packet  I  bare  received  unaccompaoied  bj  a 
ngle  line  of  good,  bad,  or  indifferent.  It  is  strange 
that  70U  have  never  forwarded  any  further  obtenra- 
tkn  of  Oifford's.  How  am  I  to  alter  or  amend,  if  I 
bnr  no  further?  or  does  this  silence  mean  that  it  is 
weQenough  as  it  is,  or  too  bad  to  be  repaired?  If 
the  last,  why  do  you  not  say  so  at  once,  instead  of 
phyiog  pretty,  while  you  know  that  soon  or  late  you 
WBI  oat  with  the  truth. 

**  Yours,  &c. 

"P.  S.    My  sister  teQs  me  that  you  sent  to  her  to 

ioqairc  where  I  was,  believing  in  my  arrival,  *drivtng 

f  cmricle*  &c.  &c.  into  Palace-yard.    Do  you  think 

j  Be  a  coxcomb  or  a  madman,  to  be  capable  of  such 

I  tteihibitkm?    My  sister  knew  me  better^  and  told 

I  jon,  that  could  not  be  me.    You  might  as  well  have 

tbooght  ne  entering  on  *a  pale  horse,'  like  Death  in 

the  Revelations.'' 

LETTER  CCCLXXXVIL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  Sept.  33d,  1830. 
"  Get  from  Mr  Hobhouse,  and  send  me  a  proof 
(with  the  Latin)  of  my  Hints  from  Horace :  it  has  now 
^mmumprematur  in  txnfium  complete  for  its  pro- 
^uetioo,  being  written  at  Athens  in  ISII.    I  have  a 
lotioa  that,  vrith  some  omissions  of  names  and  pas- 
ties, it  will  do;  and  I  could  put  my  late  obserra- 
^tafor  Pope  amongst  the  notes,  with  the  date  of 
1 1820,  and  so  on.    As  far  as  versification  goes,  it  is 
.  good;  and  on  looking  back  to  what  I  wrote  about 
j  that  period,  I  am  astonished  to  see  how  little  I  have 
trained  on.    I  wrote  better  then  than  now ;  but  that 
I  ^fna  of  my  having  fallen  into  the  atrocious  bad  taste 
I  ^  the  times.    If  I  can  trim  it  for  present  pubUcation, 
I  what  wiih  the  other  things  you  have  of  mine,  you  will 
I  ^n  a  volome  or  two  of  vcariety  at  least,  for  there 
^  he  all  measures,  styles,  and  topics,  whether  good  ' 
I  or  BO.    I  am  anxious  to  hear  what  Gifford  thinks  of  I 
;  thetragedy :  pray  let  me  know.    I  really  do  not  know  | 
wiat  to  thbk  myself. 

*'If  the  Germans  pass  the  Po,  they  will  be  treated  I 

to  a  mats  out  of  the  Cardinal  de  Retz's  Breviary,  j 

,  *  *'«  a  fool,  and  could  not  understand  this :  Frere  \ 

'  ^   It  is  as  pretty  a  conceit  as  you  would  wish  to  , 

I  >ce  on  a  summer's  day.  I 

'    ''Nobody  here  believes  a  word  of  the  evidence 

*9*iat  the  Queen.    The  very  mob  cry  shame  against 

their  countrymen,  and  say,  that  for  half  the  money 

*PCDt  upon  the  trial,  any  testimony  whatever  may  be 

*»nwght  out  of  Italy.    This  you  may  rely  upon  as 

^    I  told  yoy  as  much  before.    As  to  what  tra- 

TeBen  report,  what  are  travellera  f    Now  I  have 

^tcMf  among  the  Italians — not  Plorencedt  and  Jto' 

Mid,  and  galleried,  and  conversationed  it  for  a  few 

BODths,  and  theo  home  again ;  but  been  of  their  £a- 

^"^^  and  friendships,  and  feuds,  and  loves,  and 


councils,  and  correspondence,  in  a  part  of  Italy  least 
known  to  foreigners,— and  have  been  amongst  them 
of  all  classes,  from  the  Conte  to  the  Contadine;  and 
you  may  be  sure  of  what  I  say  to  you. 

**  Yours,  fee." 


LETTER  CCCLXXXVIII. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"Ravenna,  September  S8th,  1830. 

^  I  thought  that  I  had  told  you  k>ng  ago,  that  it 
never  was  intended  nor  written  .with  any  view  to  the 
stage.  I  have  said  so  in  the  preface  too.  It  is  too 
bng  and  too  regular  for  your  stage,  the  persons  too 
few,  and  the  unity  too  much  observed.  It  is  more 
like  a  play  of  Alfieri's  than  of  your  stage  (I  say  this 
humbly  in  speakmg  of  that  great  man) ;  but  there  is 
poetry,  and  it  is  equal  to  Manfred,  though  I  know 
not  what  esteem  is  held  of  Manfred. 

^  I  have  now  been  nearly  as  long  out  of  England 
as  I-  was  there  during  the  time  I  saw  you  frequently. 
I  came  home  July  14th,  1811,  and  left  again  April 
25lh,  1816:  so  that  Sept.  28th,  1820,  brings  me 
within  a  very  few  months  of  the  same  duration  of 
tune  of  my  stay  and  my  absence.  In  cotvse,  I  can 
know  nothing  of  the  public  taste  aqd  feeling;*,  but  from 
what  I  glean  from  letters,  &c«  Both  seem  to  be  as 
bad  as  possible. 

^I  thought  Afuutaeiue  excellent :  did  I  not  say 
•0?  Matthews's  Diary  most  excellent;  it,  and  For- 
syth, and  parts  of  Hobhouse,  are  all  we  have  of  truth 
or  sense  upon  Italy.  The  Letter  to  Julia  very  good 
indeed.  I  do  not  despise  ««*««*;  \^t  if  she 
knit  blue-stockings  instead  of  wearing  them,  it  would 
be  better.  You  are  taken  in  by  that  false  stilted 
trashy  style,  which  is  a  mixture  of  all  the  styles  of  the 
day,  which  are  all  bombastic  (I  don't  except  my 
oum — no  one  has  done  more  through  negligence  to 
corrupt  the  language) ;  but  it  is  neither  English  nor 
poetry.    Time  will  show. 

^  I  am  sorry  Gifibrd  has  made  no  further  remarks 
beyond  the  first  Act :  does  he  think  all  the  English 
equally  sterling  as  he  thought  the  first  ?  You  did  right 
to  send  the  proofs :  1  was  a  fool ;  but  I  do  really  de- 
test the  sight  of  proofs :  it  is  an  abstmiity ;  but  comes 
from  laziness. 

^  You  can  steal  the  two  Juans  into  the  world 
quietly,  tagged  to  the  others.  The  play  as  you  will —  . 
the  Dante  too;  but  the  Pulci  I  am  proud  of:  it  is  | 
superb ;  you  have  no  such  translation.  It  is  the  best 
thing  I  ever  did  in  my  life.  I  wrote  the  play  from 
beginning  to  end,  and  not  a  single  scene  without  in- 
terruption, and  being  obliged  to  break  off  in  the 
middle ;  for  I  bad  my  hands  full,  and  my  head,  too, 
just  then ;  so  it  can  be  no  great  shakes— I  mean  the 
pkty ;  and  the  head  too,  if  you  like. 

**P.S,  Politics  here  still  savage  and  uncertain. 
However,  we  are  all  in  our  *  bandaliers '  to  join  the 
•  Highlanders  if  they  cross  the  Forth,*  •".  e.  to  crush 
the  Austrians  if  they  pass  the  Po.    The  rascals!— 

and.  that  dog  L ^1,  to  say  their  subjects  are 

happy  i    If  ever  I  come  back,  I*U  work  some  of 
thesd  ministers. 
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•Sept.  29111. 

^I  open  my  letter  to  say  that,  on  readiog  more  of 
the  four  volames  on  Italy,  where  the  author  lays 
*  declined  an  introduction,'  I  perceive  [horreMco  rtfe- 
rens)  it  is  written  by  a  WOMAN ! !  1  In  that  case 
you  must  suppress  my  note  and  answer,  and  all  I 
have  said  about  the  book  and  the  writer.  I  never 
dr^uned  of  it  until  now,  in  my  extreme  wrath  at  that 
precious  note.  I  can  only  say  that  I  am  sorry  that  a 
lady  should  say  any  thing  of  the  kind.  What  I  would 
have  said  to  one  of  the  other  sex  you  know  ahready. 
Her  book  too  (as  a  sh§  book)  is  not  a  bad  one ;  but 
she  evidently  don't  know  the  Italians,  or  rather  don't 
like  them,  and  forgets  the  comes  of  their  misery  and 
profligacy  [McUtAews  and  Forsyth  ace  your  men  for 
truth  and  tact),  and  has  gone  over  Italy  in  company — 
always  a  had  plan :  you  must  be  tdone  with  people 
to  know  them  well.  Ask  her,  who  was  the  '  descen- 
dant qf  Lady  M.  W.  Montague,*  and  by  whom?  by 
Algarotti? 

**  I  suspect  that  in  Marino  Faliero,  you  and  yours 
won't  like  the  politics^  which  are  peribus  to'you  in 
these  times :  but  recollect  that  it  is  no/  a  poliiiecU^ 
play,  and  that  I  was  obliged  to  put  into  the  moutjis  of 
the  characters  the  sentiments  upon  Which  they  acted. 
I  hate  all  things  written  like  Pizarro,  to  represent 
France,  England,  and  so  forth.  All  I  liave  done  is 
meant  to  be  purely  Venetian,  even*  to  the  very  pro- 
phecy of  its  present  state. 

^  Your  Angles  in  general  know  Iittlei>f  Che  lialiantt 
who  detest  them  for  their  numbers  and  their  Gknoa 
treachery.  Besides,  the  English  travelleis  have  not 
been  composed  of  the  best  company.  'How  could 
they?— out  of  100,000,  how  many. gentlemen  were 
there,  or  honest  men  ?  "     • 

^  Mitchell's  Aristophanes  is  exoellent.  .  Send  ma 
the  rest  of  it.  .     •       .       > 

**  These  fools  will  force  me  to  write  a  book  about 
Italy  myself,  to  give  them  *■  the  feud  lie.'  .  They  pfate 
about  assassination;  what  is  it  but  the  origin  of 
duelling— and  *a  wild  justice,*  as  Loyl  Bacon  calls 
it?  fl  is  the  fount  of  the  modem  point  of  honour  in 
what  the  laws  can't  or  won*t  reach.  Every  man  is 
liable  to  it  more  or  less,  according  to  /lircumitancea 
or  phice.  For  instance,  I  am  living  here  exposed  to 
it  daily,  for  I  have  happened  W  make  a  powerful  and 
unprincipled  man  my  enemy ; — and  I  never  sleep  the 
worse  for  it,  or  ride  in  less  soUtary  places,  because 
precaution  is  useless,  and  one  thinks  of  it  as  of  a 
disease  which  may  or  may  not  strike.  It  is  true  that 
there  are  those  here,  who,  if  he  did,  would  *live  to 
think  on't;'  but  that  would  not  tfwake  my  bones:  L 
should  be  sorry  if  it  would,  were  they  once  at  rest." 

LETTER  CCCLXXXIX. 

TO  MR  MtJRRAY. 


the  Alfred  nsy  old  school  and  form-fellow  (for  we  were 
within  two  of  each  dther,  he  the  higher,  though  both 
very  near  the  top  of  our  remove)  Peel,  the  Iriih  se- 
cretaiy.  He  told  me  tbat,  in  1810,  he  m^  me,  as  be 
thought,  IB  St  James'fr-slreet,  but  we  passed  without 
speaking.  He  mentioned  this,  and  it  was  denied  as 
impossible,  I  being  then  in  Turkey.  A  day  or  two 
afterw0d,  he  pointed  out  to  his  brother  a  penoa  on 
the  opposite  tide  of  the  way  :-^*  There,'  said  he,  'ii 
the  man  whom  I  took  for  Byron.'  His  brother  in- 
stantly answered,  '  Why,  it  is  Byron,  and  no  ok 
else.'  But  this  is  not  all  *.—  I  was  teen  by  somebodj 
to  write  down  my  na^  amoi^  the  inquirers  after 
the  king's  health,  then  attacked  by  insaoily.  Now, 
at  this  very  period,  as  nearly  as  I  oould  make  out,  I 
was  ill  of  a  strong  fever  at  Patras,  caught  in  the 
manhes  near  O^ympia,  from  the  malaria.  If  1  had 
died  there,  this  woukl  have  been  «  new  ghost  storj 
for  you.  You  can  easily  make  wxi  the  accuracy  of 
this  from  Peel  himself,  who  tolfl  ii  in  detafl.  I  sup- 
pose you  will  be  of  the  opinion  of  Lucretiui,  who 
(deni^  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  but)  asserts  that 
firotn  thb  'flying  off"  of  the -surfaces  of  bodies,  these 
surfaces  or  cases,  like  the  coats  of  an  onion,  are 
sometimes  seen  entire  when  they  are  separated  firon 
it,  80  that  the  ehUpes  and  shadows  of  both  the  dead 
and  livijig  are  freguently  bchekL' 

^But  if  th^y  are,  are  their  coats  and  waistcoats 
tdso  seen?  I  do  not  disbelieve  that  we  may  be  two 
by  some  unconscious  process,  to  a  certain  sign,  hot 
which  of  these  two  I  happen  at  present  to  be,  1  leaTe 
yoi^  to  de^jde.*  I  Duly  hppethat/'o/Aer  wu  hehsTu 
like  a  gemman^ 

u|  ^ff^  y^y  ^oui(]  gel  j>eel  asked  how  far  Ian 
,  accurate  in  my  recollection  of  .what  he  told  me;  for  1 
•don'i  like  to  saf  such  things  without  authority* 

**l  am  not  sur^lhat  I  was  not  spoken  jrith;  but 
tliis  also  you  can  tvcertain.  I  have  written  to  you 
such  lett^  that  I  stop.  '  «• 

.      »  "You6,&c 

"^  P.  S.    La«t  year  (in  June,  1819}  I  mef.  at  CoobI 
l^^psti's,  tft  f  fiTara,  an  Italian  who  a^ked  me  *  if  I 
knew  Lbrd. Byron?*    I  told  hiiy  no  (no  one  knows 
himself,  you  know).  - '  Then,'  says  he,  *  I  da;  I  b^  ' 
hun  at  Naplef  the  other  day.'.  I  pulled  out  py  oaid 
I  and  asked  him  ff  that  wa%  the  way  he  spell  bis  Bane :  ' 
I  he  answered^  yes,    I  suspect  that  it  was  a  black- 1 
!  guard  navy  surgedn,  ty)u>  Attended  a  young  traveffiag  , 
I  madam' about,  and  passed  himself  for  «  kxt}  at  tbe  t 
post-houses.    He  was  »  vulgar  dog— iqaite  ^  ^ 
cock-pit  order-o-and  ir  preci^nis  representaflre  I  nwst . 
have  h^Q  of  him,  if  it  was  even  so;  but  I  don'i  know. ! 
!  He  passed  himself  off  as  a  e;dideman,  and  squired 
I  about  a  Countess  *  *  (of  this  pkiee),  then  at  Venice,  | 
I  an  ugly  battered  woman,  of  bad  morals  <Tefl  ^ 
^  Italy."  j 


•Raveiuia.Sbree*,  isao. 

**  You  will  have  now  received  all  the  Acts,  cor- 
rected, of  the  Marino  Faliero.  What  you  say  of  the 
*  bet  of  100  gumeas'  made  by  some  one  who  says  that 
he  saw  me  last  week  reminds  m6  of  what  happened 
in  1810 ;  you  can  easily  ascertain  the  fact,  and  it  is 
an  odd  one. 

**  In  the  hitter  end  of  1811,  I  met  one  evening  at  '  of  Italics.    Besides, 


LETTER  CCX;XC. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 


«  RaTenna,  \Sbxt  8",  ltf*>    > 
"Foscolo's  letter  is  exactly  the  thing  wanted; 
firstly,  because  he  is  a  man  of  genius ;  and,  kx(|  ; 
because  he  is  an  Italian,  and  therdSore  the  best  judr  I 
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I        <  He's  more  an  antigae  Roman  tban  ft  Dane;' 

ibat  ii,  he  is  mote  of  the  ancient  Greek  than  of  the 
I  Bodera  Italian.  Though  *  •omeiff hat/  as  Dugald 
I  DilgeUy  mjBy  >  too  wild  and  aa/vage '  (like  *  Ronald 
I  of  the  Mist'),  tis  a  wonderful  inaa»  and  my  friends 
Hobhouse  and  Rose  both  swear  by  him ;  and  they 
are  good  judges  of  men  and  of  Italian  liumanity. 

'  Here  are  In  all  two  worthy  roloet  gain'd  :' 

Gifbrd  says  it  is  good  *  sterling  genuine  English/ 
lad  Foseok)  says  that  the  characters  are  right  Vene- 
6uL  Shakspeare  and  Otway  had  a  miHion  of  advan- 
tages orer  me,  besides  the  incalculable  one  of  being 
dud  from  one  to  two  centuries,  and  haTiog  been 
bodi  bom  blackguards  (which  are  such  attractions  to 
j  the  gentle  liring  *  reader) ;  let  me  then  presenre  the 
ody  one  which  I  could  possibly  have— that  of  having 
been  at  Yeoice,  and  entered  more  into  the  local  spirit 
!  of  iL   I  claim  no  more. 

I  **!  know*  what  Fosook>  means  about  Cal^daro's 
tpHting  at  Bertram ;  thafB  national— the  objection^ 
!  I  DMto.  The  Italians  and  French,  with  those  *  flags 
'  of  abomination/  their  pocket  handkerchiefs,  spit 
j  there,  and  here,  and.ev^y  vrfiere  else— in  your  face 
I  aloKMt,  and  therefore  object  to  it  on  the  stage  as  too 
famltar.  But  we  who  tpU  nowhere — but  in  a 
I  fflao's  fiace  when  we  grow  savage — are  not  likely  tu 
'  fed  this.  Remember  'Masttnger,  and  Kean's  Sir 
I  Giles  Overreach — 

'LniltAm*  I  «ptf  at theeandatthycouniel!' 

Bcades,  Calendaro  does  90t  spit  in  Bertram's  <a<% ; 
he  spits  at  hkn^  w*  I  have  seen  the  Mussuhnaos  do 
ipQQ  the  ground  when  they  are  in  a  rage.  Again, 
lie  does  not  in  fact  despist  Bcrtmm,  though  he  af- 
iiecto  it,— as  we  all  do,  when  angry  with  one  we  think 


(though  I  fere  and  esteem  him) ;  and  the  third     — 


^  So  you  see  that  I  have  seen  some  strange  things 
in  my  time.  As  for  your  own  offer,  it  was  in  1815, 
when  I  was  in  actual  uncertainty  of  five  pounds.  I 
rejected  it ;  but  I  hare  not  forgotten  it,  although  you 
probably  have. 

^  P.  S.  Foeoob's  Ricciardo  was  lent,  with  the 
leaves  uncut,  to  some  Italians,  now  in  villeggiatura, 
so  that  I  hare  had  no  opportunity  of  hearing  their 
decision,  or  of  reading  it.  They  seized  on  it  as  Fos- 
cob's,  and  on  account  of  the  beauty  of  the  paper  and 
printing,  directly.  If  I  find  it  takes,  I  will  reprint  it 
here.  The  Italians  think  as  highly  of  Foscolo  as 
they  can  of  any  man,  divided  and  miserable  as  they 
are,  an^  with  neither  leisure  at  present  to  read,  nor 
head  nor  heart  to  judge  of  any  thing  but  extracts 
from  French  newspapers  and  the  Lugano  Gazette. 

^  We  are  all  looking  at  one  another,  like  wolves 
on  their  prey  in  pursuit,  only  waiting  for  the  first 
falling  on  to  do  unutterable  things.  They  are  a  great 
world  in  chaos,  or  angels  in  hell,  which  jou  please; 
but  out  of  chaos  came  paradise,  and  out  of  hell— I 
don'i  know  what ;  but  the  devil  went  m  there,  and 
he  was  a  fine  fellow  once,  you  know. 
I  "  You  need  never  favour  me  with  any  periodical 
publication,  except  the  Edinburgh,  Quarterly,  and  an 
'  occasional  Bkickwood ;  or  now  and  then  a  Monthly 
Review :  for  the  rest  I  do  not  feel  curiosity  enough 
to  look  beyond  their  covers. 

^To  be  sure  I  took  in  the  Editor  of  the  British 
finely.  He  fell  precisely  ioto  the  glaring  trap  hud  for 
him.  It  was  inconceivable  how  he  could  be  sd  ab- 
surd as  to  imagine  us  serious  with  him. 

"Recollect,  that  if  you  put  my  name  to  *Don 
Juan'  in  these  canting  dayiH  any  hiwyer  might  op- 
pose my  guardian  right  of  m/  daughter  in  chanceiT, 
on  the  plea  of  itt  contaming  the  parody;— such  are 
'  the  perils  of  a  fodish  jest.  I  was  not  aware  of  this 
ow  inferior.  He  is  angry  at  not  being  allov^ed  to  die  in  I  at  t^  time,  but  you  will  find  it  correct,  I  believe; 
^  om  vray  (although  not  afraid  of  death) ;  and  re-  |  and  you  may  be  sure  that  the  Noels  would  not  let  it 
wflect  that  he'suipected  and  hated  Bertram  from  the  ,  slip.  Now  I  prefer  my  child  to  i.  poem  at  an/  tune, 
fini.  Isael  Bertucdo,  on  the  other  hand,  is  a  coofer  and  so  should  you,  as  having  half  a  dozen. 
uA  more  concentrated  fellov? :  he  acts  upon  prmci-  ,  "  Let  me  know  your  notions. 
pit  and  impmUe;  C^endaro  upon  impuUe  and  ^x-  .  ^  If  you  turn  over  the  earlier  pages  of  the  Hunl- 
ample.  '  *  ingdbq  peerage  story,  you  will  see  how  common  a 


'^So  there^s  argun^nt  for  you. 

"The  Doge  repeatt ;—-irue,  but  it  is  from  en- 

SnMQg  passion,  and  because  he  sees  different  per- 

J  sou,  nod  is  always  obliged  to  recur  to  the  cause 

I  uppermost  in  his  mind.    His' speeches  are  long; — 

I  true,  but  I  wrote  for  the  closet,  and  on  the  French 

aa4  Italian  modd  rather  than  yours,  which  I  think 

Bot  very  highly  of,  Ibr  all  your  old  dnunatists,  who 

ve  king  enough  too,  God  kaoma:— look  into  any  of 

tbem. 

^  I  return  you  Foscplo's  letter,  because  it  alludes 
«ko  to  his  private  a&irs.  I  am  sorry  to  see  such  a 
KMO  in  straits,  because  1  know  what  they  are,  or 
whtt  they  were.  I  never  met  but  three  men  who 
would  have  held  out  a  finger  to  me :  one  was  your- 
ael^  the  other  William  Bankes,  and  the  other  a  no- 
t^lnnan  long  ago  dead :  but  of  these  the  first  was  the 
only  one  who  offered  it  while!  reallif  wanted  it; 
the  second  from  good-will — ^but  I  was  not  in  need  of 
Bankes's  aid,  and  would  not  have  accepted  it  if  1  had 


name  Ada  was  in  the  early  Plantagenet  days.  I 
found  it  in  my  own  pedigree  m  the  reign  of  John  and 
Henry,  and  gave  it  to  my  daughter.  It  was  also  the 
name  of  Charlemagne's  sister.  It  is  in  an  early  chap- 
Ipr  of  Genesis,  as  the  name  of  the  wife  of  Lamech; 
and  I  suppose  Ada  is  the  feminine  of  Adam.  It  is 
short,  ancient,  vocalic,  and  had  been  in  my  family ; 
for  which  reason  I  gave  it  my  daughter." 


LETTER  CCCXCL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  8bre  U<*,  MM. 
^  By  land  and  sea  carriage  a  considerable  quantity 
of  books  have  arrived ;  and  I  am  obliged  and  grateful : 
but  *  medio  de  fonte  leporum,  surgit  amari  aliquid,' 
&c.  &c. ;  which,  being  interpreted,  means, 

*  The  paragraph  is  left  thus  imperfect  In  (he  original. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


848 


NOTICES  OP  THE 


A.  D.  1890. 


*  I  *m  ttiaakAil  for  your  boolu>  dear  Mumy ; 
Bat  wby  not  tend  Scott'f  Monaalerjr  ' 

the  only  book  io  four  living  volumes  I  would  give  a 
baioccolo  to  see — 'bating  the  rest  of  the  same  author, 
and  an  occasional  Edinburgh  and  Quarterly,  as  brief 
chroniclers  of  the  times.  Instead  of  this,  here  are 
Johnny  Keats's  *  *  poetry,  and  three  noveb,  by  God 
knows  whom,  except  that  there  is  Peg  *  *  *'s  name 
to  one  of  them — a  spinster  whom  I  thought  we  had 
send  back  to  her  spinning.  Crayon  is  very  good; 
Hogg's  Tales  rough,  but  racy,  and  welcome. 

**  Books  of  travels  are  expensive,  and  I  don't  want 
them,  having  travelled  already;  besides,  they  lie. 
Thank  the  author  of  *  the  Profligate'  for  his  (or  her) 
present.  Pray  send  me  no  more  poetry  but  what  is 
rare  and  decidedly  good.  There  is  such  a  trash  of 
Keats  and  the  like  upon  my  tables  that  I  am  ashamed 
to  bok  at  them.  I  say  nothing  against  your  parsons, 
your  S  *  *  8  and  your  C  ♦  *  s — ^it  is  all  very  fine — 
but  pray  dispense  me  from  the  pleasure.  Instead  of 
poetry,  if  you  will  favour  me  with  a  few  soda-pow- 
ders, I  shall  be  delighted:  but  all  prose  ('bating 
travels  and  novels  not  by  Scott)  is  welcome,  es- 
pecially Scott's  Tales  of  My  Landlord,  and  so  on. 

**  In  the  notes  to  Marino  Paliero,  it  may  be  as  well 
to  say  that  *  Benintende*  was  not  really  of  the  Ten, 
but  merely  Grcmd  Chancellory  a  separate  office 
(although  important);  it  was  an  arbitrary  alteration  of 
mine.  The  Doges  too  were  all  buried  in  St  Marfe 
before  Paliero.  It  is  singuhur  that  when  his  predeces- 
sor, Andrea  Dandolo,  died,  the  Ten  made  a  law  that 
all  the  future  Doges  should  be  buried  with  their 
families,  in  their  own  churches, —one  would  think 
by  a  kind  of  presentiment.  So  that  all  that  is  said 
of  his  ancestral  Doges,  as  buried  at  St  John's  and 
Paul's,  is  altered  from  the  fact,  they  being  in  8t 
Mark's.  Make  a  note  of  this,  and  put  Editor  as 
the  subscription  to  it. 

^  As  1  make  such  pretensions  to  accuracy,  I 
should  not  like  to  be  twitted  even  with  such  trifles 
on  that  score.  Of  the  play  they  may  say  what  they 
please,  but  not  so  of  my  costume  and  dram,  pers., 
they  having  been  real  existences. 

"■  I  omitted  Foscolo  in  my  list  of  living  Venetian 
worthies,  in  the  notes,  considering  him  as  an  Ita^ 
lion  in  general,  and  not  a  mere  provincial  like  the 
rest ;  and  as  an  Italian  I  have  spoken  of  him  in  the 
preface  to  canto  4lh  of  Childe  Harold. 

^The  French  translation  of  us!!!  oime!  oime! — 
and  the  German ;  but  I  don't  understand  the  Utter, 
and  his  long  dissertation  at  the  end  about  the  Fauslsf 
EhiLCuse  haste.  Of  politics  it  is  not  safe  to  speak,  but 
nothing  is  decided  as  yet. 

^  I  am  in  a  very  fierce  humour  at  not  having  Scott's 
Monastery.  You  are  too  libercU  in  quantity,  and 
somewhat  careless  of  the  quality,  of  your  missives. 
All  the  Quarterlies  (four  in  number)  I  had  had 
before  from  you,  and  two  of  the  Edinburgh ;  but  no 
matter ;  we  shall  have  new  ones  by  and  by.  No  more 
Keats,  I  entreat : — flay  him  alive ;  if  some  of  you 
don't,  I  must  skin  him  myselt  There  is  no  bearing 
the  drivelUng  idiotism  of  the  manikin. 

"  I  don't  feel  inclined  to  care  further  about  *  Don 
Juan.'  What  do  you  think  a  very  preUy  Italian  lady 
said  tome  the  other  day?  She  had  read  it  in  the  French, 
and  paid  me  some  compliments,  with  due  draw- 


DACKB,  upon  it.  I  answered  that  vrhat  she  said  was 
true,  but  that  I  suspected  it  would  live  longer  than  ; 
Childe  Harold.— *ilA  buf  (said  she)  'IwauU  rather  , 
have  the  fame  of  Childe  Harold  for  three  years  ' 
than  an  immortauty  of  Don  Juan !'  The  uiith  | 
is  that  it  is  too  true,  and  the  women  hate  naoy  | 
things  which  strip  off  the  tinsel  of  sentiment;  snd  * 
they  are  right,  as  it  would  rob  them  of  their  wenpons.  ! 
I  never  knew  a  woman  who  did  not  hate  De  Crxm- , 
monfs  Memoirs  for  the  same  reason :  even  Lady  *  * 
used  to  abuse  them. 

**  Hose's  work  I  never  received.  It  was  seized  at 
Venice.  Such  is  the  liberality  of  the  Huns,  with 
their  two  hundred  thousand  men,  that  they  darsool 
let  such  a  volume  as  his  drcukte. 


LETTER  CCCXCn. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  Sbre  W,  VOk 

^  The  Abbot  has  just  arrived ;  many  thanks;  as 
also  for  the  Monastery—when  you  send  it  III 

^The  Abbot  will  have  a  more  than  ordinary  intereit 
for  me,  for  an  ancestor  of  mine  by  the  mother's  side, 
Sir  J.  Gordon  of  Gight,  the  handsomest  of  his  daj, 
died  on  a  scaflbld  at  Aberdeen  for  his  loyalty  to  Miry, 
of  whom  he  was  an  imputed  paramour  as  well  as  iter 
relation.  His  fate  was  much  commented  on  in  the 
Chronicles  of  the  times.  If  I  mistake  not,  he  Ind 
something  to  do  with  her  escape  from  Loch  Lerco, 
or  with  her  captivity  there.  But  this  you  wiD  knew 
better  than  I. 

**  I  recollect  Loch  Leven  as  it  were  but  yesterday. 
I  saw  it  m  my  way  to  England  in  1798,  being  then 
ten  years  of  age.  My  mother,  who  was  as  haughty 
as  Lucifer  with  her  descent  from  the  Stuarts,  aad 
her  right  line  from  the  old  Gordons,  not  the  Seytss 
GordonSy  as  she  disdainfully  termed  the  ducal  braach, 
told  me  the  story,  always  reminding  me  how  wperior 
her  Gordons  were  to  the  southern  Byrons,— noCwidH 
standmg  our  Norman,  and  always  masculine  descent, 
which  has  never  lapsed  into  a  female,  as  my  mother'* 
Gordons  had  done  in  her  own  person. 

**  I  have  written  you  so  often  lately  that  the  brevity 
of  this  will  be  welcome. 

**  yours,  &c» 


LETTER  CCCXCni. 

to   MR  MURRAY. 

•Ravenna, «»  »•,  Vm. 

«  Enclosed  is  the  Dedication  of  Marino  P»1»«VJ 
Goethe.  Query,— is  his  title  B«ro«  or  not?  Idw* 
yes.    Let  me  know  your  opinion,  and  so  forth. 

*«  P.  S.  Let  me  know  what  Mr  Hobhouse  and  yw 
have  decided  about  the  two  prose  letten  and  the» 
publication. 

**  I  enckwe  you  an  Italian  abstract  of  the  GefWJj 
translator  of  Manfred's  Appendix,  in  ^*»«*//^ 
perceive  quoted  what  Goethe  says  of  the  «'**^^ 
of  English  poetry  (and  not  of  me  in  pa^icular)^ 
this  the  Dedication  is  founded,  as  you  will  penw*^ 
tiiough  I  had  Uiought  of  it  before,  for  I  took  upon  i>» 
as  a  great  man." 
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I  The  Toy  singular  Dedication  transmitted  with  this 
i  letter  has  nerer  before  been  published,  nor,  as  fiur  as 
i  I  can  learn,  erer  reached  the  hands  of  the  illustrious 
i  Gdtnan.  It  is  written  in  the  poet's  most  whimsical 
jtBd  mocking  mood;  and  the  unmeasured  severity 
'  poured  out  in  it  upon  the  two  favourite  objects  of  his 
.  vnth  and  ridicule  compels  me  to  deprive  the  reader 
of  some  of  its  most  amusing  passages. 

•DEDICATION  TO  BARON  GOETHE. 

&c.,  &c.  &c. 

**SlR, 

**  Is  the  Appendix  to  an  English  work  lately  trans- 
hied  into  German  and  published  at  Leipsic,  a  judg- 
neotof  yours  upon  English  poetry  is  quoted  as  follows: 
'Thst  in  English  poetry,  great  genius,  universal 
power,  a  feeling  of  profundity,  with  sufficient  tender- 
MK  and  force,  are  to  be  found  ^  but  that  altogether 
tkae  do  not  constitute  poets,*  &c.  &c. 

**!  regret  to  see  a  great  man  falling  into  a  great 
This  opinion  of  yours  only  proves  that  the 


> '  Dktumary  of  ten  thousand  living  English 
.  tkr^  has  not  been  translated  into  German.     You 
'  wiU  bare  read,  in  your  friend  Schlegel's  version,  the 
diabgne  in  Macbeth^ 

*  There  are  ten  tkousand. 
MacbtUk,    Oeeu,  villain  7 

AutkoTi,  sir.' 


Now,  of  these  '  ten  thousand  authors,'  there  are 
sctuaDy  nineteen  hundred  and  eighty-seven  poets,  all 
afire  at  this  moment,  whatever  their  works  may  be, 
M  their  booksellers  well  know ;  and  amongst  these 
tboe  are  several  who  possess  a  far  greater  reputation 
tba  mine,  although  considerably  less  than  yours.  It 
sowing  to  this  neglect  on  the  part  of  your  German 
tnnslators  that  ypu  are  not  aware  of  the  works  of 

"There  is  also  another,  named       ♦        *        * 


**  I  mention  these  poets  by  way  of  sample  to  en- 
lighten you.  They  form  but  two  biicks  of  our  Babel 
(WiWDsoB  bricks,  by  the  way),  but  may  serve  for  a 
specimen  of  the  building. 

''It  is,  moreover,  asserted  that '  the  predominant 
<:liaiacter  of  the  whole  body  of  the  present  English 
V^  h  a  disgust  and  contempt  for  Ufe.'  But  I 
IB^  suspect  that,  by  one  single  work  oX prose ,  you 
younelf  have  excited  a  greater  contempt  for  life  than 
aQ  the  English  volumes  of  poesy  that  ever  were 
wiitten.  Madame  de  Stael  says,  that '  Werther  has 
''(iCBsioned  more  suicides  than  the  most  beautiful 
y^'^  and  I  really  believe  that  he  has  put  more 
ittHTidaals  out  of  this  workl  than  Napoleon  himself, 
— «cept  in  the  way  of  his  profession.  Perba))s, 
IQnitrious  Sir,  the  acrunonious  judgment  passed  by 
&  celebrated  northern  journal  upon  you  in  particular, 
umI  the  Germans  in  general,  has  rather  indispased 
y<w  towanls  English  poetry  as  well  as  criticism.  But 
joa  must  not  regard  our  critics,  who  are  at  bottom 
PMd-natnred  fellows,  considering  their  two  profes- 
iions,~taking  up  the  kiw  in  court,  and  laying  it 
<»wn  OQt  of  it.  No  one  can  more  himent  their  hasty 
And  onlair  jadgment,  in  your  particular,  than  I  do ; 


and  I  so  expressed  myself  to  your  friend  Schlegel,  in 
1816,  at  Coppet. 

^  In  behalf  of  my  *  ten  thousand'  h'ving  brethren, 
and  of  myself,  1  have  thus  far  taken  notice  of  an  opi- 
nion expressed  with  regard  to* English  poetry'  in 
general,  and  which  merited  notice,  because  it  was 

YOURS. 

^My  principal  object  m  addressing  you  was  to  tes- 
tify my  sincere  respect  and  admiration  of  a  man,  who. 
Car  half  a  century,  has  led  the  literature  of  a  great 
nation,  and  will  go  down  to  posterity  as  the  first  literary 
character  of  his  age. 

^  You  have  been  fortunate,  sir,  not  only  in  the 
writings  which  have  illustrated  your  name,  but  in  the 
name  itself,  as  being  sufficiently  musical  for  tlie  arti- 
culation of  posterity.  In  this  yon  have  the  advantage 
of  some  of  your  countrymen,  whose  names  would 
perhaps  be  immortal  also — if  any  body  could  pro- 
nounce them. 

**  It  may,  perhaps,  be  supposed,  hy  this  apparent 
tone  of  levity,  that  I  am  wanting  in  intentional  re- 
spect towards  you ;  but  this  wiD  be  a  mistake :  I  am 
aJways  flippant  in  prose.  Considering  you,  as  I  really 
and  warmly  do^  in  common  with  all  your  own,  and 
with  most  other  nations,  to  be  by  far  the  first  literary 
character  which  has  existed  in  Europe  since  the 
death  of  Voltaire,  I  felt,  and  feel,  desirous  to  inscribe 
to  you  the  following  work, — not  as  being  either  a 
tragedy  or  a  poem  (for  I  cannot  pronounce  upon  its 
pretensions  to  be  either  one  or  the  other,  or  both,  or 
neither),  but  as  a  mark  of  esteem  and  admiration 
from  a  foreigner  to  the  man  who  has  been  hailed  in 
Germany  *  the  great  Goethe.' 

**  1  have  the  honour  to  be, 
^  with  the  truest  respect, 
^  your  most  obedient 

**  and  very  humble  servant, 
"  Byron. 

*  Ravenna,  8bre,  14**,  1820. 
**  P.S.  I  perceive  that  in  Germany,  as  well  as  in 
Italy,  there  is  a  great  struggle  about  what  they  call 
*  CiassicoT  and  *  Romantic,* — terms  which  were 
not  subjects  of  classification  in  England,  at  least  when 
I  left  it  four  or  five  years  ago.  Some  of  the  English 
scribblers,  it  is  true,  abused  Pope  and  Swift,  but  the 
reason  was  that  they  themselves  did  not  know  how  to 
write  either  prose  or  verse;  but  nobody  thought  them 
worth  making  a  sect  of.  Perhaps  there  may  be 
something  of  the  kind  sprung  up  lately,  but  I  have 
not  heard  much  about  it,  and  it  would  be  such  bad 
taste  that  I  shall  be  very  sorry  to  believe  it." 


LETTER  CCCXCIV. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

'Ravenna,  October  17th,  ISM). 
**You  owe  me  two  letters — pay  ihero.  I  want 
to  know  what  you  are  about.  The  summer  is  over, 
and  you  will  be  back  to  Parts.  Apropos  of  Paris,  it 
was  not  Sophia  Gail  but  Sophia  Gay— the  English 
word  Gay — who  was  my  correspondent.*    Can  you 

*  Ibadmiftakenthenameoftheladylie  inquired  after, 
and  reported  her  to  bim  as  dead.   Bat,  on  tbe  receipt  of 
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tell  who  »He  is,  as  jou  did  of  the  defunct  *  *  ? 

"  Have  you  gone  on  with  your  Poem  ?  I  haye 
reeeired  the  French  of  mine.  On|y  think  of  being 
iradttced  uAo^  a-foreign  language  in  such  an  abomi- 
nable travesty !  It  is  useless  to  rail,  but  one  can't 
help  it. 

^Hafe  you  got  my  Memoir  copied?  I  have  be- 
gun a  ootUiBuatJon.  Shall  I  send  it  you,  as  far  as  it 
is  gone? 

^  I  can't  say  any  thing  to  you  about  Italy,  for 
the  GoTemraent  here  bok  upon  me  with  a  suspi- 
cious eye,  as  I  am  well  informed.  Pretty  fdlows ! 
— as  if  I,  a  solitary  stranger,  could  do  any  mischief. 
It  is  because  I  am  fond  of  rifle  and  pistol  shooting,  I 
believe;  for  they  look  th^  alarm  at  the  quantity  of 
cartridges  I  consumed^— 4he  wiseacfes  1 

**  You  don't  deserve  a  long  letter — nor  a  letter  at 
aU— for  your  sDenee.  You  have  got  a  new  Bourbon, 
it  seems,  whom  they  have  christened '  Dieu-donn^  ;* 
—perhaps  the  honour  of^the  prese nt  may  be  disputed. 
Did  you  write  the  good  lines  on — ,  the  Laker?  *  * 
^The  Queen  has  nuide  a  pretty  theme  for  the  journals. 
Was  there  ever  such  evidence  published?  Why,  it 
is  worse  than  *  Little'a  Poems'  or  *  Don  Juan.'  If 
you  don't  writ^  soon,  I  vfill  *  make  you  a  speech.' 
.«  Yours,  See" 

LETTER  CCCXCV. 

TO  MB  MURRAY^ 

*  Ravenna,  8toe  35,  lao. 
^  Pray  forward  the  enclosed  to  Lady  Byron.    It  is 
on  business. 

**  In  thanking  you  for  the  Abbot,  I  made  fdur  grand 
mistakes.  Sir  John  Gordon  was  not  of  Gight,  but 
of  Bogagioht,  and  a  son  of  Huntley's.  He  suffered 
not  for  his  k»yalty,  but  in  an  insurrection.  He  had 
nothing  to  do  with  Loch  Leven,  having  been  dead 
some  time  at  the  period  of  the  Queen's  confinement: 
and,  fourthly,  I  am  Ua(  sure  that  he  was  the  Queen's 
paramour  or  no,  for  Hobertson  does  not  allude  to 
this,  though  fVaUtr  Scoti  <loe9,  m  the  list  he  gives 
of  her  admirers  (as  unfortunate)  at  the  close  of  '  the 
Abbot.' 

^  I  BUist  have  made  tM  these  mistakes  in  recollect- 
ing my  mptber's  account  of  the  matter,  although  she 
was  more  aeciirate  than  I  am,  being  precise  upon 
points  of  genealogy,  like  all  the  aristocratical  Scotch. 
She  had  a  bng  list  of  ancestors,  like  Sir  Lucius  C 
Trigger's,  most  of  whom  are  to  be  found  b  the  okl 
Scotch  Cbronides,  Spalding,  &c  in  arms  and  doing 
mischief.  I  remember  well  passing  Loch  Lcveo,  as 
well  as  the  Queen's  Ferry  ;  we  were  on  our  way  to 
England  in  1798. 

«  Yours. 

**  You  had  better  not  publish  Blackwood  and  the 
Roberts' prose,  except  what  regards  Pope;— you 
have  let  the  time  slip  by." 

The  Pamphlet  in  answer  to  Blackwood's  Maga- 
zine, here  mentioned,  w«s  occasioned  by  an  article  in 
that  work  entitled  ^  Remarks  on  Don  Juan,''  and,^ 
though  put   to  press  by   Mr.  Murray,  was   never 

(be  above  letter.  I  discovered  that  his  corret pondent  wss 
Madanw  Sofrfiie  Of,  mother  of  the  celebrated  poeten  and 
beauty,  BUdemoiMlle  Delphlne  (Hqr. 


The  writer  te  the  Magazine  having,  io 
reference  to  certain  passages  in  Don  Juan,  takea 
occasion  to  pass  some  severe  strictures  on  the  au- 
thor's matrimonial  conduct,  Lord  Byroo,  in  his 
reply,  enters  at  som#  length  into  that  pamful  sab" 
jttct ;  and  the  following  extracts  from  his  defence, 
— ^if  defense  it  can  be  called^  where  there  has  never 
yet  been  any  definite  charge, — wiO  be  perased  with 
strong  interest. 

^  My  learned  brother  proceeds  to  observe,  that '  it 
is  in  vam  for  Lord  B.  to  attempt  m  any  way  to  justify 
his  own  behaviour  in  that  affair :  and  now  that  be 
has  so  openly  and  aucheiousfy  invited  inquiiy  siul 
reproach,  we  do  not  see  any  good  reason  why  be 
shoukl  not  be  plainly  (old  so  by  the  voice  of  his  conn* 
try  men.'  How  far  the  *  openness'  of  an  anonymous 
poem,  and  the  'audacity'  of  an imaginaiy  ehancter, 
which  the  writer  supposes  to  be  meant  for  Lady  B., 
may  be  d^med  to  merit  this  formidable  denonciatun 
from  their  *  most  sweet  voices,'  I  neither  know  nor 
care;  but  when  he  teHs  me  that  I  cannot  'in  any  my 
justify  ^J  ^^^^  behaviour  in  that  afiair,'  laoquiesoe, 
because  no  man  can  'justify*  himself  until  beknowi 
of  what  he  is  accused;  and  I  have  never  had^-«Bd, 
God  knows,  my  whole  desire  has  ever  been  to  obuia 
it — any  specific  charge,  in  a  tipgibler  shape,  submilled 
to  me  by  the  adveimy,  nor  by  others  unlesi  ibe 
atrocities  of  public  rumour  and  the  mysterious  aksce 
of  the  bidy's  legal  advisers  may  be  deemed  luch.* 
But  is  not  the  writer  c6nteat  with  what  has  been 
already  said  and  done  ?  Has  dbt  *  the  ge^eml  voice 
of  his  coiyitxymen'  long  ago  pr^noun^ed  upM  the 
subject— sentence  vrithout  trial,  and  coodennatkv 
vrithout  a  charge  ?  Have  I  not  bten  exiled  lyy  ostn 
ctsm,  except  that  the  shells  which  proscribed  me  were 
anonymous?  Is  tile  writer  ignofant  of  the  pubKc 
opinion  and  the  public  conduct  upon  Mt  occaaoe? 
If  he  is,  I  am  not :  the  publio  will  forget  both  long 
before  I  shall  cease  to  remember  either. 

^  The  man  who  is  exiled  by  a  faction  has  the  oos* 
solation  of  thinkmg  that  he  Is  4i  martyr;  fie  is  upheU 
by  hope  and  the  dignity  of  his  cause,  real  «r  imsgi- 
nary :  he  who  witfaflraws  from  the  pressure  oii^ 
may  indulge  in  the  thought  that  time  and  pnideoce 
will  retrieve  his  circumstanoes :  he  who  is  ooodcmDed 
by  the  law  has  a  term  tp  his  banishment,  or  a  dressi 
of  its  abbreviation ;  or,  it  may  be,  thehnowWgef 
the  belief  of  some  injustice  of  the  law,  or  of  its  sdoii- 
nistration  in  his  own  particular :  but  he  vrho  is  ool^ 
lawed  by  general  opipiou,  vrithout  the  interventioBof 
hostile  politics;  illegal  judgment,  or  anbarraw*!  cir- 
cumstances, whether  he  be  innocent  or*  guilt7»  ''^ 
undergo  all  the  bitterness  of  exile,  vrithout  hope,  with- 
out pride,  without  alleviation.  This  case  was  onw- 
Upon  what  grounds  the  public  founded  their  opmi*. 
I  am  not  aware ;  but  it  was  general,  and  it  was  deci- 
sive. Of  me  or  of  mine  ihcy  knew  little,  except  m 
I  had  written  what  is  called  poetry,  wa*  a  noWesjs, 
had  married,  became  a  father,  and  was  idvatved  0 
difi^rences  with  my  wife  and  her  relatives,  no  one 
knew  why,  because  the  persons  complaining  tovK< 
to  state  their  grievances.    The  fiwhionable  world  ww 

*  While  these  sheets  are  pM^ng  through  the  pr^|  j 
printed  f  tatement  has  been  tnmtmitted  to  w^  ^jf^ 
Noel  Byron,  which  the  reader  wUI  find  toKrted  is  ^  | 
Appendix  to  this  volome. 
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Med  into  parties,  mme  constsUng  of  a  very  iniall 
■ioorily :  the  reasonable  world  was  natarally  on  the 
I  stronger  side,  which  happened  to  be  the  lady's,  as 
^  WM  Bost  proper  and  polite.  The  press  was  active  and 
mmlous;  and  such  was  the  rage  of  the  day,  that 
the  unfortunate  publicatiou  of  two  copies  of  yerses, 
nAa  oompUmentary  than  otherwise  to  the  sdb- 
j^tsof  both,  was  tortured  into  a  species  of  crime,  or 
coDstructiTe  petty  treason.  I  was  accused  of  every 
MostrousTice  by  public  rumour  and  private  rancour : 
■7  Dane,  which  Jbad  been  a  knightly  or  a  noble  one 
adee  my  fkhers  helped  to  conquer  the  kingdom  for 
MTStm  the  Norman,  was  tainted.  I  felt  that,  if 
what  was  whispered,  and  muttered,  and  murmured* 
«u  true,  I  was  unfit  for  England ;  if  false,  England 
«u  unfit  for  me.  I  withdrew :  but  this  was  not 
enough.  Iq  other  countries,  in  Switzerland,  in  the 
dtadow  of  the  Alps,  and  by  the  blue  depth  of  the 
Utt,  1  was  pursued  and  breathed  upon  by  the  same 
b£gbL  I  crossed  the  mountains,  but  it  was  the  same ; 
n  I  went  a  little  farther,  and  settled  myself  by  the 
wtf a  of  ifatt  Adriatic,  like  the  stag  at  bay,  who  be- 
takes him  to  the  waters.     . 

'  *  Ifl  may  judge  by  the  statements  of  the  few  friends 
who  gathered  round  me,  the  outcry  of  t)ie  period  to 
vhicb  J  allude  was  beyond  all  precedent,  aU  parallel, 
«reain  those  cases  where  political  motives  have  sharp- 
oed  slander  and  doubled  enmity.  I  was  advised 
M 10  go  to  the  theatres,  lest  I  should  be  hissed,  nor 
to  By  iu^  (a  parliament,  lest  I  should  be  insulted  by 
l^ny ;  eren  on  the  day  of  ray  departure,  my  most 
!  ><tti8Mis  friend  told  me  afterwards  that  he  was  under 
*Pprefaenijons  of  violence  from  the  people  who  might 
be  aiNmbled  at  ihedoor  of  the  carriage.  However, 
I  was  Dot  deterred  by  these  counsels  from  seeing 
,  Kean  la  his  best  cligracters,  nor  ftom  voting  accord" 
I  iag  lo  my  prmciplea;  and,  with  regard  to  the  third 

<  ud  lait  apprehensions  of  my  friends,  I  ^uld  not 
I  I'ttre  in  them,  not  being  madie  acquainted  with  their 
I  «itent  till  some  time  after  I  had  crossed  the  Channel. 

Eren  ifl  had  been  so,  I  am  not  of  a  nature  to  be 
Xtfli  affected  by  men's  anger,  though  I  may  feel  hurt 

<  It  Ibeir  aversion.  Against  all  individual  outrage,  I 
^°<iU  protect  or  redress  myself;  and  against  that  of  a 
^wd,  I  should  probably  have  been  enabled  to  de- 

'  feod  mjielf,  with  the  assistance  of  others,  as  has  been 
<iose  on  sunilar  occasions. 


j  **!  rtrtired  from  the^ountry,  perceiving  that  I  was 
I  ^  object  of  getleca]  obl6quy ;  I  did  not  indeed  ima- 
V»i  like  Jean  Jacques  Rousseau,  that  all  mankind 
I  Wii  in  a  qonspiracy  against  me»  though  I  had  perhaps 
,  ^  8*od  grounds  for  such  a  chimera  as  ever  he  had : 
I  ^t  I  percdved  that  I  had  to  a  great  extent  become 
perwnally  obnoxious  in  Englaiid^  perhaps  through 
I  ^  own  fault,  but  the  fact  was  indisputable;  the 
Poblic  in  general  would  hardly  have  been  so  much 
^^oied  against  a  more  popuhur  character,  without  at 
m  an  accusation  or  a  charge  of  some  kind  actually 
^^estied  or  substantiated,  for  I  can  hardly  conceive 
wal  the  common  and  every-day  occurrence  of  a  sepa- 
''^  between  man  and  wife  could  in  itself  produce 
*o  great  a  ferment.  I  shall  say  nothing  of  the  usual 
^  JompUun,  of  •  bebg  prejudged,'  •  condemned  un- 
j  ottrd,'  •  onfaimess,'  •  partiality,'  and  so  forth,  the 
;  '•"jal  changes  rung  by  parties  who  have  had,  or  are 
;  to  have,  a  uial;  but  I  was  a  Utile  surprised  to  find 


myself  condemned  without  being  favoured  with  the  act 
of  accusation,  and  to  perceive  in  the  absence  of  this 
portentous  charge  or  charges,  whatever  it  or  they 
were  to  be,  that  every  possible  or  impossible  crime 
was  rumoured  ti»  supply  its  place,  and  taken  for 
granted.  This  could  only  occur  in  the  cfl8ex)f  a  per- 
son very  much  disliked,  and  I  knew  no  remedy, 
having  already  used  to  their  extent  whatever  little 
powers  I  might  possess  of  pleasing  in  society.  I  had 
no  party  in  fashion,  though  I  was  aflecwards  told 
thai  there  was  one — ^but  it  was  not  of  my  fonrtition, 
nor  did  I  then  know  of  ita  existence — none  in  litera- 
ture ;  and  in  politics  I  had  voted  with  the  Whigs, 
with  precisely  that  importance  whiah  a  Whig 
vote  possesses  m  these  Tory  days,  and  with  such 
personal  acquaintance  with  the  leaders  in  both  bouses 
as  the  society  in  which  I  lived  sanctioned,  but  wfthout 
daim  or  expecUition  of  any  thing  like  friendship  from 
any  one,  except  a  few  young  men  of  nfy  own  age 
and  standing,  and  a  few  others  njpre  advanced  in  life, 
which  kst  it  had  been  my  fortune  to  serve  in  circum- 
stances of  difficulty.  This  was,  in  fiact,  tu  stand 
alone:  and  I  recollect^  some  time  after,  Madame  de 
Stael  said  to  me  in  Svritzerland,  *  You  should  not 
have  warred  with  the  workl — it  will  not  do — it  is  too 
strong  always  for  any  individual:  I  myself  once  tried 
it  in  eariy  life,  but  it  vrill  not  do.'  I  perfectly  ac- 
quiesce in  the  truth df  thi» remark;  but  tha  world  had 
done  me  the  honour  to  begin  the  war ;  and,  assured- 
ly, if  peace  i»  only  to  be  obtabed  by  courting  and 
paying  tribute  to  it,  I  am  not  qualified  to  obtain  its 
countenance.    I  thought,  in  the  words  of  Campbell, 

*  Tben  wed  thee  to  an  exiled  lot, 
And  if  the  world  bath  loved  thee  not, 
Iti  absence  mB>  be  borne.' 

^  I  recollect,  however,  that  havm^been  much  hurt 
by  Romilly's  conduct  (he,  having  a  general  retainer 
for  me,  had  acted  as  adviser  to  the  adversary,  alleg- 
ing, on  being  reminded  of  his  petaiiter,  that  he  had 
forgotten  it,  as  his  clerk  had  so  many),  I  observed 
that  some  of  those  who  were  now  eagerly  laying  the 
axe  to  myroof  tree,  might  tee  their  own  shaken,  and 
feel  a  portion  of  what  they  had  inflicted. — ^His  Mly 
and  crushed  him. 

**  I  have  heard  of,  and  believe^  that  there  are 
human  beings  so  constituted  as  to  he  insensible  |o  in- 
juries ;  buL  I  believe  that  the  best  mode  to  avoid 
taking  vengeance  is  to  get  out  of  the  way  of  tempta* 
tion.  (  hope  that  I  may  never  have  the  oppor- 
tunity, for  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  I  could  resist  it,  ^ 
having  derived  from  my  mother  something  of  the 
*p*rfervidum  mgenium  Scotorum.*  I  have  not 
sought,  and  shall  not  seek  it,  and  perhaps  it  may 
never  eome  in  my  path.  I  do  not  in  this  allude  to 
the  party,  who  might  be  right  or  wrong ;  but  to  many 
who  made  her  canse  the  pretext  of  their  own  bitter- 
ness. She,  indeed,  must  have  long  avenged  me  in 
her  own  fet:lings,  for  whatever  her  reasons  may  have 
been  (and  she  never  adduced  them  to  me  at  least), 
she  probably  neither  eontemplated  nor  conceived  to 

:  what  she  became  the  means  of  conducting  the  father 

I  of  her  child,  and  the  husband  of  her  choice. 

I      **  So  much  for  *the  general  voice  of  his  country  men ;  * 
I  will  now  speak  of  some  in  particular. 

I      ^  In  the  beginning  of  the  year  1817,  an  article  ap- 
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peered  in  the  Quarterly  Reriew,  written,  I  belieTe, 
by  Walter  Soott,  doiag  great  honour  to  him,  and  no 
disgrace  to  me,  though  both  poeticaUy  and  personally 
more  than  suffieiently  favourable  to  the  work  and  the 
autlior  of  whom  it  treated.  It  was  written  at  a  time 
when  a  selfish  man  would  not,  and  a  timid  one  dared 
not,  have  said  a  word  in  favour  of  either;  it  was 
written  by  one  to  whom  temporary  public  opinion  had 
elevated  me  to  the  rank  of  a  rivaf—a  proud  distinc- 
tion, and  unmerited ;  but  which  has  not  prevented 
me  from  fceUng  as  a  friend,  nor  him  from  more  than 
corresponding  to  that  sentiment  The  article  in 
question  was  written  upon  the  Third  Canto  of  Childe 
Harold,  aud  after  many  observations,  which  it  would 
as  ill  become  me  to  repeat  as  to  forget,  concluded 
with  *  a  hope  that  I  might  yet  return-  to  England.' 
How  this  exprcMiion  was  received  in  England  itself  I 
am  not  acquainted,  but  it  gave  great  otfenCe  at  Rome 
to  the  respectable  ten  or  twenty  thousand  English 
travellers  then  and  there  assembled.  I  did  not  visit 
Rome  till  some  time  after,  so  that  I  had  no  oppor- 
tunity of  knowmg  the  fact;  but  I  was  informed,  long 
afterwards,  that  the  greatest  indignation  had  been 
manifested  in  the  enlightened  Angknurde  of  that 
year,  which  happened  to  comprise  within  it-^amidst  a 
considerable  leaveo  of  Welbeck-street  and  Devon- 
shire-place, broken  loose  upon  iheir  travels— several 
really  well-bom  and  well-bred  families,  who  did  not 
the  less  participate  in  the  feeling  of  the  hour.  *  Wky 
should  he  return  to  Englandt'  was  the  gonertl  excla- 
matioa — I  answer  whjf  ?  It  is  a  question  I  have  oc- 
casionally asked  myseUf,  and  I  never  yet  oOukl  give  it 
a  satisfactoiy  reply.  I  had  then  no  thoughts  of 
returning,  and  if  I  have  any  now,  they  are  of  business, 
and  not  of  pleasure.  Amidst  the  ties  that  have  been 
dashed  to  pieces,  there  arc  links  yet  entire,  though 
the  chain  itself  be  broken.  There  are  duties,  and 
connexions,  which  may  one  day  require  my  presence 
— and  I  am  a  father.  I  hare  still  some  friends  whom 
I  wish  to  meet  again^  and,  it  may  be,  an  enemy. 
These  things,  and  those  minuter  detaib  of  busmess, 
which  time  accumulates  during  absence,  ia  every 
man's  affairs  and  property,  may,  and  probably  will, 
recall  me  to  England;  but  I  shall  return  with  the 
same  feelings  with  which  I  left  it,  in  respect  to  itself, 
though  altered  with  regard  to  ittdividoids,  as  I 
have  been  more  or  less  informed  of  (heir  conduct  since 
my  departure;  for  it  was  only  a  considerable  time 
after  it  that  I  was  made  acquainted  with  the  real 
tacts  and  full  extent  of  some  of  their  proceedings  and 
language.  My  friends,  like  other  friends,  from  con- 
ciliatory motives,  withheld  from  me  much  that  they 
could,  and  some  things  which  they  should  have  un- 
folded ;  however,  that  which  is  deferred  is  not  lost — 
but  it  has  been  no  fault  of  mine  that  it  has  been  de- 
ferred at  all. 

*^  I  have  alluded  to  what  is  said  to  have  passed  at 
Rome  merely  to  show  that  the  sentiment  which  I  have 
described  was  not  confined  to  the  English  in  England^ 
and  as  forming  part  of  my  answer  to  the  reproach  cast 
upon  what  has  been  called  my  *  selfish  exile,'  and  my 
•  voluntary  exile.'  *  Vohmlary*  it  has  been ;  for  who 
would  dwell  among  a  people  enlertaining  strong  hos- 
tility against  him  f  How  far  it  has  been  *selfish'  has 
been  already  explained." 

The  foUowing  passages  from  the  same  unpublished 


pamphlet  wHl  be  found,  in  a  literary  point  of  view,  • 
not  less  curious. 


**  And  herel  wish  to  say  afew  vfords  on  the  pre- 
sent state  of  English  poetry.  That  this  is  the  age  of 
the  decline  of  English  poetry  will  be  doubted  hj  few 
who  have  calmly  considered  the  subject  That  tiiere 
are  men  of  genius  among  the  present  poets  makes  lit- 
tle agaidst  the  fact,  because  it  has  been  wdl  nid, 
*  next  to  him  who  forms  the  taste  of  his  country,  the 
greatest  genius  is  he  who  oormpts  it.'  No  oosbas 
erec  denied  genius  to  Marino,  who  corrupted  not . 
merely  the  tast«  of  Italy,  but  that  of  ail  Europe  Cor 
nearly  a  century.  The  great  cause  of  the  present 
deplorable  state  of  English  poetry  is  to  be  attributed 
to  that  absurd  and  systematic  depreciatioa  of  Pope, 
in  which,  for  the  last  few  years,  there  has  been  a  Uid 
of  epidemical  concurrence.  Men  of  the  most  oppoaie 
opinions  have  united  upon  this  topic.  Wartoo  asd 
Churchill  began  it,  having  borrowed  the  hint  proba- 
bly from  the  heroes  of  the  Dundad,  and  tbsirowB 
internal  conviction  that  their  proper  repntatioQ  caa 
be  as  nothing  till  the  most  perfect  and  hannooiotttof  i 
poets — h^  who,  having  no  fiault,  has  had  UA90ff| 
made  his  reproach — wat  reduced  to  What  they  eoi- 1 
ceived  to  be  his  level ;  but  even  tkep  dared  not  de> 
grade  him  befew  Dryden.  Goldsmith,  and  Rogers 
and  Campbell,  his  most  successful  disciples;  and 
Hayley,  who,  however  feeble,  has  left  one  poem  'tbat 
will  not  be  willingly  let  die,'  (theTViumpbs  of  Ten- 
per,)  kept  up  the  reputation  of  that  pure  and  perfect 
9tyle ;  and  Crabbei  the  first  of  living  poeta,  bA  b1- 
most  equalled  the  master.  Then  came  Darwin,  who 
was  put  down  by  a  singhe  poem  in  the  Aniijaoobia; 
and  the  Cruscans,  from  Merry  to  Jcmingbam,  who  | 
were  annihilated  (if  Nothing  can  be  said  to  be  anoi- 1 
heated)  by  Giffiord,  the  last  of  the  wholesome  Eoglifik ' 
satirists. 

***»*•  I 

"These  tlree  personages,  S»*,  W**,  and  C**.  | 
had  all  of  them  a  very  natural  antipathy  to  IV,  anl  | 
I  respect  them  for  it,  as  the  only  ori^nal  feeiiag  or  | 
principle  which  they  hatve  contrived  to  preserve.   B«»  [ 
they  have  been  joined  in  it  hy  thoee  who  bavejoiaed , 
them  in  nothing  else :  by  the  fidinbargh  Reviewers  bf 
the  whole  heterogeneous  mass  of  living  Engliib  poets  | 
excepting  Crabbe,  Rogers,  Qiffbrd,  awl  OuBpbeBt  I 
who,   both  by  precept  and  pimctice,  have  prored 
their  adherence ;  and  by  me,  who  have  JiauiefoHr  j 
deviated  in  practice,  biit  have  ever  loved  aid  ho- 1 
noured  Pope's  poetry  with  my  whole  soul,  and  hope 
to  do  so  till  my  dying  day.    I  would  rather  see  all  1 
have  ever  written  lining  the  same  trunk  in  which  1 
actually  read  the  eleventh  book  of  a  modem  Epic 
poem  at  Malta  in  1811,  (I  opened  it  to  take  oot  a ; 
change  after  the  paroxysm  of  a  tertian,  intbcaU 
sence  of  my  servant,  and  found  it  lined  vriih  the  as»«  ' 
of  the  maker,  Eyre,  Cockspur-strect,  and  with  iw  ■ 
Epic  poetry  alluded  to»)  than  sacrifice  what,  IfW  ' 
believe  in  as  the  Christianity  of  English  poeHJf  ^  \ 
poetry  of  Pope.  j 

"  Nevertheless,  I  will  not  go  so  far  as  *  •  « ''« > 
postscript,  who  pretends  that  iw  great  poet  ever  «>»  ; 
immediate  fame,  which,  being  iuterpreied,  ia«*^| 
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ibt**  it  not  quite  so  nuch  reaii  by  his  colempomries 
M  miglit  be  desirable.  This  assertion  is  as  false  as  it 
ii  fDoUsk.  Homer's  glory  depended  upon  his  present 
popularity :  he  recited,*— and,  "without  the  strongest 
inpression  of  the  moment,  who  would  ha^e  gotten  the 
IKad  by  heart,  and  given  it  to  tradition  ?  Ennius, 
TWcnce,-PlautU8,  Lucretius,  Horace,  Vtrgil,  £schf-^ 
lu,  Ssphocles,  Euripides,  Sappho,  Anacreon,  Theo- 
critus, all  the  great  poets  of  antiquity,  w^re  the  de- 
iigfat  of  their  cotemporaries.  *  The  very  existence  of 
t  poet,  previous  to  the  invention  of  printing,  de|>ended 
■poo  hii  present  popularity;  and  howt>ften  has* it 
iaptired  Us  future  famtf  Hardly  ever.  History  in- 
foiiBB  us,  that  the  best  have  come  down  to  ui.  'The 
NtMo  is  evident ;  the  mostJ>opuhir  found  the  greatest 
ttmnbef  of  transcribers  for  their  MSS.',  and  that  t|ie 
tuttjjf  their  cotempoVaries  was  cortd^t  can  hardly 
bearottched  by  the  modems,  the  mightiest  of  whom 
hiTe  but  barely  approached  them.  Dante,  Petrarch, 
Ariosto,  and  Jwmo,  were  all  the  daE|in|s  of  the  «>- 
loBporary,  readef.  Dant«;»  Poem  i|as  celebrated 
loBg  before  his  death ;  «ad,Aot  long  afier  it,  States 
a^otiated  for  his  ashes,  aadiUsputed  f«r  tbe«Hetf  0/ 
ibe  coBposition  of  the  Divina  CommCdid.  Petrai^ 
vai  erovned  in  the  Capitol.  Ariosto  was  pemiitted 
to  pan  free  by  the  public  robber  who  had  rttul  the 
Oriuuk)  Purioso.  I  would  not  r^csmni^d  Mr  *  **to 
trj  Ibe  same  SKperiment  with  his  SnMl^glers.  l%^8<f, 
■Mvithslanding  tbe  criticisms  of  tb^Cruscaoti,  Would 

*  hsTe  been  crown^  in  th»  CajiitoU  bill  for  his  fle^Ch. 

,    '*it  iseaif  to  prove  the.  unmedjale  populaK^  <^ 

'  d^  cbief  pQets  of  tbe-oAly  raodtota  nation  in  Europe 
t&t'bis  a,poe£icaI  bmguagdt  the  ItaliaiL-'  In  «ur 

;  0*0^  Shak^peace,  Spenset^  Jon^if,'  WaUer,  IVydca/ 
Coogreve,  fope,  Vouag,  ^henstone.  Thomson^  Joho- 
s»,  Goldsmiih,  Gray,'  wei^c  all  as  populai*  in  their 
lires  as'siace.  Gmy  V  ^legy  pl^ed  instantly,  mid 
•tenuiUy.—HW  Odes  did  i>ot,lK>r  yet  do  iHey  pliease 
like  his  Elegy, '  Hilton's  polities^^t  Ikim  down ;  but 
|bc^pignmof  Diiflei^  fOid  the  very  salexyf'his  work, 
■  proportion  to  &t  lew  reading  time  of  its  publica- 
tifo,  pvsve  him  to  have  been  honoured  b^bis  cotei^ 
Wvin.  I  will  Tentare  to  ass^  that  the  sale  of  tbe 
^*nd^  Lost  was  greater  hi  the  first  four  years  after 
'^  paUiaation  tbaa  that  of  ^  the  Excursion'  in  the 
■^e  aamber^  with  dbe  diffcrenoe  xif  nearly  a  sen- 

,  foiyasdaiialf  betwcenihem  of  iims,4nd  of  thousands 
in]»iiiiof  ge^^ntV  readeit.  • 

'*Il  i«ay  be  aftked,  w1iy,1)ay>qir  this  opinion  of  the 
;  I^Nent  ^faifi  of  poetry  in  EnghMod,  and  bayiag-Imd 
I  u  long,  as  fl^  friends  and  others  well  linow — possess- 

!  *  As  br  M  refSsiU  (be  poets  dT ancient  tirobi,  this  as- 
■^IJon  is,  per]fap«,  right*  thougb,  if  there  i>e'any  (ruth 
I  *^^  Aliatt  and  Seneca  have  Idl  oq  record,  of  the 
,  *"*^7>  dHriDff  their  Mfetime,  of  such  men  as  SocmfeB 
.  |^44ikurui,  it  w^d  Been  to  prove  tbnft,  aiiiougthe  on- 
J*n*«,  GODtemp<Attfy  £un«»iras  a  far-ottfre  rars  reward  0t 

*  r^^*t  oc  philosophical  eiainence  than  among  us  modems. 
S?"  Uk  «  Clouds  »  of  Aristophanes  was  exhibited  b«A>K 
ue  aascMblffl  deputies  of  the  ^ovas  of  Attica,  these  |»«r- 
*^'**Ses,  as  ^lian  tells  us,  were  unanimously  of  optnfoo, 
that  ihe  character  of  aa  aBknowa  person,  called  fioerates. 
^^ii^ereethif  upon  the  stage;  and  Senqpa  has  giyen 
tk  sabatance  of  an  aathentk  letter  of  Epicurus,  in  which 

,  tkat  ptatlesaiiher  declares  that  nothing  hurt  him  so  much, 
.  u  tie  «Mft  (/all  his  hap»ioess.  as  to  think  Halt  Greece,^ 

'ilia  Botiilb  Oracia.«-M>  Ihr  from  kn<Mlng  him  Jiad  scarce- 

If  erea  heard  of  his  exl»teoce.-£pi«t.  7». 


ing,  or  having  jMMsessed  too,  as  a  writer,  the  ear  of 
the  publio  for  the  time  being— I  have  not  adopted 
a  different  pbm  in-  my  own  compositions,  and 
endeavoured  to  correct  rather  than  encourage  the 
taate  of  the  day.  To  this  I  vrould  anfwer,  that  it  is 
easier  to  pe/ceive'the  wrong  than  to  pursue  the  right, 
and  that  I  hftv£  never  contemplated  the  prospect  *of 
filling  (witb  P»ter  Bel^  see  its  Preface)  permanently 
a  station  ia  the  literature  of  the  counu^.'  Those 
who  know  me  best,  know  this,  and  that  I  have  been 
Considerably  astonished  at  the  temporary  success  of 
my  works,  having  flatt^ed  no  person  and  no  party, 
and  fexp^eased  opinions  which  are  not  those  of  the 
general  reader.  .Could  I  have  anticipated  the  degree 
of  attention  v^ich  has  been  accorded,  assuredly  I 
would  have  studied  more  to  deserve  it.  But  I  have 
lived  Ml  f^  countries  abroad,  or  in  the  agitating  world 
a|  bom^,  which  was  not  favourable  to  study  or 
refle<ition ;  so  tbnt  ahnost  aSl  I  have  written  has  been 
jnere  passfon,— passion,  it  is  true,  of  different  kinds, 
but  always  passion :  )br  in  me  (if  it  be  not  an  Irishism 
to 'say  sc)  my  indiffhence  was  a  kind  of  passion, 
the  result  of  experience,  and  not  the  philosophy  of 
^lature.  Writing  grows  a  habit,  like  a  woman's 
gallaniri :  tbefe  are  women  who  have  had  no  intrigue,  I 
bat  few  who  have  had  "but  one  only ;  so  there  are 
miUioas  of  men  who  have  never  vrritten  a  book,  but 
few  w4io  have  written  only  onob  And  thus,  having 
written  once,  I  wrote  on ;  encouraged  no  doubt  by  the 
succeSB  of  the  moment,  yet  by  no  means  anticipating  its 
duration,  and  I  vrill  Venture  to  say,  scarcely  even 
wislring  it.  Bfit  4hen  I  did  other  things  besides 
trrite,  vhich  by  no  means  contributed  either  to 
improve  my  writings  or  my  prosperity. 

<^I  have  thus*  expressed  publicly  upon  the  poetry 
of  tbe  day  the  opinion  I  have  long  Entertained  and 
cxpresaed  of.  it  to  all  who  ^ave  asked  it,  and  to 
som^  who  would  rather  not  have  heard  it ;  as  I  told 
Moore  not  very  long  ago, '  we  are  all  wrong  except 
Rogers-,  Crabbe,  and  Campbell  .'4*  Without  being 
•Idtio  years,  I  am  eld  in  days^  and  do  not  feel  the 
adequate  spirit  within  me  to  attempt  a  work  which 
should  show  what  -I  think  right  in  poetry,  and  must 
content  myself  with  having  denounced  what  is  wrong. 
There  are,  I  trust,  younger  spirits  rising  up  in  England, 
wha,  escaping  the  contagion  whicb  has  swept  away 
poetry  from  our  literature,  will  recall  it  to  their 
country,  svcbaA  it  once  was  and  may  still  be. 

^  In  the  mdlm  time,  the  best  sign  of  amendment 


*  I  oCrtainly  ventured  to  dilTer  Arom  the  judgment  of  my 
n<Me  friend,  no  less  in  his  attqpipts  to  depreciate  that  pe- 
ciiUar  walk  of  the  srt  in  which  he  himself  fo  grandly  trod, 
than  in  the  inconsistency  of  which  I  thought  him  guilty,  in 
condemning  all  those  who  stood  up  for  particular  ''schools* 
of  poetry,  and  yet,  as  the  same  time,  maintaining  soexclu- 
«h«  ai.theory  oftheart  himself.  How  little,  however,  be 
attended  to  either  the  grounds  or  domes  of  my  dissent 
from  him.xvill  appear  by  tbe  followini*wholesale  report  of 
my  opinion,  in  his  "  Detached  ThougL  s : « 

*  One  of  my  notions  diflR?rent  from  tht^e  of  my  contem- 
I  poraries.  is.  that  the  present  is  not  a  high  age  of  English 

poetry.    There  are  more  poets  vsoi  diaant)  tluin  ever  there 
were,  and  proportionally  lets  poetry. 

*This  tketis  I  bhve  maintained  ft    some  years,  but, 
strange  to  say,  it  meeteth  not  with  ihvoar  from  my  bre- 
tlHreB  of  the  shell.    Even  Hoore  shakes  his  head,  and  flnily 
beUeves  that  it  is  the  grand  age  oTBritish  poesy.' 
45 
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will  be  repenlance,  and  new  and  fir«N][uent  editions  of 
Pope  and  D^den, 

^  There  wilT  be  found  as  comfortable  metaphftics, 
and  ten  limes  more  poetiy  in  the  ^Essaj  on  Man/ 
4han  in  the '  Excursion.'  If  jou  search  for  passion, 
where  is  it  to  be  found  stroofer  than  in  the  epistle 
from  Eloisa  to  Abelard,  or  in  Balamon  and  Arcile? 
Do  JOU  wish  for  invention,  imagination,  sublunitj, 
character?  seek  them  in  the  Rape  of  the  Lock,  the 
Fables  of  Dryden,  the  Ode  on  Siaint  Cecilia's  Day, 
and  Absak>m  and  Achitophel :  you  will  discover  ia 
these  tilo  poets  only,  all  for  which  you  must  ransack 
innumerable  metres,  and  God  only  knovtrs  how  many 
writers  of  the  day,  without  finding  a  tittle  of  the  same 
qualities, — vrith  the  addition,  too,  of  wit,  of  which  the 
ktter  have  none.  I  have  not,  however,  forgotten 
Thomas  Brown  the  Younger,  nor  4fae  Fudge  Family, 
nor  WhisUecraft ;  but  that  is  not  wit — it  is  humour. 
I  will  say  nothing  of  the  harmony  of  Pope  and  Dryden 
in  comparison,  for  there  is  not  a  living  poet  (except 
Rogers,  Oifford,  Campbell,  and  Crabbe,)  vrho  eaa 
wnte  an  heroic  couplet.  The  Csct  a,  that  the  exquisite 
beauty  of  their  versification  has  withdrawn  the  pqblio 
attention  fronrtheir  other  excellencies,  as  the  vdgar 
eye  will  rest  pOK  upos  the  splendour  of  the  uniform 
than  Ihe  quality  of  Ihe  troops.  It  is  this  very  harmony, 
particularly  ia  Pope,  whi^k  has  raised  the  vulgar  and 
atrocious  cant  against  him : — because  his  versification 
is  perfect,  it  is  assumed  that  it  is  his  only  perfection ; 
because  his  truths  are  so  dewr,  it  is  asserted  Ihut  be 
has  no  invention ;  and  because  he  is  always  intelligible, 
it  is  taken  for  granted  that  he  has  no  genius.  We 
are  sneeringly  told  that  he  ia  the  *Poet  of  Reason,' 
as  if  this  was  a  reason  for  hia  being  no  poet.  Taking 
passage  for  passage,  I  will  undertake  to  cite  iQore  lines 
teeming  with  imagination  from  Pope  than  from  any 
two  living  poets,  be  they  who  they  may.  To  take  an 
instance  at  random  from  a  species  of  compositioa  not 
very  favourable  to  imagination — Satire :  set  down  the 
character  of  Sporus,  with  all  the'  wonderful  phjr  of 
&ncy  which  is  scattered  Over  it,  and  place  by  its  side 
an  equal  number  of  verses,  from  anir  two  existing 
poets,  of  the  same  power  and  the  same  variety— 
where  will  yon  find  them  ? 

**  I  merely  mention  one  instance  of  many  in  reply  to 
the  injustice  done  to  the  memory  oC  hfan  whoiiarmo- 
nised  our  poetical  language.  ^Iie  attorneys'  clerks, 
and  other  self-educated  genii,  found  it  easier  to  distort 
themselves  to  the  new  models  than  tO  toil  after  the 
symmetry  of  him  who  had  enchanted  their  fathers. 
They  were  besides  smitten  by  being  told  that  the  new 
school  were  to  revive  the  language  of  Queen  Elisa- 
beth, the  true  English ;  as  every  body  in  the  reign  of 
Queen  Anne  vnrotc  no 'better  than  French,  by  a 
species  of  literaiy  treason. 

**  Blank  verse,  which,  unless  in  )he  drama,  no  one 
except  Milton  ever  wrote  who  co'id  rhyme,  became 
the  order  of  the  day, — or  else  such  riiyme  as  boked 
still  bUoker  than  the  verse  without  it.  I  am  aware 
that  Johnson  has  said,  after  some  hesitation,  that  he 
couU  not  *  prevail  upon  him^lf  to  wish  that  Milton  < 
had  been  a  rhymer.'  Th^opinioos  of  that  truly  great 
man,  whom  it  is  also  the  present  fashion  to  decry, 
will  ever  be  received  by  me  with  that  defereneewhicli 
tine  wiO  restore  to  him  from  all ;  but,  vrith  all  hunit- 
lity ,  I  am  not  persuaded  that  the  Paradise  Lost  would 


not  have  been  more  nob^  eooveyed  to  posterity,  not 
perhaps  in  heroic  couplets,  although  even  Mcf  could 
Mstaio  the  subject  if  well  balanced,  but  in  tbestssn 
of  Spenser,  or  of  Tasso,  or  in  the  terza  (ima  of  Dante, 
which  the  powers  ef  Milton  could  easily  have  gnfted 
on  our  language.  The  Seasons  of  Thomson  wwld 
have  been  better  inrli^me,  although  still  inlbnorto 
his  Castle  of  Indolence;  and  Mr  Souther's  Josh  of 
Arc  no  worse,  although  it  might  have  taken  op  n 
m6nths  instead  oT  weeks  in  Che  composition.  1  re- 
eom^pend  abo  to  the  lofera  of  lyrics  the  perusal  of  the 
present  laureate's  e<les  by  the  side  of  Dryden'i  oa 
Saftt  Cecilia,  but  let  him  be  sure  to  jread  first  tfaase 
of  Mr  Squthey. 

^To  thtf  heaven-bora  genii  and  inspired  yooof 
scrivenen  of  theday  much  of  this  wiO  appear  parados ; 
it  will  appear  so  even  to  the  hi^er  onier  of  our  critict; 
,but  it  was  a  truism  twenty  y^an  ago,  and  it  will  bet 
re-acknowledged  "truth  in  ten  more.  In  the  mesa 
time,  I,  will  conclude  with  two  quotationi,  boUi  Id* 
tended  for  some  of  my  okt  dassical  friends  who  bsre 
still  enough  of  Cambridge  abouf  them  to  think  fbesi- 
selves  honoured  by  havmg  had  John  Dryden  ii  t 
pnedecessor  in  theik>  college,  and  to  recollect  that  tbeir 
earfiest  English  poetical  pleaeures  wer;  drawn  froa 
the  'HttJenlj^htingalQ'  of  Tirio)Eenham, 

**Tbe  first  is  from  the  note*  to  the  Poen  of  ibe 
'FViends/*  pllges  181, 182. 

'^It  is  only  wil)un  the  last  twenty  oc  thirty  jesn 
that  those  notable  discoveries  id  criticism  havs  bets 
ms^  which  have  taught  our  secent  venifiert  lo  so- 
dervalue  this  energetic,  aMfkNlious^  ^fid  norsl  net- 
The  consequences  of  this  want  of  due  esteem  kt  i 
writer  whom  the' good  sense  of  our  predeceson  bs^  j 
raifed  to  his  pro^t  statlbn  have  been  ndUBKoO  avo  i 
DKORADING  BNOUOH.  This  is  ODt  the  pkwe  lo  enler ; 
into  the  subjeet,  even  as  .far  as  it  qffstts  ourpsetical 
numbers  ohms,  and  then  is  matter  of  noro  im- 
portance that  requires  present  refleotimi.' 

**  The  second  is  from,  the  vduise  of  a  young  perm 
learning  to  write  poetry,  and  begauung  by  tescimi 
the  arik    Hear  him :  f 

'  Bat  yasrere  dead 
To  (liiofs  ye  knew  luiS  of-^efe  closely  wed 
To  musty  IfeWB  liued  out  wUh,  wretched  rule 
And  compass  vile ;  so  tliat  ye  taugfal  »scha<rfi 

*  Written  bty  Lord  JByron*!  early  fk^od.  tte  Rev.  Fnadi 
Hodffsoo. 

t  Tb»  ftnnge  verwa  tliat  follow  aiv  tnm  a>oem  l7 
Keatt^— In  a  manoscriiK  note  on  this  pasnresfttepia* 
phlet,  dated  Nor.  IS.  1631.  Lord  Byron  Wtys.  -Mr  KcaU 
died  at  Roue  ab«at  a  year  alter  this  was  wsittsa,  of  •  de- 
cline prodbccd  by  his  having  burst'a  blood  vessel  onnidtic 
the  articlvon  ^m  '  Endymion^in  the.Qaaitei1y  Be*ie«-  I 
have  read  the  article  helbrv  and  since ;  and  althaofk  it  ■ 
UUfr,  1  do  not  think  thata  man  abonld  pomtt  hiasetf  ts 
bekiUedby  it.  But^yonng  nwa  little  dreams  wbal  ■» 
most  inevitably  eneeonter  in  the  courfc  Aa  OA  — MtiP^ 
of  public  notice.  My  indJcnation  at  Hr  Keatsl  depr«gir 
tion  or  Poike  has  hardly  permttted  me  to  do  jostiee  t»» 
own  genius,  which,  malgre  aU  the  fanfastic  fsppen^v 
style,  was  undoubtedly  oftgreat  pramise.  His  Aagoest « 
<  Hyperion*  seems  actually  inspired  by  the  Titaat.  asfii 
as  suMhme  avEadiyltts.  HelsaIoBstooarUteratarr:aM 
the  more  so.  as  he  himself,  before  hia  deaOi.  ii  said  to  li^ 
been  peisnaded  that  be  had  not  taken  the  right  Use.mi 
was  reforming  his  |^yle  upon  the  more  clasiktl 
the  laagnage.* 

t  *  It  was  at  least  a  p'omsuir' school.  *> 
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Ofdotu  to  tmootkt  it^ap,  and  eUp,  and^, 
Tni»  Uke  tbe  certain  wandt  of  Jacob'*  wit, 
A  Cbmuand  bandicraftimeii  won  the  maik 
Of  paeiiy.    Hi-  feted.  Impious  race. 
That  Maspbemed  the  bright  Ijrrist  to  hia  lace,      • 
Aod  did  not  Imow  it ;  no,  ther  went  about 
Holding  a  poor  decrwfM  standard  oat, 
Marti'd  with  most  fllmay  mottoa,  and  iA  large 
Hm  name  qToim  Boiieaa  !* 

**  A  little  before  the  maimer  of  Pope  is  termed 

\  Knrturedby/D!Pi»enr  and  barbarism,  "  . 

Made  great  ApoOo  blush  for  this  his  land.' 

^  I  Uiooght  *  foppery  *  iffas  a  consequeoce  of  r«- 
Jpument;  hai  H*importe. 

**  The  abore  will  aoffioe  to  abow  the  noUona  enter- 
toiaed  by  tbe  new  performers  on  the  English  lyre  of 
faoB  ufao  made  S  most  tunable,  and  the  gratt  improTe* 
■enlsof  their  own  voria^uani. 

**  Tbe  writer  of  this  is  a  tadpole  of  the  Lakes,  a 
yooag  disciple  of  tbe  six  or  seren  new  schools,  in 
wfaicb  he  bas^leaml  to  write  such  lines  and  such  sen- 
tittenta  as  the  abore.  He  says  '  easy  was  the  task ' 
of  imitating  Pope,  or- it  may  be  of  equalling  him,  I 
prcsuBK.  I  recommend  him  to  try  before  be  is  so 
peaitiTe  on  tbe  s'ubieet,  and  then  compare  what  he 
nil  have  tMe»  written  •and  what  he  has  now  wi^tten 
witfi  the  btimblest  and  earliest  composifions  of  Pope, 
pnddoed  m  yeaiv  still  more  youthful  than  those  of 
Mr  R.  when  he  inyented  his  new  *  Es«ay  on  CritioisM,' 
cttitled  'Sleep  and  Poetry'  (an.ominous  tide),  from 
wlwec  the  abofe  canons  are  taken.  Pope's 'was 
written  at  nineteen,  and  published  at  twenty-two. 

"Such  are  the  triumphs  of  the  new  schools,  and 
saeb  tbeir  schohurs.  The  disciples  of  Pope  were  John- 
son, Goldsmith,  Bog^rs,  CampbeD,  Crabbe,  Gifibrd, 
Mafthiafi  Hayfey,  and  the  author  of  the  Paradise  of 
Coquettes;  to  whom  may  be  added  Richards,  Heber, 
Wrangbam,  Bland,  Hodgson,  fiferimie,  and  others 
who  have  not  ht4  their  full  fame,  because  '  the  race 
is  not  always  to  the  swift,  nor  the  battle  to  the  strong,' 
tad  fteeause  there  is  a  fortune  in  fame  as  in  all'other 
things.    Now  of  oi/  the  new  schools— I  say  ail,  for, 
'ike  Legion,  tbey  are  many  '—has  tbertf  appeared  a 
angle  s^olar  who  has  not  made  hismaster  ashamed 
of  him?  tuless  it  be  *  *,  who  has  imitated  erery 
I  body,  and  occarionaliy  surpassed  his  models.    Scott 
I  found  peqiKar  faTOur  and  imitation  among  the  fair 
I  Mx:  there  was  MisaHolford,  and  Miss  Milford,  and 
'  Mbs  Francis;  but  with  the  greatest  respect  be  it 
I  spoken,  nooe  of  his  imitators  did  much  honour  10  the 


original  except  Hogg,  the  Ettrick  shei^erd,  until  the 
appearanceof*  The  Bridal  of  Triermain,' and  'Harold 
the  Dauntless,'  which  in  the  opinion  of  some  equalled 
if  not  surpassed  him ;  and  lo !  after  three  or  four 
years  they  turned  out  to  b»  the  Master's  own  com- 
pontions.  Have  Southey,  or  Ck>leridge,  or  Words- 
worth, made  a  foUower  of  renown?  Wilson  ilever 
did  well  till  he  set  up  for  himself  in  the  '  City  of  the 
Plague.'  Has  Moore,  or  any  other  living  writer  of 
leputaiioo,  had  a  toler«*>le  imitator,  or  rather  disciple  ? 
Now  it  is  remarkable  tiiat  almost  all  the  followers  of 
Pope,  whom  I  have  named,  have  produced  beautiful 
and  standard  works,  and  it  was  not  the  number  of  his 
«  «  So  spelt  by  tbe  author.* 


imitators  who  finally  hurt  his  fame,  but  the  despair  of 
ipiitation,  and  the  ease  of  not  imitating  him  suffi- 
ciently. This,  and  th^  same  reason  which  induced 
tbe  Athenian  buigher  to  vote  for  the  banishment  of 
Aristides,  '  because  be  was  tired  of  alwaya  hearing 
him  called  the  Jus//, have  produced  the  temporary 
Atile  of  Pope  from  the  State  of  Literature.  But  tbe 
term  of  his  ostracism  will  expire,  and  the  sooner  the 
-better,  not  for  him,  but  for  those  who  banished  him, 
i^d  for  tbe  coming  generation,  who 

'  WUl  blush  to  find  their  Ihthers  were  Us  foes.'  • 

LETTER  CCCXCVI. 

^rO  MR  MURRAY. 

*  Ravenna,  9bre  4,  VStO. 

^  I  have  received  from  Mr  QaKgoani  the  enclosed 
letters,  duplicates  and  receipts,  which  vriU  explain 
themselves.  *  As  the  poems  are  your  property  by 
purchase,  right,  ayd  justice,  all  maitere  ofpubliea- 
/ton,  &o.  &c.  are  for  you  to  deeide  upon.  I  knew 
not  how  far  my  compliance  with  Mr  Ghdignanfs  re- 
quest might  be  legal,  and  I  doubt  that  it  would  not 
be  honest  la  case  you  choose  to  arrange  with  him, 
I  endoee  the  permits  to  you,  and  in  so  doing  I  wash 
my  hands  of  the  business  altogether.  I  sign  them 
merely  to  enable  you  to  exert  the  power  you  justly 
possess  more  properly.  I  will  have  nothing  to  do 
with  it  farther,  except,  in  n^  answer  to  Mr  Galig- 
nani,  to  state  that  the  letters,  &c.  8cc.  are  sent  to 
you,  and  the  causes  thereof. 

^If  you  can  check  these  foreign  pirates,  do;  if 
not,  put  the  permissive  papers  in  the  fire.  I  can 
have  no  view  nor  object  whatever,  but  to  secure  to 
you  your  property. 

**  Yours,  &c 

'^  P.  S.  I  have  read  part  of  the  Quarterly  just  ar- 
rived :  Mr  Bowles  shall  be  answered : — he  is  not 
qmte  correct  in  his  statement  about  English  Bards  and 
Scotch  Reviewers.  They  support  Pope,  I  see,  in 
tbe  Quarterly ;  let  them  continue  to  do  so :  it  is  a  sin, 
and  a  shame,  and  a  damnation  to  think  that  Pope!! 
should  require  it — but  he  does.  Those  miserable 
mountebanks  of  the  day,  the  poets^  disgrace  them- 
selves and  deny  God  in  running  down  Pope,  the  most 
faultless  of  poets,  and  ahnost  of  men. 


LETTER   CCCXCVHi 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

•aavenna,  November  Bth,  18M. 
''Thanks  for  your  letter,  which  hath  come  some- 
what costively,— biitlietter  late  than  never.    Of  it 
;  anon.    Bfr  Cblignani,  of  the  Press,  hath,  it  seems, 
r  been  suppbmted  and  sub-pirated  by  another  Parisian 
I  publisher,  who  has  audaciously  printed  an  edition  of 
'  L.  B.'s  Works,  at  the  ultra-liberal  price  of  10  francs, 
and  (as  Galignani  piteously  observes)  8  francs  only  for 
I  booksellers  !*  horresco  referens.'    Think  of  a  man's 
I  whole  works  produdog  so  little ! 


*  Mr  Galignani  had  applied  to  Lord  Bjron  with  the  view 
of  procuring  from  him  snch  legal  right  over  those  worts  of 
his  Lordship  of  which  he  had  hitherto  been  the  sole  pub- 
lisher in  Prance,  as  would  enable  him  to  prevent  others 
in  Aiture,  ttom  nsorpfaig  the  same  privilege. 
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**  Qalignani  sendp  me,  post  baste,  a  pertnistioii /or 
hitHt  from  mUf  to  publish,  &c  Sec,  wbicb  perihii  I 
have  signed  and  sent  to  Mr  Murray,  of  Albewle- 
street  Will  jou  explain  to  G.  thai  I  have  a»  right 
to  dispose  of  Murffty's  works  without  bis  leave?  and 
therefore  I  mvM  refer  him  to  M.  to  get  the  permit  out 
of  his  claws— ao  easy  matter,  I  suspect.  I  haye  writ- 
ten to  G.  to  lay  as  much ;  but  a  word  ormoutb  from 
a  *  great  brother  author^  would  eoaTince  him  that  1 
coulfl  not*  honestly  have  complied  with  his'  wish, 
though  I  might  legally. .  What  I  could  do,  I  have 
done,  viz.  signed  the  warrant  and  sent  it  ta  Murray. 
Let  the  dogs  divide  the  carcass,  if  it  is%illed  to  tbtir 
liking. 

^  I  am  glad  of  your  epigram.  It  is  odd  that  we 
should  both  let  our  wits  run  away  with  our  senti- 
ments; for  I  am  sure  that  wa  are  both  Queen's  men 
at  bottom.  Uut  there  is  no  resisting  a  clinch — it  'A 
so  clever !  Apropos  of  that — we  ha|p '  a  diph'tbong  * 
also  in  this  part  of  the  world— not  a  Greek,  but  a 
Spanish  one— do  you  underftand  me?— wbich  is 
about  to  blow  up  the  whole  alphabet  It  was  frst 
pronounced  at  Naples,  and  is  spreading ;— but  we  are 
nearer  the  Barbarians;  who  are  in  great  force  oa  the 
Po,  and  will  pass  it,  with  the  first  legitirfuUe  protexl. 

^  There  will  be  the  devil  to  pay,  and  >hera  is  no 
s^ng  who  win  or  who  will  not  be  set  down  in  his 
bill.  If  '  honour  should  come  unk>oked  for'  to  an/ 
of  your  acquaintance,  make  a  Mek>dy  of  it;  that  his 
ghost,  like  poor  Vorick's,  may  have  the  satisfaction 
of  being  plaintively  pitied — or  still  more  nobly  com- 
memorated, like  '  Oh  breathe  not  his  oame.'  In  case 
you  shouki  not  think  him  worth  it,  here  is  a  Chant  fo^ 
you  instead — 

«  When  a  nua  batk  no  freedom  to  flglil  for  at  home. 
Let  him  coahst  for  that  ofjiis  nelfbhoon; 
Let  him  think  of  the  glories  of  Oseece  and  of  Rome, 
And  get  knock'd  od  the  head  for  his  isbotav. 
«  To  do  good  to  aumldnd  is  the  chivalrsns  plaa. 
And  is  always  as  nobly  requited ; 
llieu  l)attlr  for  fineedom  wherever  yon  can. 
And,  if  not  shot  or  hang'd,  ^rou  'U  get  knighted. 

"  So  you  Ivive  gotten  the  letter  of  'Epigraiy'- I 
am  glad  of  it.  Yoa  will  not  be  so,  for  I  shall  send 
you  more.  Here  Is  one  I  wrote  for  the  endorsement 
of  *the  Deed  of  Separation'  in  1816;  but  the  iaw^ 
yers  objected  to  it,  as  superflu^.  It  was  written  a« 
we  were  getting  up  the  sigmng  and  sealing.  *  * 
has  the  original. 

•  Emd^ruwuntio  tke  Deed  efSeparaOon,  in  the  Amii 

*  A  year  ago  yon  swore,  fond  she  f      *  • 
'  To  Jove,  to  honoar,'  and  so  forth  : 
Such  was  the  vow  yon  pledged  to  me, 
And  here 's  exactly  what  tis  worth. 

**Por  the  anniversary  of  January  3, 1881, 1  hare  a 
small  gmtefol  anticipation,  which,  in  case  of  accident. 


*  To  Penelope,  Januarg  id,  Vai. 

'  This  day,  of  all  oar  days,  has  done 
The  worst  for  me  aadyoa  >- 
Tis  jnst  six  years  since  we  were  one, 
Aadjhfe  siacs  we  wen  two. 


**  Pray,  etcust*  all  this  nonseose ;  for  J  anisi  talk 
nonsense  just  now,  for  fear  4f  wandering  to  mote  se- 
rious topi<ft,  wbich,  IB  the  pnsftit  state  df  things  is 
not  safe  by  a  foreign  post. 

**  I  told  you,  in  my  las^  Akt  1  had  been  going  o^ 
vrith  the  *  Memoirs,'  and  have  gpt  as  far  as  tirdve 
DKM-e  sheets.  But  I  suspect  \hey  wid  be  interrupted. 
In  that  ease  I  will  send  them  on  by  past,  though  I 
feel  remorse  at  making  a  friend  pay  so  much  for  post- 
age, for  we  can't  frank  here  beyond  die  frontier. 

^  I  shall  1^  glad  U>  hear  of  the  event  of  the  Quees's 
concern.  As  lo  the  ultinaate  efiect,  the  most  inevitB- 
ble  one  to  you  and  me  (if  they  and  we  live  so  losg) 
will  be  that  the  Miss  Moores  and  Miss  Byrons  wiS 
present  ua  with  a  great  variety  of  grandchildren  by 
diiierent  fathers. 

**  Praj,  whture  didjou  get  hold  of  Goethe's  Elorei- 
tine  husband-kHling  story  ?  upon  such  matteis,  in  ge- 
neral, I  may  say,  with  Beau  Clmcher,  in  replj  to 
Errand'b  wife— 

^  *  Oh  the  villain,lie'bath  murdered  my  poor  Ti- 
mothy! 

** '  Clineker.  Damn  your  'Hmothy  1— I  tell  you, 
woman,  your  husband  has  murdered  «ie— he  hss 
carried  away  my  fine  jubilee  dothes.' 

^  So  Bowle^bas  been  telling  a  stoiy,  too  ('tii  m  the 
Quarteriy),  about  the  woods  of  *Madehm,'  and  M 
forth.  I  shall  be  at  Bowles  again,  if  he  is  not  ofatL 
He  misstates,  or  mistakes,  in  a  point  or  two.  Ute 
paper  is  finished,  and  so  is  the  letter. 

*»You«,&c." 


LBTTER  CCCXCVni.  *     ! 

TO  ji^  mntftair.   ' 

*Bavellaa.9bre9^IBaL  | 
**  Tlie  talent  you  approve  of  is  an  amiafale  oac,sad  | 
might  prove  a  'national  servioe,'  but  uafortodittlj  1  { 
must  be  angry  with  a  man  before  I  draw  hiittsipor-  j 
trait;  and  I  oan't  deal  in-*^«ii«rar^/jo  Aat  1  tnnt , 
never  to  have  prqvooatiott^enoagh  to  nake  a  QeHtrf.  i 
If  *Me  parson'  bad  not  by  many  iitle dirty  ssealdsg  | 
traits  provoked  it,  I  sbdidd  have  been  silent,  tboogk  { 
I  had  observed  him.    Here  foUpwt  an  ahcrtliod 


*  DevU,  with  $mch  ddight  in  < 

That  If  at  the  resarrectlon 

Umo  him  the  IVee  election 

•  Of  his  fbtnte  conld  be  given 

T*weol4  be  rather  UeUthaa  Heav*  i 

that  is  to  say,  Jf  these  two  new  lines  do  not  too  wnA 
lengthen  out  and  weaken  the  amiabiliiy  of  the  sri- 
ginal  thought  and  expression.  Vou  haveadiicre- 
tionaiy  power  about  showing.  I  should  Udak  tkl 
Croker  woyld  not  disreKsh  a  sight  of  these  Sgbt 
little  humorous  things,  and  may  be  iddolged  sow  i 
and  then.  j 

••  Why,  I  do  like  one  or  two  vices,  to  be  sure;  bst 
I  can  back  a  horse  or  fire  a  pistol  *  without  thiokiag 
or  blinking,'  like  Ma}or  Stui^eon ;  I  have  M  at 
times  for  two  months  together  on  sheer  biscuit  ssd 
Water  (without  metaphor);  I  can  get  over  seventj  or 
eighty  miles  a  day  rtWce^  post,  and  ewim /r« sta 
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atreleh,  u  tt  VeniM,  m  18Ui»  or  i|t  least  I  could  do, 
$ad  hare  doae  it  oNOB. 

"1  know  Hepry  Matthews;  be  is  tke  image^  to 
tbeTery  roi^»  of  his  brother  Charles,  only  darker— 
\i»  cough  bis  iA  particular,  llie  first  time  I  ever 
net  him  was  in  Scrope  D^vias'a  rooms  after  his  bro- 
tber'sdcath^  and  I  nearly  dropped,  thinking  that  it 
ma  his  ghost  I  hare  also  dined  with  him  in  hfs 
rwflB  at  King;**  College.  Uobhouse  once  purposed 
t  sunikH'  Memoir;  but  I  am  afraid  that  (he  letters  of 
Charles's  'corre9po*bd«Dce  with  me  (which  are  at 
Whittoa  with  mj  other  papery)  would  hardly-  do  for 
the  public ;  for  our  Ures.were  not  over  strict,  and  our 
letten  somewhat  lax' upon  most  subjects.! 

mm'****' 

I    ^  Last  week  I  sent  f  ou  a  oorresptndence  with  Ga- 

I  lignaol,  and  some  documents  on  jour  property.    You 

hsTS  now,  I  think,  an  opportunity  of  oheeking^  or 

I  At  least  iimiting,   those  ^enoh  repubiicationt, 

'You  may  let  all  your  authors  publish  what  ihey 

pleaie  against  me  and  mine.    A  publisher  is  nQt« 

I  tod  caonut  be,  responsible  for  all  the  works  that  issue 

j  fioa  kis  printe/s.   .    •         ' 

I    "The  *  White  Lady  of  Avenel,*  ia  not  qiiite  so 

I  |ood  as  «  reed  well  autkeniieated  {*  Donna  B^ 

I  UKia')  W^te  Lady  of  Colalto^  or  speatre  in  the 

Marca  Trivigiana,  who  has  been  repeatedly  seep. 

There  is  a  man  (a  huntsnuui)  now  alive  who  saw  her 

.   Uoppner  copld  tell  you  Idl  about  her,  and  so 

«a,B«e^  peihapa^    I  myself  havp  no  douH  of  the 

fcet, hJMorical  and  spectriil.  %    She  always^appeared 

OS  particular  occasions,  before  the  deaths  of  the  fa- 

nilj,  &e.  &c.    I  heard  Jiadame  Benzoni  say,*that 

■be  knew  a  gentleman  who  had  seen  her  cross  bis 

room  at  Cdalto  Oastlew    Bbppber  saw  and  spoko 

with  the  huntsman,  who  met  her  at  the  chase,  and 

■erer  hunted  afterwards.    Sh^  was  a  girl  attendant, 

wko/ohe  day  dressing  the  hair  .of  a  Countess  Co- 

blis,w^  seen  by  her  mistress  to  smile  upon  her 

hofband  in  the  glass.    The  Countess  had  her  shut 

ip  in  thtf  wan  of  the  castle,  like  Constance  de  Be- 

v«def>   Ever  tliet,  she  hannted  lEhem  and  all  the 

(^Mtas.  'She  is- described  as  veir- beautiful  and 

^.   It  kwdl  authenticated.'' 


L©TTER  CCCXCIX. 

TO  MB  MURRAY. 

*  Ravenna,  9brs  UP,  1820. 
''The death  of  Waite  ii  a  shock  to  the— teeth,  as 
veQ  as  to  the  feelings  of  all  who  linew  him.  Good 
fHheand  B/oiteSboth  gone!  lleft  them  both 
in  (he  jnost  robust  health,  and  little  tkought  of  the 
^^^xms^  loss  in  80  sliort  a  time  as  five  years.  They 
w^  both  as  much  superior  to  Wellmgton  in  rational 
peatoeas,  as  he  who  preserves  the  hair  a,pd  the  teeth 
■  preferable  to  *  the  bkx>dy  blustering  warrior '  who 

tBne  tUtow  some  details  respecting  Us  fHend  Charles 
Jiltttkewg,  which  have  already  been  ghren  in  the  Fftnrt 
"*t«Cthtawork. 

Jf^lM  shoit-stoTj,  in  which  he  here  profeues  stoch  se- 
[JJIU  belief,  fonu  th«  sul^fect  of  one  of  Mr  Rogen '•  heaa- 
"Wluiitt  ^tche«.-8ec  -Italy,'  p.  43, edit  1830. 

»  ^ceWwttedhMr-dresaeT. 


gains  a  name  by  breaking  heads  find  knocking  out 
grinders.  Who  succeeds  bim?  Where  is  tooth- 
powder,  mild,  and  yet  efBoacioos-^^where  is  tme- 
ture — where  are  clearing-rv9f»  and  brushes  now  tp 
be  obtained?  Pray  o'btain  ^nihat  information  you  can 
upon  these  'TWculan  questions.'  My  jaws  ache  to 
tbink  oa*t.  «Poor  fellows !  J  anticipated  seeing  both  . 
again;  and  yet  they  al%  gone  to  thai  place  where 
both  t«etb  and  hair  last  k>nger  (ban  they  do  in  this 
Kfe.  I  have  seen  a  thousand  graves  (^ncd,  and  aU 
ways  perceived,  that  whatever  v»as  gOrte,  (he  teeth 
and  hait  ren^uned  with  those  who  had  died  with 
thfem.  isnoMhisodd?  They  go  the  very  first  things 
in  youth,  and  yet  kiSt  the  longest  in  the  dual,  if  peo- 
ple win  but  dte  to  preserve  them  1  It  is  a  queer  life, 
and,a  queer  death,  that  of  mortals. 
«  "*  I  knew  that  Waite  had  married,  but  little  thought 
that  the  other  decease  was  so  soon  to  overtake  him. 
Then  he  was  svsh  a  delight,  such  a  coxcomb,  such 
ajewelofamanj  There  is  a  tailor  at  Botogna  so 
like  him !  and  also  at  the^top  of  his  profession.  Do 
not' neglect  this  commission.  Who  tr  what  can  re- 
place him  ?  What  says  the  puUic  ? 
.  ^I  remand  you  the  Preface.  Dorit  forget  that 
the  Italian  extract  from  Ibe  chronicle  must  be  trans- 
lated. Wkh  regard  to  what  you  say  of.  retouching 
^he  Juaas  and  the  Hints^  it  is  ail  very  weD;  but  I 
cant  furbish,  .1  am  like  the  tiger  (in  poesy);  if  I 
miss  the  first  spring,  I  go  growling  back  to  ray  jun- 
gle. There  is  no  second;  I  can't  correct;  I  can't, 
and  I  won^t.  Kobodr  ever  succeeds  in  i|,  great  or 
sm&ll.  Tasfo  remade  tbe  whole  of  his  Jerutelem ;  * 
but  who  ever  reads  Chat  version  ?  aU  the  worid  goes 
to  the  first.  Pope  added  to  *  The  Rape  of  the  Lock,' 
but  did  not  reduce  iL  Yon  must  fake  iny  things  as 
they  happen  to  be.  ,  If  tKey  are  -not  likely  to  suit, 
reduce  their  esHmate  accordingly.  I  would  rather 
,  give  them  away  than  hack  and  hew  them.  I  don't' 
say  that  you  are  Hot  light ;  I  merely  repeat  that  I 
cannot  better  them.  I  must  *  either  make  a  spoon  or 
Spoil  a  honi;' and  there's  an  end< 

"Yours. 
«<P.S.  Of  the  praises  of  that  little  «**  Keats,  f 
shall  observe  as  Jsihnsondid  when  SheMdan  the  actor 
got  a  pension :  *  Wtmt  1  has  he  got  a  pension?  Then 
it  is. time  that  I  should  give  up  iHtne^  Nobody 
could  be  prouder  of  the  praise  of  the  Jgdinburgh  than 
I  vras,  or  more  aVve  to  tfaeir  censure,  as  I  showed  in 
English -Bards  and  6eDfch  Revieweit.  •  At  pr^seat, 
all  the  men  they  hate  ^er  praised  are  degraded  by 
that  insane  article.  -Wlky  don't  Ihey  review  and 
praise  'Sok)mon*s  X3ulde  to  Health  f  it  is  better 
sense  and  as  much  poetry  as  Johnny  Keats. 

**  Bowles  must  be  bowled  down.  .Tie  a  sadmatch 
at  cricket  if  he  can  get  any  notches  at  Pope's  ex- 
pense. If  he  once  get  into  *  Lord's  giound '  (to  con- 
tinue the  pun,  because  it  is  foolish),  I  think  I  oould 
beat  him  in  one  innings.  You  did  net  Know,  pec- 
haps,  that  I  was  onoe  (not  metaphorically,  bat 
really)  a  good  cricketer,  particularly  in  baiting^  and 
I  pkiyed  in  the  Harrow  match  against  the  Btonians 
in  1806,  gaining  more  notches  (as  one  of  our  chosen 
eleven)  than  any,  except  Lord  Ipswich  and  Brook- 
man,  on  our  side." 
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LETTER  OCCC. 

TO  M^  MUBRikY. 

«RaT«iuia.9bra33»,18S0. 

"The  'Hiots,*  Hobhouseaays,  wUl require «  good 
deal  of  sluhing  to  suit  the  timeer,  which  will  'be  a 
work  of  time,  for  I  doa't  feel  at  all  laborious  just 
now.  Whatever  effect  they  aretoiiaTe  would  per- 
haps be  greater  in  a  separate  form,  and  they  also 
must  have  my  name  to  them.  Now,  If  you  publish 
them  in  the  same  volume  with  Don  Juan;  they  iden- 
tify Don  Juan  as  mine,  which  I  don't  think  worth  a 
chancery  suit  about  my  daughter's  guardianship,  as 
in  your  present  code  a  faeetious  poem  is  sufficient  to 
take  away  a  man's  rights  over  his  fapuly. 

^  Of  the  state  of  things  here  it  would  be  difficult 
and  not  very  prudent  to  speak  at  large,  tRe  Huns 
opening  all  letters.  I  wonder  if  they  can  read'tbem 
when  they  have  opened  them ;  if  so,  they  may  see, 
in  my  host  LeoiBif  hand,  toat  I  thihk  tkbm 

DAMNED  SOOUNDRELi  AtfD  BARBARIANS,  and  TBBIR 

EMPEROR  A  FOOL,  and  themseTvos  more  fools  than 
he;  all  which  they  may  send  to  Vienna  for  any  thing 
I  care.  They  liave  got  (hemseWes  masters  of  the 
Papal  police,  and  are  bullying  away  ;  but  some  day 
or  other  they  will  .pay  for  all :  it  may  not  be  very 
soon,  because  these  unhappy  Italtaos  have  no  con- 
sbtenqr  among  themselves ;  but  I  suppose  that  Pro- 
vidence w^  get  tired  of  them  at  last,  *  *'  *  *  * 
."   /*Yaurs,8cc'» 


LETTER  CCCCl. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

<  Bavenna,  Dec.  0th,  1890. 

^'Beflidet  this  letter,  you  will  receive  t/^e  pac- 
kets, containing,  m  all,  18  /nore  ftheet»  of  Bfemo- 
randa,  which,  I  fear,  will  cost  you  more  in'postage 
than  they  wiD  ever  produce  by  being  printed  in  the 
next  centuiy.  Instead  of  waiting  so  long,  if  you 
could  make  any  thing  of  them  now  in  the  vray  of 
rev«r$iott  (that  is,  after  my  death),  I  should  be  very 
glad,— as,  with  all  due  regard  to  your  progeny,  I  pre-* 
fer  you  to  your  grand-children.  Would  not  Long- 
man or  Murray  advance  you  a  certain  sum  now, 
pledging  themselves  not  to  have  them  published  till 
after  rn^f  decease,  thbk  youY — and  what  say  you? 

^  Over  these  latter  sheets  I  would  leave  you  a  dis- 
cretionary power  ;^  because  they  contain,  perhaps, 
a  thing  or  two  which  is  too  suicere  for  the  public.  If 
I  consent  to  your  disposing  of  their  reversion  now, 
whitre  would  be  the  harm?  Tastes  may  change.  I 
would,  in  your  case,  make  my  essay  to  dispose  ot 
them,  not  publish,  now ;  and  if  pou  (as  is  most  likely )- 
survive  me,  add  what  you  please  from  your  own 
knowledge;  and,  a(>ove  aU,  contradjcf  any  thing,  if 
I  haveiNt«-s(ated;  for  my  first  object  is  the  truth, 
even  at  my  own  expense. 

*  The  pewer  here  meant  is  (bat  of  omit  (inf  pasngei  that 
might  be  thought  objectionable.  He  afterwards  gave  me 
this,  as  weU  as  every  other  right,  over  the  whole  of  the 
manuscript. 


«I  bavesoRM  knowledge  of  your  countiymwa,  Mu- 
ley  Moloch,  tlie  lecturer.  He  wrote  to  me  several 
letters  upon  Christianity,  to  convert  me;  and^  if  1 
had  not  been  a  Christian  already,  I  shouU  probably 
have  been  now,  in  oonsequence.  I  thougjit  ibere  wma 
something  of  wild  talent  in  Km,  mixed  viritb  a  doe 
leavten  of  absurdity  ,^-aa  there  must  be  in  bB  talent, 
let  loose  upon  the  wodd,  without  a  marMngale. 

''The  ministers  seem  still  to  persecute  the  Queen 
*  *  *  ♦  *  *  ♦  but  Ihey 
won*t  go  out,  the  sons  of  b-^  Damn  Reform— 1 
vnmt  a  place— what  say  yow?  You  must  applaud  t^ 
honesty  of  the  declaration,  whatever  you  may  lliink  of 
the  intention, 

^I  have  quantities  #f  paper  jo  England,  original 
and  traifclaled— fragedy,  &c.  &c.  and  am  now  copy- 
ing out  a  Fifth  Canto  d(  Don  Juan,  149  stanzaa.  So 
that  there  will  be  near  three  thin  Albemarle,  or  twe 
thick  volumes. of  all  sorts  of  my  Muaes.  t  mean  to 
plunge  thic^,  tap,  into  the.  contest  upon  Pope,  and  to 
lay  about  me  like  axlipfon  till  I  make  manure  of  *  *  ^ 
for  the  txfp  of  Pkmassus. 

**Thoee  rogues  are  right— «o«  do  lai^h  at  fMttrm 
-^h?^don*t  we?*  You  shall  see— you  shaA  see 
wHht  things  111  say,  an  k  pleaset  Providence  to  leave 
us  leisure.  But  in  these  parts  they  are  att  goinf  to 
war ;  a)^  there  is  to  be  Uberty,  and  a  row,  and  a  coor. 
slitution— when  they  can  get  them.  But  1  wotft  talk 
poUtios— it  is  low.  Let  us  la&  of  the  Quteo,  mdA 
her  bath,  and  ter  bottle— that's  the  <aAf  moth^ 
nowadays. 

^  If  ihere  ai^  any  aoquaintances  of  mine,  eahile 
thenu  The  priest*  h*re  are  trying  to  persecute  mef— 
but  no  matter. 

«*  Yours,  &*.'• 

LETTER  cpcon; 

TO  MB  MOOBB. 

«  Rarenna,  Decrflk,  lOOL  *i 

**!  open  loy  letter  to  tell  you  a  CKt,  whieb  will 
riiow  the  state  of  this  country  better  than  I  can.  The 
commandant  of  the  troops  is  now  lyiiv  ^^^'^  ^  ^ 
house.  He  was  shot  at  a  little  past  eight  o*doek» 
about  two  hundred  paces  from  my  door.  I  was 
putting  on  my  great>coat  to  visit  Madame  la  CobI^mI 
G,  when  I  heard  the  shot.  On  coming  into  the  hell, 
I  found  all  my  servants  on  the  balcony,  exdaieiinc 
that  a  nnn  was  murdered.  I  immediately  ran  down* 
calling  on  Tita  (the  bravest  of  them)  to  foDow  oie. 
The  rest  wanted  to  hinder  us  from  going,  as  it  is  cIm 
custom  for  every  body  here,  it  seems,  to  run  away 
from  *  the  stricken  deer.' 

^  However,  down  we  ran,  and  found  him  lyiag  oe 
his  back,  ahnost,  if  not  quite,  dead,  with  five  wounds, 
one  in  the  heart,  two  in  the  stomach,  ooe  ia  the 
finger,  and  the  other  in  the  aim.  Some  sokfien 
cocked  their  guns,  and  wanted  to  hinder  me  from 
passing.  However,  we  passed,  and  I  found  Dicso, 
the  adjutant,  crying  over  him  like  a  child— a  sargeoe. 

*  He  here  allodes  to  a  humonms  article,  of  wldcb  I  ka4 
told  Urn,  in  Blackwood's  Magasine,  where  the  poets  of  cba 
day  were  all  grouped  together  in  a  variety  of  fkaiastk 
shapes,  with  « Lord  Byron  and  little  Uoore  laaghiag  be- 
hind, as  if  Ibey  would  spUt,*  at  the  rest  of  the  frateraity. 
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wko  Mid  nothing  of  his  prefesuoii— «  priest,  sobbing 
1  frightened  prayer— and  the  commandant,  all  this 
liae,  on  his  back,  on  the  hard,  cold  pavement,  with- 
ool  light  or  assistance,  or  any  thing  around  him  but 
eoofutioo  and  dismay. 

"^Ai  nobody  could,  or  would,  do  any  thing  but  hOwl 
nd  pray,  and  as  no  onewooid  Stir  a  finger  to  mote 
kk,  for  (kta  of  oonaequences,  I  lost  my  patience— 
mA  my  servant  and  a  couple  of  the  mob  lake  up 
ihe  body— sent  off  two  aoIdieTs  to  ibe  guard,*-de- 
iptkbed  Diego  to  the  Cardinal  with  the  news,  and 
b^  the  comomndant  carried  up  stairs  into  my  own 
<{oartO'.  ikit  it  was  too  late,  he<was  gone — not  at 
all  liisfipured— Ued  inwardly^BOt  abgve  an  ounce  or 
two  came  oat. , 

"I  had  him  partly  stripped— made  the  surgeon  ex- 
ainiae  hin,  and  examined  him  myself.  He  had  been 
ihot  by  cut  ballh,  or  slsgs^  I  felt  one  of  the-  shigs, 
which  hid  gone  tlirough  Mm,  all  but  the  skin.  Every 
Mf  conjectures  why  he  was  k01ed,  but  no  one 
bsin  bow.  The  gun  vras  found  ck)se  by  him— an 
oUgan,  half  iiled  down. 

"He  only  said,  'O  Dio!'  and  'GeflAi!'  two  or 
ikxe  times,  and  i^peared  |o  have  suffered  little. 
PoorfcUow!  he  wb9  a  brare  ofiper,  bm  had  made 
Unielf  BOfh  disUkcd  by  the  people.  I  knew  him 
pcnooal^,  amf  had  met  him  often  at  conversazioni 
•sd  eJMwbere.  My  house  is  full  of  soldiers,  dm- 
fooom  dodcm,  priests,  and  all  kinds  of  persons,^ 
<W^  1  have  now  cleai^  it,  and  clapt  sentinels  at 
Ibedoon.  To-morrow  the  body  is  to  be  moved. 
IV  town  is  in  the  gpeatcst  confusion,  as  you  OMy 


"  YoQ  are  to  kmsw  thai,  if  J  had  nqt  had  the  body 
■wed,  they  wo«kL  hate  left  him  there  UU  morning  in 
^  itreet,  for  fear  of  consequences.  I  would  not 
chooie  to  let  even  a  dog  die  id.  such  a  manner,  with- 
Wmeeour;— and,  aa  for  consequences,  I  care  for 
Mot  n  a  duty. 

"  Yours.  «tc. 

*P.8.  Hie  lieutenant  on  duty  by  the  body  is  smok- 
ing liii  p^  whh  gr^t  composure. — A  queer  people 

LETTER  CCCCIII. 

'     TO  MR  MOOBE. 

. « RaivemuH  Dees mber  S5th,  182^ 
*'Yo«wiilef  ought  to  have  received  the  packet 
**1  letters  which  1  remitted  to  your  address  a  fort- 
■^  sgo  (or  it  may  be  more  days),  and  I  shall  be 
8^  of  an  answer,  as,  in  these  times  and  places, 
'  PMlets  per  post  are  in  some  risk  ef  not  reaching  their 
'^•wioation. 

''f  have  been  thinking  of  a  project  fbr  you  and  mc, 
"  ttse  i^e  both  get  to  London  agahi,  which  (if  a 
>  Neapolitan  war  don't  suscitate)  may  be  calculated  as 
P<^'ble  for  one  of  us  about  the  spring  of  183L    I 


!  presume  that  you,  too,  will  be  back  by  that  time,  or 
I  ^cr ;  hot  on  that  you  will  give  me  some  index.  The 
I  Pf^iecl,  then,  is  for  you  and  me  to  set  up  jointly  a 
I  ■^'Wper— nothing  more  nor  less — weekly,  or  so, 
I  *iih  some  improvement  or  modifications  upon  the 
I  pWn  of  the  present  scoundrels,  who  degrade  that  de- 
Pj'toent,— but  a  newtpaper,  which  we  will  edite  in 
I  <hie  fbnn  and,  nevertheless,  with  some  attention. 


^  There  must  always  be  in  k  a  pieoe  ef  poesy  from 
one  or  other  of  us  twot^  leaving  room,  however,  for 
such  dilettanti  riiymers  as  may  be  deemed  worthy  of 
appearing  in  the  same  cohimn ;  but  thi$  must  be  a 
»Ae  qua  turn;  and  also  as  much  prose  as  we  can 
compass.  We  will  take  an  qffict—our  names  not 
onnoMpced,  but  suspected — and,  by  the  blessing  of 
Providence,  give  the  age  some  new  lights  upon  policy, 
poesy,  biography,  criticism,  uMMality,  theology,  and 
all  other  ism,  ality^  and  oUgy  whatsoever. 

**  Why,  man,  if  we  were  to  take  to  this  in  good 
earnest,  your  debts  would  be  paid  off  in  a  twelve- 
month, and  by  dint  of  a  little  diligence  and  practioe, 
I  doubt  not  that  we  c6uld  disiuce  the  common- 
place blackguards,  who  have  so  long  disgraced  com- 
mon sense  and  the  common  reader.  They  have  no 
merit  but  psacticc  and  impudence,  both  of  which  we 
may  acquire,  and,  as  for  talent  and  culture,  the 
devfl's  in't  if  such  proofs  as  we  have  given  of  both 
can't  furnish  «»ut  something  better  than  the  *  funeral 
baked  meats*  which  have  cdd(y  set  forth  the  breakfast 
table  of  an  Great  Britain  for  so  many  years.  Now, 
what  tjiink  you?  Let  me  know;  and  recollect  that, 
if  we  take  to  such  an  enterprise,  we  must  do  so  in 
good  earnest.  Here  is  a  hint,— do  you  make  it  a 
plan.  We  wiQ  modify  it  into  a»  literary  and  classical 
a  concern  as  you  pleabe,  only  let  us  put  out  our 
powers  upon  it,  and  it  will  most  bltely  succeed.  But 
you  must  live  in  London,  and  I  also,  to  bring  it  to 
bear,  and  we  mutt  keep  it  a  secret > 

'^  As  for  the  living  in^ndon,  I  would  make  that 
^lOt  difficult  to  you  (if  you  would  alk»w  me),  until  we 
could  see  whether  one  means  or  other  (the  sucoess  of 
the  pku,  for  instance)  would  not  make  it  quite  easy 
for  you,  as  well  as  your  family;  and,  in  any  case,  we 
should  have  some  fern,  composing,  correcting,  sup- 
posing, inspecting,  and  supping  together  over  our  lu- 
cubrations. If  you  think  this  worth  a  thought,  let  me 
know,  and  I  will  begin  to  lay  in  a  small  literary  ca- 
pital of  composition  for  the  occasion. 

•*  Yours  ever  affectionately, 
"B. 

^  P.S.  If  you  thought  of  a  middle  plan  between  a 
Spectaioir  and  a  newspaper,  vrhy  not  ? — only  not  on 
a  Sunday,  Not  that  Sunday  is  not  aa  excellent  day, 
but  it  is  engaged  already.  We  will  call  it  the '  Tenda 
Rossa,'  the  name  Tassoni  gave  an  answer  of  bis  in  a 
controversy,  in  allusion  to  ^  delicate  hint  of  Timour 
the  Lame,  to  his  enemies,  by  a  'Tenda'  of  that 
colour,  before  he  gave  battle.  Or  we  will  call  it 
'Gli,'  or  '  I  Carbonari,'  if  it  so  please  Vou — or  any 
other  name  full  of  *  pastime  and  prodi^lity,'  which 
you  may  prefer.  *♦♦♦♦*  Let  me  have 
an  answer.  I  conclude  poetically,  with  the  belhnan, 
*A  merry  ChristnAs  to  you  !*»  '* 

The  year  1820  was  an  era  signalized,  as  will  be  re- 
membered, by  the  many  eflbrts  of  the  revolutionary 
spirit  which,  at  that  time,  broke  forth.  Tike  ill-sup- 
pressed fire,  throughout  the  greater  part  of  the  South 
of  Europe.  In  Italy,  Naples  had  already  raised  the 
Constitutional  standard,  and  her  example  was  fast 
operating  through  the  whole  of  that  country .  Through- 
out Romagna,  secret  societies,  under  the  name  of  Car- 
bonari, had  been  (Organized,  which  waited  but  the 
word  of  thdr  chiefs  to  break  out  into  open  insurrec- 
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ion.  We  hare  seen  fron  Lord  ByranV  Joufsal  in 
1814,  what  intense  interest  he  took  in  the  last  struggles 
(f  HeTolutionary  Fmnoe  under  Napoleon;  and  his 
jxclamaiiona,  "Oh  for  a  Reimblic!— *  B^-utus,  thou 
deepest !'  ^  flihow  the  lengtYis  to  which,  in  theory  at 
i^ast,  his  political  zaal  extended.  Since  then,  he  had 
but  rarely  tnmed  his  thoughts  ^  polities;  the  tame, 
irdinary  vicissitmde  of  publio  affairs  havhig  but  KtUe 
in  it  to  stimulate  ar  mind  like  his,  whoso  sympathies 
oothing  short  of  a  crisis  «eemed  worthy  to  interest, 
rhis  the  present  state  of  Italy  gave  avery  promise  of 
Eiffording  him ;  and,  in  addition  to  the  great  national 
cause  itself,  in  whieh  there  was  every  thmg  that  a 
ioTQr.of  liberty,  wann  from  the  pages  of  Petrarch  and* 
Dante,  could  desire,  he  had  abQ  pdvate  ties  and  re- 
gards to  inlist  him  socially  in  the  contest.  The  brother 
of  Madame  GKiiceioli,  Count  Pietro  Gamba,  who  had 
been  passing  some  time  at  Ron»  and  Na,  les,  was 
now  returned  fvom  lus  tour;  and  the  friendly  senti- 
ments with  which,  notwithstanding  a  natural  bias . 
previously  in  the  contrary  direction,  he  at  length 
learned  to  regard  the  noble  lover  df  his  sister,  cannot 
better  be  described  than  in  tlid  words  of  his  fair  rela- 
tive herself. 

"At  this  time,"  says  Madamo  Ouiocioli,  "my 
beloved  brother,  Pietro,  returned  to  Bavenna  from 
Rome  and  Naples.  He  had  been  prejudiced  by  som^  ' 
enemies  of  Lord  ByVon  against  his  dharacter,  and  my 
intimacy- with  him  afflicted  him  greatly;  aor  had  my 
letteft  succeedefl  in  entirely  destroying  the  evil  i^^ 
pression  which  Lord  Byrdn's  detractors  had  pro* 
duced.  No  sooner,  however,  had  he  seen  and  knowfi 
him,  dian  he  became  inspired  with  an  interest  in  his 
favour,  such  as  could  not  have  beea  produced  by 
mere  exterior  qualili^,  but  was  the  result  only  oC 
that  union  he  saw  in  him  of  all  that  is  most  great  and- 
beautiful,  as  well  in  the  heart  as  mind  of  man.  From 
tlMit  moment  every  former  prejuftce  vanished,  and 
the  conformity  of  tlifcir  bpioions  and  sftdies  contributed 
to  unit«  them  in  a  friend^p,  which  only  ended  with 
their  lives."  * 

The  young  Gamba,  who  was,  at  this  time,  but 
twenty  years  of  age*  widi  a  heart  full  of  aU  those 
dreams  of  the  regeneration  of  Italy,  which  not  only 
the  example  of  Naples,  but  the  spirit  working  beneath 
the  surface  all  around  him,  inspired,  had,  togetfier 
with  bis  Cither,  who  waa  still  in  the  prime  of  life,  be- 
come inrolled  in  the  secret  bands  now  organizing 
throughout  Romagna,  and  Lord  Byron  was,  by  their 
intervention,  admitted  also  among  the  brotherhood. 
The  following  heroic  Address  to  the  Neapolitan  Go- 
vernment (written  by  (be  noble  poet  in  Italian,  f  and 

*  *  In  ooest*  epoca  lunne  a  Ravennaxli  rHoiHo  da  Roma 
e  NapoU  n  mio  diletto  fratello  Pietro.  Egll  era  stato  pre- 
irennto  4a  dd  neml^  di  Lord  Byron  cOntro  il  di  lui  carat- 
tere ;  noUo  lo  afligeva  la  mia  intimity  con  lid,  c  It  mie 
lettere  non  avevano  rioscito  a  bene  distmggere  ta  cattira 
impreisione  ricemta  dai  detrattori  di  Lord  Byron.  Ma 
appena  lo  vide  e  lo  conoMbe  efll  pure  ricev«Ate  queUa  im- 
preMlone  cbe  aom  p«6  easere  prodotta  da  del  pregi  ef te- 
riori,  ma  tolameote  dall*  naiooe  di  tuttocid  the  vi  6  di  pi& 
grande  nel  cuore  e  neUa  meule  dell'  uomo.  Svanl  ogiu  sua 
anteriore  prevenxione  contro  di  liOrd  Byron,  e  la  confor- 
mity d«llaloro  idee  e  AtegU  ttndii  lore  contribok  a  stringerll 
In  qoella  ^— j^***  cte  non  doveva  avere  floe  obocoUa  I6ro 
vita.» 

t  A  draft  of  thif  Addreaa.  in  bis  own  handwriting,  was 
found  aroonif  Ida  papers.  He  is  luppoaed  to  bave  intrusted 


forwarded,  it  is  thought,  by  himaelf  to  Naples,  bat 
intercepted  on  the  way)  nill  show  how  deep,  liow 
earaesl,  and  expansive  was  his  zeal  in  that  great, 
general  cause  of  Political  Freedom,  for  wbkh  be 
soon  after  laid  down  his  life  aasong  the  matsbes  of 
Missuk>nghi. 

^  An  Englishman,  a  friend'to  liberty,  having  nodm- 
stood  that  the  Neapolitans  permit  even  foreigneiy  to 
contribute  to  the  good  cause,  is  desiroua  that  tkey 
should  do  him  the  honour  of  accepting  a  thftiwnd 
louis,  which  he  takes  (he  liborty  of  offering.    HaTJof 
already,  not  long  since,  been  an  ocuhur  witness  of  tbe 
despotism  of  tlie  Barbarians  m  the  States  occupM  by 
th£m  in  Italy,  he  sees,  with  the  entjlusiasiii  natnrnl 
to  a  cultivated  man,  ihe  generous  deteraiinatioa  of 
the  Neapolitans  to  assert  their  well- wo»  independeooe. 
As  a  member  of  the  EogUsh  House  of  Peers,  he  wonld 
be  a  traitor  to  the  principles  which  placed  the  reigtt- 
ing  family  of  Engtartd  oik  the  throne,  if  hewere;,  aot 
grateful  for  the  noble  lesson  so  buely  given  both  to 
people  and  to  kings.    The  loffer  whi^  he  deairi»  to 
make  is  smaU  in  itself, 'as  must  always  he^hat  pre-  \ 
seated  hrott  an  individual  to  a  nation;  but  be  tmsta 
that  it  will  not  be*  the  last  Ifaey  will  receiTft  from  W I 
cohntrymen.    His  distance  froAi  tbe  frontier,  tatd  the  . 
feeling  of  his  personal  incapacity  to  cQitfribntie  efi-! 
caciously  to  the  servioe  of  ihe  nation,  prevents  liimT 
from  proposinji  himself  as  woEthy  of  the  lowest  oobi-  | 
jnission,  for  which  experience  and  talegl  might  be  ; 
requisite.    But  if,  as  a  mere  volunteer,  his  piesenca  ! 
were  not  a  burden  to  whomsoever  he  might  aerre ' 
under,  he  would  repair  lo  whatever  place  the  Nee-  > 
politan  Government  might  point  out^  there  to  obey  > 
the  orders  and  participate  |fl  the  dangers  of  his  oon-  r 
manding  officer,  without  any  eth^  moiive  tbaa  tfant  i 
of  sharing  the  destin^  of  a  brave  nation,  defeintMig  | 
itself  against  the  self-called  Holy   Alliance^  WCi^ 
but  comUnes  the  vico  of  I^ypbcfisy  w.th   despot- 
ism."  ♦  • 

it  to  a  profeased  agent  of  tbe  Constitotioaal  OovermaeBt  of . 
Naples,  wbo  bad  wailed  upon  ttm  aecrttly  at  B«vAkaa  i 
and.  under  tbe  pretence  of  baring  ))eea  wajikid  mafi  n*> 
bed,  induced  hia  lonbhip  |o  sapply  bhn  wilb  money  for  Ha 
return.  Tbia  man  tuned  out  afternrarda  to  bave  teen  a 
spy,  and  tboaboVe  paper,  tf  confided  to  hbas  fell  mmt  pco 
bably  into  tbe  bands  of  the  Pontifical  Government. 

*  "  Unlnglese  amicodella  libertk  avendo  aeutitochei  ! 
Kapolilani  pennettono  anobe  agU  atranieri  A  d>ntnb«lre  ; 
alia  baona  caa«a,  bramerci)rt>e  l*otiore  di  vedere  accettata  ; 
la  sua  offertadl  aHlte  luigi.  la  quale  eftU  aasardadi  hxt. 
Gik  .tesUmonig  ocalare  non  motto  ft  delTa  ttraonitf  ori  Bar-  > 
bari'nsgli  atati  da  loro  occopati  ooU*  Itall^  eglitede  cm 
tutto  Ventnsiaamo  di  un  qomo  belt  nto  la  generoaa  deter 
minazione  dei  Napolitani  per  conttrtntut  Jn  loro  be*  ar-  \ 
quistataindipendeoza.  Membrodella  Casaefa dei  Pari  ieUa 
nnzione  tnglese  egli  aarebbe  on  tradRqre  al  pttecipil  cat  ' 
banno  posto  iul  trono  la  fomigUa  regaante  d'  U4(biUen««e  1 
son  riconoscetae  la  bells  lezione  di  bel  nuovo  data  tlcpepa^ 
ed  ai  Re.    L'  offarta  che  egli  braina  di  pre«ent«re  h  poca  ia  I 
ae  stessa,  come  tdaogna  due  sia  aerapre  qnc^  «ii  oa  hH-  ' 
Tlduo  ad  una  aazioAe,  ma  egli  apera  cbe  non  aara  UaHtea  » 
dalla  parte  del  suoi  c«m  patriotti.    La  ana  lootaoaBsaMi  | 
froDtiere,  e  il  aentimento  delta  suapocacapadia  . 
di  contribuire  efficaeimente  a  aervirtr  Is  aazione  gV 
disce  di  proporal  come  degao  d^lla  piii  pfooola 
cbe  domsnda  dell*  eaperimza  e  del  tatsoto. 
aemplice  Toloutario  la  loa  preaenxa  nok  ftaae 
uodo  a  qaeOo  cbe  l*accetaaie  egli  riparebbe  a 
luogo  indicate  dal  Oovemo  NapolHano,  per  oMMftie  a|0 
ordini  e  participare  ai  pericoU  ,dM  sao  aapeiiw/saaaa 
avare  altri  anotiri  cbe  qnello  di  dividere  tt^eaUao  dT  laa 
hnfrik  nazione  reaiatendo  alia  ae  diointe  Santa  jUteaaaa  la  . 
quale  aggmoge  V  ippocrisia  al  deapotisaio.*  t 
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It  was  during  the  agitation  of  this  crisis,  whfle 

nrrounded  by  nunoors  and  alanns,  and  expecting,^ 

ereiy  mofflont,  .to  be  summoned  into  fbe  field,  that 

Lord  Bjrron  commenced  the  Journal  which  I  am  now 

about  to  give;  and  whic^  it  ia  impossible  to  peruse, 

with  the  recollection  of  his  former  Diary  of  1814  i^ 

our  minds,  without  reflecting  how  wholly  different,  in 

aU  the  circumstances  connected  with  them,  were  the 

two  periods  at  which  these  reeorda  of  his  passing 

.  dioughts  were  traced.    The  first  be  vurote  at  a  time 

!  which  may  be  considered,  to  use  his  own  'VYords,  as 

!  **  the  most  poetical  part  of  his  whole  li£e/ — not, 

;  certainly,  in  what  regarded  the  powers  of  his  geniffs, 

!  to  whicli  eveiy  succeeding  year  added  new  force  and 

I  laoge,  bat  in  all  that  may  be  said  td  constitute  thtft 

poetgr  of  character, — (ho|Be  fresh,  uifworidly  feelings, 

of  which,  in  iqpite  of  his  early  plunge  into  expeiience, 

beatiU  retained  the  gloss,  and  that  ennobling  light  of 

anagination,  which,  with  all  his  professed  scorn  of 

mankind,  still  followed  in  the  track  of  his  affections, 

giving  a  lustre  to  every  object  on  which  they  rested. 

Tkre  was,  indeed,  in  his  misanthropy,  as<n  his  sor 

rowa,  at  (hat  period,  to  the  full  as  much  of  fancy  is 

of  reali^;  and  even  thote  gallantries  and  loves  in 

which  he  at  the  same  time  entanigled  himself,  partook 

equally,  as  I  have  endeavoured  to  show,  of  the  same 

imaginative  character.    Though  brought  etirly  under 

the  dominion  of  the  senses,  he  had  been  also  early 

iMcucd  from  this  thraldom  by,  in  th<^  first  place, 

ike  satiety  such  excesses  never  fail  to  produce,  anil, 

at  DO  long  interval  after,  by  this  series  9f  Italf-ftncifuk 

attachments  which,  though  in  their  moral  cdbsequences 

to  society,  perhaps,  itilL  more  mischievous,  had  the 

vaniish  at  least  of  refinement  on  the  surface,  and  by 

tte  oorelty  and  apparent  difficulty  that  jivested  them 

served  to  ksep  akve  that  Illusion  of  imaginatioif  froA 

I  which    such  pursuits  derive  thoir  sole  mieeming 

^cbarm. 

I     With  such  a  mixture,  or  rather  predominance,  of 

the  ideal  in  his  loves,  his  hilles,  aad  his  sorrows,  the 

state  of  his  existeace  at  that  period,  animated  as  it 

wa%  and  kept  buoyant,  by  such  a  flow  of  suficess, 

■ust  be  acknowledged,  even  v^^h  ei{ery  deduction 

I  fer  the  ungicturesque  assodbtipns  of  »  London  life, 

!  to  have  been,  in  a  iHgh  degree,  poetical,  and  to  hi^e' 

!  \iom  round  it  altogether  a  sort  of  halo  of  romance, 

I  which  the  events  that  followed  were'bift  too  njuch 

I  cakulaled  to  dissipat^.    Py  his  marriage,  and  its 

;  results,  he  was  again  brought  bact  to  some  of  tikose 

'  bitter  realities  of  which  his  youth  had  had  a  foretaste. 

Pecuniary  embarrassment^ — that  ordeal,  of  all  others, 

the  most  tnring  to  delicacy  aodJiigh-mindedness— * 

!  IDW  be«^t  nim  with  idt  the  indignities  that  usually 

I  follow  in  its  train ;  and  he  was  thus  ruddy  schooled 

:  iDlo  the  advantages  of  postesfing  money,  vrhen  he 

\  bad  hitherto  thought  but  of  the  generous  pleasure  of 

\  tStpetutn^  it.    No  stronger  proof,  indeed,  is  want- 

I  Bg  of  the  effect  of  such  difficulties  in  tampering  dowa 

l^en  the  most  j^hivalrous  pride,  than  the  necessity  to 

which  he  found  himself  reduced  in  1816,  not  only  of 

departing  from  his  resolution  never  to  profit  by  the 

salie  of  his  w«rks,  but  of  accepting  a  sum  of  money, 

for  copyright^  from  his  publisher,  which  he  had  for 

some  time  persated  in  refusing  for  himself  and,  in  the 

foA^  sincerity  of  his  generous  hearty  had  destined  for 

others.. 


^he  injustice  and  malioe  to  which  ho  soon  after 
became  a  victim  had  an  equally  fatal  effeel  in  diseo- 
chanting  the  dream  of*his  existence.    Those  imagi- 
nary, or,  at  least,  retrospective  sorrows,  io  wbi6h  he  ! 
had  once  loved  to  indulge,  and  whose  tendency  it  ' 
vraSf  through  the  mediuni  of  his  fancy,  to  soften  dhd  j 
refine  his  heart,  wer^  now  exchanged  for  a  host  of  > 
acti^al,  ignoble  vexations,  which  it  was  even  more  i 
humiliating  than  painful  to  encounter.    His  misan- 1 
thropy,  instead  of  being,  as  heretofore,  a  vague  and  • 
abstract  feeling,  without  any  object  to  lighfupon,  and 
k)6ing  therefore  its  acrimony  in  diffusion,  was  now,  by 
the  hostility  he  came  in  contact  with,  condensed  into 
individual  enmities,  and  ndrrow^  into  personal  re- 
sentments; and  from  the  lofty,  and,  as  it  appeared  to 
himself,  philosophical  luxuigr  of  hating  mankind  in 
the  gross,  he  was  noW  brought  dOwn  to  the  self- 
humbling  riecessitr  of  despising  them  in  detail. 

By  all  these  influences,  so  fatal  to  ealhusiasm  of 
character,  and  forming,  most  of  them,  indeed,  a  part 
of  the  ordinary  process  by  which  hearts  become  chilled 
and  hardened  in  the  woikl,  it  waslropossible  but  that 
some  'material  change  mu§t  have  been  efftH;ted  in  a 
dispo^tion  at  once  so  susceptible  and  tenacious  of 
ifllpressions.  By  compelling  him  to  codceotfe  himself 
in  his  own  resourots  and  edb^gies,  as  the  onljr  stand 
now  left  against  the  world's  injustice,  his  enemies  but 
succeeded  in  giving  to  the  principle  of  self-dependence 
'  witliin  him  a  new  fordb  and  spring  whieh,  however  it 
added  to|he  vigour  of  his  character,  couM  not  fail, 
by  bringing  Self  into  such  activity,  to  impair  a  little 
its  andableness.  Among  the  changes  in  his  disposi- 
tion, attributable  noainly  io  this  soflrce,  may  be  men- 
tioned that  diminished  deference  to  the  opinions  and 
feelings  of  others  which,  after  this  compulsory  rallj  of 
all  his  powers  of  resistance,  he  exhibited.  Some  por- 
tioDvno  dpubt^of  this  refractoriness  may  be  accounted 
for  by  hui  absenclfe  from  tUl  those  whose  slightest  word 
or  look  would  have  done  more  with  him  than  whole 
volumes  of  corrAponden^;  bm  by  no  cause  less 
powerful  and  revulsive  than  the  struggle  in  which  he 
had  been  committed  could  a  disppsition  naturally 
diffident  as  his  was,  and  diffident  eVei^  through  all 
this  excitement,  have  been  driven  into  the  assumptioir 
oCa  tone  so  universally  defying,  and  so  full,  if  not  of 
pride  in  his  ovn  pre  eminent  powers,  of  such  a  con- 
tempt for  some  of  the  ablest  among  his  contempora- 
ries, aa»  aknost  implied  it.  It  was,  m  fact,  as  has 
been  mora  than  onc»  remarked  in  these  pages,  a  si- 
milar stirring  up  of  all  Hie  best  and  worst  elements  of* 
Yiis  nature,  to  that  which  a  like  rebound  against  in- 
justiot  had  produced  in  his  youlk ;— though  with  a 
difference,  in  point  ef  force  an4  grandeur,  between 
the  two  explosions,  almost  as  great  as  between  the 
out-breaks  of  a  firework  and  a  volcano. 

Another  consequence  of  t|^e  spirit  of  defiance  no^ 
roused  in  him,  and  one  that  tended,  perha)M,  even 
mof^  fatally  than  any  yet  mentioned,  to  sully  and, 
for  a  time,  bring  down  to  earth  th^  romance  of  hi^ 
character,  was  the  course  (rf'Ufe  tt>  which,  outrunning 
even  the  licence  of  his  youth,  he  abandoned  himself 
at  Venice.  From  this,  as  from  his  earlier  excesses, 
the  timely  warning  of  disgust  soqp  rescued  him ;  and* 
the  connexion  with  Madame  Guiccioli  whfcb  followed, 
and  which,  however  mucJi  to  be  reprehfoded,  h^d  in 
it  all  of  marriage  that  his  real  marriage  wanted, 
46 
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■eemed  to  pkce,  at  lengtli,  within  reocb  oC  his  aflfec- 
tionate  s^lt  that  union  and  sjrmpathjT  for  which, 
through  life,  it  had  tliirsted.  '  But  the  treasure  cama 
too  ktte;— the  pure  poetry  of  tb)e  feeling  had  Tar 
nished,  and  those  tears  he  shed  se  passionately  in  the 
garden  at  Bologna  flowed*  less,  perhaps,  fibm  the 
lore  which  he  felt  ^  that  mqpient,  than  from  the 

•saddening  coosciousooss,  how  difiereqily  he  coyld 
have  fdt  formerly.  It  was,  indeed,  whoUy  bejrond 
the  power^  eren  of  an  imagination  like  hi%  to  go  on 
inresting  with  its  own  ideal  glories  a  sentiment  which, 
— more  from  darhig  and  vanity  than  from  any  other 
impulse,— be  had  taken  such  pains  to  tarnish  and' 
debase  in  his  own  eyfp.  Accordingly,  instead  of  being 
able,  as  race,  to  elevate  and  embelUjih  all  that  inte- 
reslcd  him,  to  make  an  ijpl  of  every  passing  creature 
of  bis  fancy,  and  mistake  th^  Ibrm  of  lov^  which  ho 
so  often  conjured  up,  for  its  substance,  he  now  dege- 
nerated into  the  wholly  Opposite  and  perverse  error 
of  depreciating  and  making  light  of  what,  intrinsi- 
eally,  be  vahied,  and,  as  the  reader  has  seen,  throw- 
ing slight  and  mockery  upon  &  tioin  which  it  was 
ei^dent  some  of  the  best  feelings  of  his  natut«  were 
wrapped  up.  That  foe  to  all  enthusiasm  a«d  ro- 
nmice,  Ae  habit  of  ridicule,  had,  in  ptoportiou  ia 
he  exchanged  the  illusions  for  t^  realities  of  life, 
gained  further  entire  over  him;  and  how  far  it  had, 

i  at  this  time,  encroached  upon  jfbe  bftier  and  fairer 
regions  of  his  mind  may  be  seen  in  the  pages  of 
Don  Juan,~that  diversified  arena,  on  vihich  the 
two  Genii,  good  and  evil,  that  governed  his 
thoughts,  hold,  wjth  .alternate  tribmph,  their  ev«r 
powerful  combat.  * 

Even  this,  too,  this  vein  of  mockery,— in  the  ex- 
cess to  whfch,  at  last,  he  carried  it,-0W9s  but  an- 
other result  of  the  shock  his  proud  mind  had  received 
from  those  events  that  had  cast  him  off,  branded 
and  heart-stricken,  from^c^untry  and  from  home.  As 
he  hinvelf  touchingly  says, 

«  And  if  I  Uuifh  at  any  mortal  thinf .    • 
*Tis  that  I  may  not  weep.* 

This  famghttf,— which,  in  such  tedl|)eraments,  is  the 
near  neighbour  of  tears, — served  as  a  diversion  to 
him  from  mors^Munful  vent^  of  bittecoesa;  and  the 
same  philosophical  calculation  which  made  the  poet 
oi  melancholy,'  Young,  declare^  that  ^  he  perferred 
laughing  at  the  worl<l  to4)eing  angrj  with  it,  "  led 
.  Lot^  Bjron  oiso  to  settle  upon  the  same  conclusion; 
and  to  feel,  in  the  misanthropic  views  he  was  inclineil 
to  take  of  mankind,  that  mirth  often  saved  his  the 
pain  of  hate. 

That,  vrith  so  mai^  drawbacks  upon  afi  generous 
effusions  of  sentiment,  he  should  still  have  preserved 
so  much  of  his  native  teodemeso  and  ardour  as  is 
conspicuous,  through  all'disguises,  in  his  unquestion- 
able love  for  Madame  Guiccioli,  and  m  thesdU  i|V>re 
undoubted  zeal  with  which  he  pow  entered,  lieart 
Aid  soul,  into  the  ^real  cause  of  human  freedom, 
•wheresoever,  or  by  whomsoever,  asserted,* — only 

*  kMong  his  "  Detached  lhoa||its*  I  find  thu  general 
Vaaslon  for  Uherty  Uii«atriKingly  expressed.  After  saying, 
,  in  rrference  to  his  own  choice  of  Venlte  as  a  place  of  re- 
sidence. 'I  remembered  General  Ludlow's  domal  inscrip- 
tion, *Omne  solum  forti  patrfti/  andtete  down  flrceina 
cvuntrr  whickluul  been  one  of  slavery  for  centuries,*  ^ 


shows  how  rich  musf  have  been  the  original  otofeo 
of  sensibility  and  enthusmsm  which  even  a  career 
such  as  his  could  so  little  chill  or  exhaust.  Hoot 
consoling,  too,  is  it  to  reflect  that  the  few  kfler  yeors 
of  his  life  should  have  been  thus  viditod  with  a  return 
of  that  poetic  lustr^  which,  though  it  nev^  had 
ceased  to  surreupd  the  bard,  had  but  toomoch  faded 
away  from  tbo  character  of  the  nmo— imd  that  whilo 
Love,  reprehensible  as  it  vras,  bat  stfll  Lofe« — had 
the  cndit  of  rescuing  him  from  the  only  enors  that 
atsgraced  his  matarer  years,  for  Liberty  was  re- 
served the  proud,  but  mournful,  triumph  of  caHing 
the  last  stage  of  his  glorious  course  her  dwn,  aad 
lighting  him,  amidst  the  sympathies  of  the  worid,  to 
his  grave. 

Having  ^dearoured,  in  this  comparison  bdwoen 
his  pllsent  and  former  self,  to  account,  by  what  1 
consider  to  be  their  true  causes,  for  the  new  pbetto-  , 
mena  which  bis  character,  at  this  period,  exhibited,  , 
I  shall  now  lay  before  the  reader  the  Journal  by  which  , 
these  remarks  were  more  immediately  suggested^  aiyd  j 
from  whicft  I  foar  they  will  be  thought  to  have  too  long  ' 
detained  him.  ^  , 

EXTRACTS  PROM  A  DIARY  OF  LORD 
BYRON,  1821. 

• "  Ravenna,  Janoary  4Ch,  M81. 

^'^  A  suddbn  thought  strikes  me.'  L^meb^ma 
Journal  pnce  more.  The  last  I  kept  was  in  SwifSEcr- 
bmd,  fn  record  of  a  tOBT  made  m  tho  Bernese  Alpo,  ' 
which  I  made  to  send  to  my  sister  in  18Id,  and  I 
suppose  that/h«  has  it  still,  for  4ie  wrote  to  m«  that 
she  was  pleased  with  it.  Aiiother,  and  longer,  I  kept 
in  1813-18149  which' I  gave  to/fhooiaa  Moore  in  the 
rfhmeycar. 

^  This  morning  f  gat  me  up  lale,  as  usual— wedUior  s 
bad— bad  as  England — ^worse.  The  snow  of  hst  week  • 
melting  to  the  sirocco  of  to-day,  so  that  there  were  ' 
two  d—d  things  at  once.'  CouM  not  even  get  fo  rMe 
on  horseback  in  the  forest    Staid  at  home  aH  tko 
mordbig— k>oked  at  the  fife— virondered  when  the  poet 
Wjould  come.    Post  came  at  the  Ave  Maria,  jnitrad 
of  half-past  one  o*cloak,  as  it -ought.    GahgnanTo 
Messengers,  six  in  niAnber—a  fetter  (rum  Faenao, 
but  none  fr^  England.    Very  sulky  in  consequence' ! 
(for  ihere  ooglh  to  have  been  letters),  and  ate  in  cofk- 
seqqenee  a  oopious  dinner;  Sof  when  I  am  Texed,  it 
makes  me  swallow  quicker— bit  drank  very  littW. 

**  I  was  out  of  spirits— read  the  pepero— thought 
what  fame  was,  on  reading,  in  a  case  of  nnirikr, 
that  '  Mr  Wych,  grocer,  at  Tunbridge,  sold  >■ 
bacon,  flour,  cheese,  ^od,  it  is  believed,  i 
to  some  gipsy  woman  acouilMl.  He  had  on  his  coonlor 
(I  quote  faithfully)  a  book,  the  Life  dtPamtelA,  which 

adds.  *  Bnt  there  Is  no  flreedom,  even  ft>r  aMsltrv.  la  the 
sUdsC  of  slaves.    It  Bakes  ay  blood  boO  to  aeo  the  thiag.  • 
I  sometimes  wish  that  I  was  Oe  owner  of  kftitm,  to  d»«t 
once  what  Wilberforce  wtt  do  fn  time,  Tim%  sweep  alavciy  i 
from  lier  deserts,  and  look  on  npon  the  ftntdaac*  of  Chair 
i'ree^om. 

«  As  io  political  slavery,  so  general,  it  la  nea^a  own  ' 
(halt :  if  they  wiU  be  slaves.  1st  iUao  I  Yet  It  is  bat « a  word 
and  a  Mow.*   See  how  England  fonneriy,  Fraace, 
Portqpd,  America.  Switzerland,  freed  ttemsehres  I 
is  no  one  instance  af  a  long  contest  in  which  smn  i 
triamph  over  systems.  If  TyrHony  misses  h^ 
#he  Lrtowardiy  as  the  tiger,  and  retiresto  be  I 
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I  he  wa»  tearmg  for  wattt  paper,  &c.  &c    In  the 

t  ebene  was  fbuDd,  &^.,  and  a  U<ifvi  Pamela  wrapt 

\mmd  ike  baetm.*  'What  would  Richardson,  the 

'  ninest  and  hiekiesC  of  living  authors  (i.  et  while 

I  alife)— ke  who,  with  Aaron  Hilt,  used  to  prophesy 

,  and  chackle  over  the  presumed  fall  of  Fielding  (tlie 

!  prm€  HooMT  of  human  nature)  and  of  Pope  (the  most 

beautiful  of  poets)-^wbaC  would  he  hare  said  coukl 

.  be  hate  tmced  his  pages  from  th^  place  oir  the 

Pmcfa  prince's  toilets  (see  Boswell's  Johnson)  lo  th^ 

.  grocer's  counter  and  the  gipsy-murderess's  bacon  I ! ! 

I     **  What  would  he  haTe  said  ?  what  can  any  body 

1  ay,  sare  what  Sol9mon  said  long  befsre  us?    After 

!  al,  it  is  but  passing  from  one  counter  to  anfllher,  from 

!  the  bookseller's  to  the  other  tradesman's— grocer  or 

pastry-cook.    For  my  part,  I  hare  met  .with  most 

poetiy  upon  trunks;  so  that  I  am  apt  to  consider  the 

trunk-maker  as  the  sexton  of  authoiship. 

**  Wrote  five  letters  in  about  half  on  hour,  short  and 
•aiage,  to  all  my  rascally  correspondents.  Carriage 
cuae.  Heaitf  the  news  of  three  murders  at  Faenza 
and  Forii — a  oarabinier^  a  smuggler,  atid  an  attorney 
— «fl  hat  night.-  The  two  first  in  a  quarrel,  the  latter 
!  by  premeditation. 

]  **  Three  weeks  ago— almoit  a  month — the  7th  it 
I  was— I  picked  up  the  Commandant,  mortally  wound- 
t  ed,  out  of  the  street;  he  dibd  in  my  house;  nssawrins 
!  onknown,  but  presun^  political.  Hia  brethren  wxote 
Inun  Some  last  night  to  thank  me  fof  haTing  assisted 
him  )n  his  last  moments.  Poor  fellow !  it  was  a"pity ; 
'  be  was  a  good  soklier,  but  i^prudenl.  It  was  eight 
t  in  the  erening  when  tliey  killpd  him.  We  heard  the 
'  shot ;  my  servants  and  I  ran  out,  and  fmind  hin  ex- 
,  piring,  with  fire  wounds,  two  whereof  mortiB — by 
rings  they  seemed.  I  examined  him,  bfit  did  not  go 
j  to  the  dissection  next  morning. 
I  **  Ganiage  at  8  or  so — went  to  visit  La  Coi^essa  G. 
j  — loond  her  playbg  on  the  piano-forte — talked  till 
I  ten,  when  the  Count,  her  father,  and  the  no  less 
I  Count,  her  brother,  came  in  from  the  theatre.  Play, 
i  they  said,  Alfieri's  Filippo — well  received.  ^ 
I  **  Two  days  ago  the  King  of  Naples  passed  through 
I  Botogna  on  his  way  to  congress;    My  servant  Luigi 

i  brought  the  news.  I  had  sent  hijn  to  Bologna  for  a 
kmp.  How  wiU  it  end  ?  Time  will  shov^. 
^'Came  home  at  eleven^  or  rather  before.  If  the 
I  road  and  weather  are  conformable,  mean  to  ride  to- 
High  time—fdmOst  a  week  at  this  work — 
'p  sirocco,  one  day — frost  and  snow  the  other — sad 
for  Italy.  But  the  two  seasons,  last  mad  pre- 
sent, are  extxaordinaiy.  Read  a  Life  of  Leo^jardo 
da  Vinci  by  Rossi— ruminated— vWOCe  this  much,  and 
win  go  to  bed. 

«Janaary5tb,182I. 
.  **  Boflp  laA^-dnll  and  droopmg— the  weather  drip- 
ping and  dense.    Snow  on  the  ground,  and  sirocco 
ab^e  in  tlie  sky,  like  yesterday.    Roada  up  to  the 
i  horse's  belly,  so  that  riding  (at  least  for  pleasure)  is 
I  not  very  feasible.    Added  a  postscript  to  my  letter  to 

I  Murray.  Read  the  oonclu&ion,  for  the  fiftieth  time 
(I  have  read  all  W.  Soott'a  novels  at  least  fifty  times) 
of  the  third  series  of  *  Talea  of  my  Landlord '— gnfbd 
woffk— Scotch  Fielding,  as  well  as  great  English  poet 
I  —wonderful  man !  I  long  to  get  drunk  with  him. 
j     "  Oiflcd  versus aix  o'  the  ckick.    Forgot  that  there 


was  a  plnm-pudding  (I  have  added,  lately,  eating  to 
my  <&mily  of  v^')>  and  had  dined  before  I  knew 
it.  Drank  half  a  bottle  of  some  sort  of  spirits— pro- 
bably spifits  of  wino;  Ibr,  what  they  call  brandy^ 
nun,  &£.  &C.  here  i^  nothing  but  spirits  of  wine, 
colourea  accordingly.  Did  not  eat  two  apples,  which 
were  placed,  by  way  of  dessert.  Fed  the  two  cats, 
*  the  hawk,  awi  the  tame  (but  not  tantod)  crow^  Read 
Mitford's  History  of  Greece— Xenopbob's  Retwat  of 
the  Ten  Thousand.'  Up  to  this  present  moment 
writing,*  6  aunutes  before  eight  o'  the  clock— French 
hours,  not  ItaJlan. 

**  Hear  the  carriage-.- order  pistols  and  great  coat, 
as  usual— necessary  articles.  Weather  cokl— j;ar- 
riage  open,  and  iAhabitahts  somewhat  savage— rather 
treacherous  and  highly  iniamed  by  politics.  Fine 
fallows,  though— good  materials  for  a  nation.  Out  of 
chao0  God  made«  wd^ld,  and  out  of  high  passions 
comes  a  people.  "*     ^ 

**  Clock  strikes— going  but  to  make  love.  Somewhat 
perilous,  but  not  disagreeable..  Memorandum — a 
new  screen  put  up  to-day.  It  is  rather  antique,  but 
will  do  with  a  little  repair. 

.^  Thaw  continues— hope^  that  riding  may  bfe 
practicable  .to-morrow..  Sent  the  papers  to  AUh- 
grand  events  coming. 

^11  o'  the  clock  and  nine  minutes.  Visited  "La 
Contessa  G.  Nata  G,  G.  Found  her  beginning  my 
Wtter  of  answer  to  tlie  thanks  of  Akssio  del  Pinto  or 
Rome  for  assisting  his  brother  the  late  Commandant 
in  his  last  qyomenls,  as  I  httd  begged  her  to  pen  my 
reply  for  the  purer  Italian,  I  being  an  ultra-montaoe, 
little  skilled  in  the  set  phrase  of  Tuscany,  Bi|t  short 
the  letter— finish  it  another  day.  Talked  of  I  taly,  pa- 
triotism, Alfieri,  Hadajne  Albany,  and  other  branches 
of  learning.  Also  Sallust's  Conspiracy  of  Catiline, 
and  the  War  of  Aigurtha.  At  9  came  in  her  brcAher, 
II  Codte  Pietro— at  10,  hec  father,  Conte  Ruggiero. 

''Talked  of  various  modes  of  warfaire — of  the 
Hungarian  and  Highland  modes  6f  broad-sword  exer- 
cise, in  both  whereof  I  was  once  a  moderate  *  master 
of  f(&nce.'  Setded  that  the  R.  will^r^ak  out  on  the 
7th  or  8ih  of  March,  in  which  appointment  I  should 
trust,  had  it  not  been  settled  that  it  was  to  have 
broken  out  in  October,  1820.  But  tboae  Bolognese 
shirked  the  Romagnuoles. 

^  *  It  hfaXi  one  to  Ranger.'  One  naut  not  be  parti, 
cukur,  but  take*  rebellion  wh«n  it  lies  in  the  way. 
Came  home— read  the  *  Ten  Thousand'  again,  and 
will  go  to  bed^ 

.  "Mem.— Ord^ed  Fletcher  (at  four  o'clock  this 
afternoon)  to  copy  out  7  or  8  apophthegms  of  Bacon, 
in  which  I  have  detected  such  blunders  aa  a  school- 
boy might  detect,  rather  than  commit.  Such  are  the 
sages  1  What  must  iAiey  be,  when  such  as  I  oan 
stumble  on  their  mistakes  or miptatenients  ?  I  wilfgo 
to  bed,  for  I.find  that  I  grow  cynical. 

'JannaiTOth.lSI 
^  Mist— tbaw-fc^lop— rain.  No  stirring  out  on 
horseback.  Read  Spence's  Anecdotes.  Pope  a  fine 
f^Uow— always  thought  him  so.  Corrected  blunders 
in  nine  apophthegms  of  Bacon«^-aIl  historical— and 
read  Mitford's  Greece.  Wr«e  an  epigram.  Turned 
to  a  passage  in  Gpingues6 — ditto,  in  liord  Holland's 
Viope  de  Yaga.    Wrote  a  note  on  Don  Juan. 
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**  At  eigbc  went  out  to  yisit.  Heard  a  little  musie 
—like  music.  Talked  with  Cbunt  ^etfo  G.  of  the 
ItaRan  comedian  Vestris,  who  is  now.at  Rome — bare 
Been  him  often  act  in  Venite — a  good  actor — very 
Somewhat  of  a  mannerist ;  but  excellent  ip  broad 
oomedy,  as  well  as  in  the  sentimental  pathetic.  He 
has  made  me  frequently  laugh  and  cry,  neither  of 
which  is  now  a  Tery  easy  matter — at  least,  (or  a  pkiyer 
to  produce  in  me. 

"■  Thought  of  the  state  of  women  under  the  aocieat 
Greeks — conTOoient  enough .  Present  state,  a  remnant 
of  the  barbarism  of  the  chivalry  and  feudal  ages — 
artificial  and  unnatural.  They  ought  to  mind  home 
— and  be  well  fed  and  clothed — but  not  mixed  in 
society.  Well  educated,  too,  in  religion — but  to 
read  neither  poetry  nor  politics — nothiog  but  books 
of  piety  and  cookery.  Music-nlrawing — dancing — 
also  a  little  gardening  and  pl6ughiag  now  and  then. 
I  have  seen  them  mttiding  the  roads  in  Epirus  with 
food  success.  Why  not,  as  well  as  hay-making  and 
oulkSngr 

**  Came  home,  and  read  Mitford  again,  anj  played 
with  my  roastilT— gave  him  his  supper.  Made  another 
leading  to  the  epigram^  but  the  turn  the  same.  To- 
night at  the  theatre,  there  b^ing  a  prince  on  his 
4hrone  in  the  kst  scene  of  the  comedy  ,---lbe  audience 
laughed,  and  asksd  him  for  a  Constitution.  This 
f  hows  the  state  of  the  public  mind  here,  as  well  as 
the  assassinaiiooB.  It  won't  do.  There  must  be  flb 
universal  republic, — and  there  ought  to  be.  « 

"The  crow  is  lame  of  a  leg-^wondw  how  it 
happened — some  fool  trod  upon  his  toe,  I  suppose. 
The  falcon  pretty  brisk — the  cats  large  and  noisy — 
the  moakeys  1  have  opt  looked  to  since  the  cold 
weather,  as  they  suffer  by  being  brought  up.  Horses 
mus^  be  gay— ^et  a  ride  as  soon  as  weatlier  serves. 
Deuced  muggy  still — an  Italian  winter  is  a  sad  thing, 
but  all  the  other  seasons  are  eharming. 

**  What  is  the  r^pson  th»t  I  have  been,  all  my 
lifetime,  more  or  less  ennn^e  ?  and  that,  if  any  thing, 
I  am  rather  It^  so  now  than  I  was  at  twenty,  as  &r 
as  my  recollection  serves  ?  I  do  not  know  how  to 
answer  this,  but  presume  that  it  is  constitutional, — 
as  well  as  the  waking  in  k>w  spiriU,  which  t  have 
invariably  done  for  manf  years.  T^perance  and 
exerdse,  which  I  have  practised  at  times,  and  for  a 
long  tima  together  vigorously  and  violently,  made 
little  or  no  difference.  Violeflt  ptfssions  did  ;-^when 
und^  their  immediate  influence — it  is  odd,  but— I  was 
in  agitaM,  but  not  in  depressed  spirits.   . 

"A  dose  of  salts  has  the  effefttofa  temporary 
ftincbrialbn,  like  light  champagne,  upon  me.  But 
wine  and  spirits  make  me  sullen  and  savage  to 
ferocitj^rsilent,  however,  asd  retiring,  and  not 
quarrelsomi^  if  not  spoken  to.  Swimming  also  raises 
my  spirits,— but  in  general  they  are  low,  anti  get 
daily  tower.  That  is  Aopglesg ;  for  f  do  not  thkk  I 
am  so  much  tnmtyi  as  I  was  at  nineteen.  The 
proof  is,  that  then  I  m«st  game,  gr  drink,  or  be  in 
motion  of  some  kind,  or  I  was  miserable.  At  present, 
I  can  inopf  in  quietness ;  and  (ike  being  aloAe  better 
than  any  company — except  tha  lady's  whom.  I  serve. 
But  I  feel  a  something,  jfrMch  makes  me  think  that, 
if  I  ever  reach  near  to  old  age,  like  Swift,  '  I  shall 
die  ox  top'  first.  On|y  I  do  not  dread  idiotism  or 
madnesi  so  much  as  he  did.    On  tho  (Xntrary,  I 


qifieCer  stages  of  both  must  be  picfembla 
to  much  of  what  men  think  the  poweaston  of  ' 


•Jannsiyrth,  Ittlj 

**lltill  rain-HUMt— snow — drizzle — and  all  tfaa 
incalculable  combinations  of  a  cUmate,  where  knt 
and  ooM  struggle  for  mastery.  Read  Spence,  aad 
turned  over  Roscoe,  to  find  a  passage  I  have  noC 
found.  Read  the  4th  vol.  of  W.Seou's  second  series 
of'TalesofmyLaadtord.'  Dined,  fieadthe Lugaaa 
Gazette.  Read— I  forget  what.  At  8  went  to 
(ynversazjpn^.  Found  there  th^Connt^as  Gdf rmle, 
Betti  V.  and  her  husband,  and  others.  Pretty 
bhick-eyed  woman  that— on/y  twenty-two— ■ame  afit 
as  Teresa,  who  is  prettier,  thougli. 
.  "The  Count  Pietro  O.  took  me  aside  to  say  that 
die  Patriote  have  had  notice  from  Porii  {twenty  oiilea 
off)  that  tonight  the  gOVemmAU  and  irnparty  meam 
to  strike  a  strske— (hat  the  Cardinal  here  has  b«d 
orders  to  mak^  several  arrests  immediately,  and  tbat, 
in  consequence,  the  Liberals  are  arming,  and  hafe 
posted  patroles  in  the  streets,  to  souiMl  the  alarm  and 
give  notice  to  fight  for  it. 

»*  He  asked  me  *  wha^should  be  done?'- 1  answered 
'fight'  for  it,  rather,  than  be  Uken  in  detail;' 
offered,  if  any  V  them  are  in  immediate  appr< ' 
of  arrast,  to  receive  tbem  in  my  house  (w^idi  is 
defensible),  an<^  to  defend  them,  with  my  S€^vanlB 
and  themselve^^we  have  arms  and  aaimunidoo),  as 
long  as  we  can,— or  to  try  to  gat  tliem  away  under 
I  cloud  of  night.  On  ^ing  home,  I  offered  him  the 
]  pistoti  which  I  had  about  me— btit  he  rafuaed,  bfuft 
said  he  would  come  off  to  me  in  case  of  accideots. 

^  It  wants  half  an  hour  of  midnight,  and  rains  ; — >. 
as  Gibbet  says,  *a  fine  night  for  their  entcrpiiis 
dark  as  boll,  and  blows  like  the  devil.'  If  the  row 
don't  happen  noao,  it  must  soon.  I  thought  that 
their  system  of  shooting  people  would  soon  praduoe  a 
reaction— and  now  it  seems  coming.  I  win  do  whal 
I  can  in  the  way  of  combat,  though  a  little  out  of  esl^ 
ciss.    The  cause  is  a  good  one. 

^  Turned  over  and  over  half  a  scope  of  books  for 
the  passage  in  question,  and  can't  find  it.  Expect  to 
hear  the  drum  and  the  nmsqustry  moBMntly  (for  they 
swear  to  resist,  and  are  righg — but  I  hear  nothiog,  as 
yet^  save  the  pbufh  of  the  rain  and  the  gvists  of  the 
wind  at  intervals.  Don't  like  to  go  to  bed,  becaqse  I 
hate  to  be  waked,  and  would  rather  sit  up  for  the  row, 
if  there  is  to  be  one. 

^Mended  the  fire — ^have  got  the  arms-^and  a  book 
or  two,  which  I  shall  turn  over.  I  know  little  of 
their  numbera,  but  think  the  Carbonari  strong  enoqgh 
to  beat  the  troops,  ertn  here.  With  twenty  mea  (km 
house jiiighl  bedcfeaded  for  twedty-fow^hoursagainBt 
aay  force  to  be  brought  against  it,  now  in  tISs  plwe, 
for  the  same  foe;  and,  in  such  a  time,  the  oouatiy 
would  have  notice,  and  woald  rise, — if  ever  they  ipi0 
rise,  of  which  there  is  some  doubt  In  the  neaa 
time,  I  may  as  well  read  as  do  any  thbg^eise*  bciog 


«  Jsaoary  8th,  I»],  Monday.       ' 
"Rose,  and  found  Const  P.  G.  io^my  apartmeats. 
Sent  away  the  servant.    Tokl  me  that,  aocoidiBf  In  ! 
the  best  iuformatiqa*  the  Government  bad  not  iwied  ' 
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ardcn  for  Ihe  airetts  apprelieod«d ;  thftt  th^  attack  in 
FkMi  had  not  takairplaoe  (as  expected)  by  fhe  San- 
fiednci — the  oppooenU  of  the  Carbonari  or  Libeials-- 
anl  tbat,  as  yet,  they  are  stiH  m  apprebensioa  only. 
Asked  Bv  for  some  arBi»K>f  a  better  sort,  which  I  gare 
ban.  Settled  that,  in  case  of  a  row,  the  Liberals 
were  to  assemble  iere  (with  mtiU  and  that  he  had 
given  the  word  to  Viucenzo  G.  and  others  of  the 
CJkitfs  for  that  purpose.  He  himself  and  lather  are 
gains  (o  ^  chase  iot  the  forest;  but  V.  G^  is  to  come 
to  tfe,  and  ao  express  to  be  sent  off  to  him>  P.  G^,  if 
any  tbing  ooeun.  Concerted  operations.  They  ace 
lo  seize-^but  no  matter. 

^1  advised  them  to  attack  ta  detail,  and  in  different 
parties,  in  different  places  (though  at  the  same  time), 
95  as  to  divide  (he  attention  of  the  troops,  who,  though 
fiew,  yec  being  disciplined,  would  beat  any  body  of 
peof^  (noi  trained)  in*  a  regdar  fight— unless  dis- 
persed in  small  parties,  and  distracted  with  different 
OflEbred  to  let  them  assemble  hare,  if  they 
It  is  a  strongish  post — ^panopw  street,  com- 
from  within-^«nd  tenKble  walls.  ♦  ♦  *  ♦  * 
''Dined.  Tried  on  a  new  coat.   Letter  to  Murray, 
with  corrections  of  Bacon's  Apephthegms  and  an  epi- 
gMSi — the  Imtier  not  for  publication.   At  eight  went 
to  Teresa,  Countess  G.        *       ¥       ¥       *       * 
At  nin«  afld  a  half  came  in  D  Csnte  P.  afid  Cotmt  P.G. 
Talked  of  a  certain  proclamation  Iktely  issued.  Count 
R.  G.  had  been  with  *  *  (the  *  *),  toaound  him  about 
the  arrests.    He,  *  *,  is  a  trimmer ,.  and  deals,  at 
present,  his  cards  with  both  hands.    If  h^  don^t 
mnd,  they  '11  be  fuU.    **  pretends  (/doubt  him— 
tkey  A>Q'tr— we  shall  iee)  Uutt  there  is  no  such  order, 
andseems  staggered  by  the  immense  exertions  of  the 
^eapolitaiis,  and  tlie  fierce  spirit  of  the  Liberals  here. 
!  The  tmth  is,  that^^  cares  fbr  little  but  his  place 
I  (which  is  a  good  one),  and  wishes  to  play  pretty  with 
;  both  parties.    He  has  changed '  his  mind  thirty  times 
I  these  last  three  moons,  to  my  knowledge,  for  he  oor- 
resifltadt  with  me.    But  lie  is  not  a  bloody  fellow— 
I  01^  an  avaricious  one. 

I      **  It  seems  that,  just  at  this  moment  (as  Lydk  Lan- 
guish says)  there  will  be  no  elopement  after  all.    I 
wish  that  I  had  known  as  much  kwt  night— or,  ra- 
ther, this  morning— I  should  have  gone  to  bed  two 
,  boury  earlier.    And  yet  I  ouglit  not  to  complain ;  for, 
{  though  it '  is  a  sirocoo,  and  heavy  rain,'  I  have  not 
'.  fawned  for  these  two  days. 

*<Came  honi^— read  History  of  Greece— before 

dinner  had  read  Walter  Scott's  Rob  Roy.    Wrote 

address  to  the  letter  in  answer  to  Alessid  del  Ptnto, 

irbo  has  thanked  me  for  helping  his  brother  (the  late 

.  Commandant,  murdered  here  last  month)  in  his  hist 

:  moBients.    Have  told  hiiy  I  only  did  a  duty  of  hu- 

^  manity — as  is  true.    The  brother  lives  ak-Rome. 

I      **  Mended  the  fire  with  some  *  sgobole,'  (a  Romag- 

niK^  word)  and  gavs  the  falcon  some  water.    Drank 

some  Seltzer-waler.    Mem. — ^receivad  to-day  a  print, 

or  etching,  of  the  story  of  Ugotino,  by  an  Italian 

painter — difierent,  of  course,  from  Sir  Joshua  Rey- 

nolds's,  and  I  think  (as  far  as  recolleetion  goes)  no 

wcrse^  for  Reynolds's  is  not  good  in  history.    Tore  a 

button  in  ray  new  coat. 

**  I  wonder  what  figure  tbase  Italians  wiDmake  in  a 
ligular  row.  I  sometimes  think  tHat,  like  the  Irish- 
man's gun  (somebody  had  sold  him  AMooked  one),  they 


win  only  do  for  *  shooting  round  a  oomer;'  at  least, 
this  sort  of  shooting  has  been  the  late  tenor  of  their 
explodi.  And  yet,  there  are  materiakbin  this  people, 
and  a  noble  teergy,  if  wdl  directed.  But  who  is  to 
direct  tkemf  Jlo  teatter.  Out  of  such  times  Jieroes 
spring.  Difficulties  ard  the  hot-beds  of  high  spirits, 
and  Freedom  thettiother  of  the  fi^w  virtues  incident 
to  human  natioe. 

*  «Tae8(Uif.  January  9tb.  1821. 

**  Rose— the  day  fine.  Ordered  the  hones ;  but 
Lega  (my  secretarjf,  an  Italianism  for  steward  o^ 
chief  servant)  coming  to  tell  me  that  the  painter  had 
finished  the  work  in  fresco,  for  the  room  he  has  been 
employed  on  faMdy,  I  went  to  see  it  before  I  ^t  out« 
llie  paiMer  has  not  copied  badly  the  prints  from 
Titian,  &c  considering  aH  things.  «•»¥¥■» 
*    ♦    » 

^  Dined.  Read  Johnson*s  *Vanily  of  Human  Wishes/ 
—all  the  examples  and  mode  o^givingihem  sublime^ 
as  well  as  the  hitter  part,  with  the  exception  of  aA 
occasional  couplet  I  do  not  to  much  admire  the 
opening  I  remember  the  observation  of  Sharpe's 
(the  Convtrsatiomist,  as  he  was  called  ia  London, 
and  a  very  clever  maft),  that  the  first  line  of  this  poem 
was  superfinouft,  ami  that  Pope  (the  best  of  poets,  / 
think,)  would  have  beguft  at  once,  only  changing  the 
punctuation-^ 

'  IMnrey  msaklhd  flrom  China  to  Vem  (' 

The  former  fine, ,?  Let  lobservatfon,'  Sec.  is  certainly 
heavy  and  useless.  But  'tis  a  grand  poem— and  so 
true  /—true  as  the  \bth  of  Juvenal  himself.  The 
lapse  of  ages  changes  all  fhiogs— lime — language — 
the  earth^-lhe  bounds  of  the  se*— the  sttes  of  the 
sky,  and  eteiy  thing  'about, 'around,  and  under- 
neath* man,  except  mtm  himself^  who  has  always 
been,  and  always  wSU  be,  an  unlucky  rascal.  The 
infinite'variety  of  lives  conduct  but  to  dsiith,and  the 
infinity  of  wisltes  lead  but  to  disappointment.  All 
the  discoveries  which  have  yel  been  made  have  nlil- 
tiplied  little  but  exiiC^noe.  An  extirjmted  disease  is 
succeeded  by  some  new  pefttileu<fe ;  and  a  discovered 
world  has  brought  little  to  the  old  one,  except  the  p-^ 
first  and  freedom  afterwards— thtfi^/er  a  fine  thing, 
particuhirly  as  they  gave  it  to  Eurupe  in  exchange 
for  slavery.  BuL  it  is  doubtful  whether  *  ^e  Sove- 
reigns* would  |iot  think  the  first  the  best  present  of 
the  two  tb  their  subjects. 

^  Ai  eight  went  out^ieard  sqpie  news.  Thsgr  say 
the  king  of  Naples  has  declared,  by  couriers  from 
Florence,  to  tiie  Powers  (as  'they  call  now  those 
wret<}hes  with  erowas),  that  his  Cousiitution  was 
compulsive,  &c.  &c.  and  that'the  Austrian  baftwrians 
are  placed  again  on  war  pay,  afld  will  march.  Let 
them-^*they  come  like  sacrifices  in. their  trim,'  the 
hounds  of  hell  1  Let  it  s|ill  be  a  hope  to  see  their 
bones  piled  like  those  of  the  human  dogs  at  Morat, 
in  Switzerkmd,  which  I  have  seen. 

^  Heard  some  music.  At  nineihe  usual  visitors-- 
detN,  t9ar,  or  nimours  of  war.  Consulted  with 
P.  O.,  8ic.  &0.  llicy  mean  to  insurrect  here,  and  | 
are  to  honour  me  with  a  call  thereupon.  I  shall  not 
fall  back;  though  I  don't  think  them  in  force  or  heart 
suflkient  to  make  much  of  it.  But,  ottward  I '-it  is 
now  the  time  to  act.  And  what  signifies  seff,  if  a  liiigfe 
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I  qpark  of  that  wkich  would  be  worthy  of  tbe'past  cad 
'  be  bequeathed  uoquencbedly  to  the  future  f    It  is  not 
!  one  man,  nor  a  miHion,  bat  the  spirit  of  liberty  which 
i  mutt  be  dpvead.    The  waves  whieh  dash  upon  the 
shore  are,  one  by  one,  broken,  *bat  yet  the  ocfan 
I  conquers,  neverthelesii.    It  overwhelms  the  Armada, 
)  it  wears  the  roek,  and,  if  the  NepiutUans  are  to  be 
iieUeved,  it  has  not  only  destroyed,  but  made  a  world. 
la  like  manner*  whatever  the  sacriftce  of  individuals, 
the  great  Cause  will  gather  strength,  %we^  down 
what  is  rugged,  and  (extiae  (for  sea-weid  is  ma- 
nure) what  IS  cultivable.    And  so,  the  mere  selfish 
calculation  ought  never  to  be  made  on  such  occasions ; 
ted,  at  present,  it  shall  not  be  computed  by  me.    1 
was  never  a  good  arithmetician  of  chances,  and  shall 
not  commence  n«w. 


,  'lannanr  lOtb,  1821. 

''Day  fine— rained  only  in  the  morning.  Looked 
over  aacoonts.  Reftd  Cai^pbeirs  Poets— ^lafked  ei^ 
yon  of  Taih  (the  author)  for  correctkm.  Dined — 
wentout— music— Tyrolese  air,  with  vanattons.  Sus- 
tained the  cause  of  the  orighial  simple  air  against 
the  variations  of  the  Ualian  school.  *  *  *  * 
♦      ♦      ♦      *  • 

**  Politics  Aomewhat  tempestuous,  «nd  ck>udiet 
daily.  To-«iorrow  being  foreign  post-day,  probably 
something  more  will  be  known. 

**  Came  home— read.  Corrected  Tom  Campbell's 
slips  of  the  pen.  A  good  work,  thodgh— style  affect- 
ed—hut his  defence  of  Pope  is  gk>|iou8.  To  be  sure, 
it  is  his  own  cause  too, — but  no  matter,  it  is  ^ery 
good,  and  daes  hun  great  credit. 


**  I  have  been  tugyng  over  different  Lives  of  the 
Poets.  I  rarely  read  their  works,  unlets  an  occa; 
siooal  ffjght  over  the  classical  ones.  Pope,  Dryden, 
Johnson,  Gray,  and  those  who  approach  them 
nearest  (I  leave  the  rant  of  the  rest  to  the  cant  of  the 
day),  and — I  had  made  several  reflections^  but  I  feel 
sltepy,  and  may  as  well  go  to  bed. 

* 
•Jannory  nth,  1821. 

^  Read  the  letters.  ^Corrected  the  tragedy  and 
the  *  Hints  from  Horace.'  Dined,  and  got  into  better 
spirits.  Went  out — relumed — finished  letters,  five 
in  number.  Read  Poets,  and  an  anecdote  jn  Spence. 

,**  AlU.  writes  to  me  that  the  Pope,  au4  Duke  of 
Toscaoy,  and  King  of  Sardinia,  have  also  been 
called  to  Congress ;  but  the  Pope  will  only  deal  tliere 
by  proxy «  So  the  intorests  of  milUeas  are  in  the 
hands  of  about  twenty  coxcombs,  at  a  place  called 
Leibach! 

^  1  should  almost  regret  that  my  own  afiairs  went 
well,  when  those  of  nations  are  in  peril.  If  the 
interests  of  mankind  could  be  essentially  bettered 
(particularly  of  these  opiitessed  Italians),  I  should  not 
so  much  mind  my  qwn  *  mai  peculiar.'  Qod  grant 
us  all  better  times,  or  more  phikMopby. 

*^  Is  readidg,  I  have  just  chanced  upon  an  expres- 
sion of  'Eom  Campbell's ; — speaking  of  Collins,  6e 
says  that '  no  reader  cares  ai^  more  about  the  cAa- 
ractcristic  mamners  of  bis  Eclogues  than  aboat  the 
authenticity  of  the  tale  of  Troy.'  'Tis  false^we  do 
care  about '  tho  authenticity  of  the  tale  of  Troy.'    I 


have  stood  upon  that  plain  daify,  for  morB  than  a 
month,  in  1810;  and,  if  any  thing  diwinwhwif  wty 
pleasure,  it  was  that  the  blackguard  Bryant  had 
impugned  its  veracity.    It  is  tnie  I  read  '  Unawi' 
Travestied*  (the  first  twe  ve  books),  becaoae  Hob- 
houte  and  others  bored  me  with  their  learned  tooa- 
fities^  and  I  love  quisziDg.    But  I  still  venerated  the 
grand  orjginal  as  the  truth  &i  historgf  (in  the  materiil 
facts)  aad  o(  place.  Otherwise,  it  wouU  hare  given 
tthe  ao  delight.    Who  will  persuade  me,  wbea  I  | 
reclined  w>oa  a  mighty  tomb,  that  it  did  sot  ooMCafe 
a  hero? — its  very  magnitude  proved  this.    Hen  de 
not  labour  over  the  ignoble  and  pet^  dead — and  why 
shouMnOtthecfeo^fbeHMfter'sdead?    The 
of  Tom  Campbell's  defence  of  inacturacff  in 
and  description  is«  that  his  Gertrude,  &c.  has  do 
locdity'in  bommon  with  Pennsiylvania  than   with  j 
Penmanmaur.    It  is  notoriously  full  of  groasly  falsn  { 
sceneiy,  as  all  Americans  dechure,    though    they  • 
praise  parts  of  the  poem.    It  is  thus  that  aetf-lorc 
for  ever  creepvout,  like  a  snake,  to  sting  any  tWag 
which  happens,  even  acddaotally,  to  stumble  iipoa 
it. 

«  JsnottT  Uth.  Vm. 

^  The'  weather  still  so  humid  and  impracticable, 
that  London,  ie  its  most  oppcessive  fogs,  wef«  a 
summer-bower  to  this  mist  and  sirocco,  which  has 
now  lasted  (but  with  oqc  day's  interval),  ebequercd 
vrith  snow  or  heavy  rain  only,  since  theSOtb  of  De- 
cember, 1820.  It  is  so  far  hicky  that  I  have  a  literary 
turn ; — but  it  is  ve/y  tiresome  not  to  be  able  to  atr 
out^  in  comfort,  on  any  hone  bat  Pegasus,  for  wo 
.  many  days.  The  roads  are  even  worse  than  the 
weather,  by  the  kmg  splashing,  and  the  heavy  aoi, 
and  the  growth  of  thi^ waters. 

"*  Read  the  Poets— En^h,  that  is  to  say— out  of 
CompbeB's  editkm.  There  is  a  good  deal  of  ta§e<a 
in  some  of  Tom's  prefatory  phrases,  but  hit  work  im 
good  as  a  whole.  I  like  him  best,  though,  ia  his 
ownpOetry. 

^  Murray  writes  that  they  want  to  act  the  Tragedy 
of  Marino  Paliero ; — more  fools  they;  It  was  written 
for  the  closet;  I  have  protested  against  this  piece  of 
usurpation  (which,  it  seems,  is  legal  for  aiaBagerB 
over  any  printed  work,  against  the  author's  vnll), 
and  I  hope  they  will  not  attempt  it.  Why  doolt  th^ 
bring  out  some  of  the  numberiess  aspirants  for  thea- 
trical celebrity*  now  encumbering  their  ahetrcs, 
instead  of  lugging  me-  out  of  the  libiary  ?  I  -tiave 
written  a  fierce  protest  a^inst  any  snifr  attempt, 
but  I  still  would  hope  that  it  wffl  npt  be 
and  that  they  will  see,  at  once,  that  it  is  not  inl 
for  the  stage.  It  is  too  regular — the  time, 
four  hours — the  change  of  place  not  frequent— -oodfiag 
fite/odramMic — no  surprises*  no  starts,  nor  trap*doofB, 
nor  opportuaities  *  for  tossing  their  heads  and  lucking 
their  heels'— and  no  Icve — the  ^rand  ingiedieataf  a 
modem  play.  • 

**  I  have  found  out  the  seal  cut 'on  Murray 'a  Ittler. 
It  is  meant  for  Walter  Scott— or  Sir  Walter--^  is 
the  first  poet  knighted  since  Sir  Richard  Bfedoasre. 
But  it  does  not  do  hin^  justice.  Scott's — particalari{y 
when  he  recites — is  a  very  jntriligwitcountenann?, 
and  this  seal  says  nothing. 

**  ScoU  is  eertamly  the  moat  woadeifel  writer  of  the 
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(by.  Hk  Dordi  mre  a  mem  Uteratare  m  tbemselTet, 
ud  k»  poetiy  as  good  aa  any — if  not  belter  (only  on 
a  mooeoot  iystcm)— ^and  only  ccnKd  to  be  m>  po- 
pilar,  beeame  the  ?  ulgar  leaned  were  tired  of  hear- 
■g^Aikladei  c^Hed  the  JusC,'  and  Scott  the  JKst, 
aadoitrMned  him. 

'^tlike  him,  too, for  his  manliness  of  diaraeter,  for 
Ae  extrone  pleasantneM  of  his  conyerNtion,  and  his 
SoodnatuUft  towards  myseU^  personally.  May  he  pros, 
per!— lorhedeserresit.  1  knowno  reading  to  which 
llbfl  with  such  alacrity  as  a  work  of  W.  Sdott's.  I 
■bail  g;ive  the  seal,  with  his  bust  on  it,  to  Madame  la 
OoBiose  G.  this  evening,  who  wiU  be  curious  to  have 
tleeigiesof  anan  so  celebrafed. 

*'Uow  itrange  are  our  thoughts,  &c.  &c,  8cc.  * 

"Midnight 
''Resil  the  Italian  translation  by  Guido  Sorelli  of 
theGennan  GriUparzer— a  devil  of  a  name,  to  be 
rarei  for  posterity ;  but  they  must  learn  to  pronounce 
ii.  With  aD  the  allowance  for  a  irantlation^  and, 
ibove  an,  an //a/ium  translation  (they  are  the  vei^ 
vontof.translatora,  except  from  the  Classics — An- 
nihile  Caro,  for  instance—and  there  ^  the  bastardy  of 
;  thdr  hoguage  helps  them,  as,  by  way  of  hdking  le- 
\  piimate,  they  ape  thdr  fethers'  tongue)— bat  with 
,  €f eiy  allowance  for  such  a  disadvantage,  the  tragedy 
I  of  Sappho  is  superb  and  sublime !  There  ianode> 
,  BTiBg  it.  The  man  has  done  a  great  thing  in  writing 
,  that  play.  And  who  it  he?  I  know  him  not;  but 
09^  ipt//.     Tis  a  high  intellect. 

"I  most  premise;  however,  that  I  have  read  no- 
^  of  Adolph  MiiUner's  (the  author  of  *Guilt'),  and 
noch  leas  of  Goethe,  and  Schiller,  and  Wieland  than 
1  cmU  with.  I  only  know  them  through  the  medium 
of  Bo^iish,  FVench,  and  ItiQian'translations.  Of  the 
rW  language  I  know  absolutely  nAthing,^xcept 
^*^  leanA  from  postilions  and  officers  in  a  squabble, 
leu  twear  in  Gecman  potently,  i^en  I  like—*  Sa- 
*»»aft— Verfljichter— Hundsfoit'— and  so  forth; 
tet  I  bars  little' of  their  less  energetic  conversation. 

"1  like,  however,  their  women  (I  was  on«e  so 
^^fptroUlpm  love  with  a. German  vfoman,  Con- 
I  "*K«K  and  aU  that  I  have  read,  translated,  of  (heir 
'  !^^9*>«»1  an  that  I  ^have  seen  on  the  Rhine  of 
!  ^  eonntry  and  people — aD,  except  the  Austrians, 
I  ^^  I  abhor,  k)athe,  add— I  cannot  find  words  for 
iy  kite  of  ihemj  and  sboukl  be  aorry  «>  find  deeds 
^"^■pO'Klent  ID  my  hate;ter  I  abhor  cruelty  more 
1^  I  abbot  the  Austrians— except  on  an  impulse, 
■•«  M I  am  savage— but  not  deliberately  so. 

O^Qlparaer  is  ^rand — antique — not  so  simple  as 
Joe  aadsntt,  but  very  simple  for  a  modem — loo  M»- 
*^^  StaePMil,  now  and  then— but  altogether  a 
P«««l  goodly  writer. 

w 
«  JaaMiy  13th.  laV.  Saturday. 
1 1.,^,^'^^^  ^  outline  and  Drams.  Pers.  of  an  ip- 
I  ^''^^  '"NSe^  of  Sardanapalus,  which  I  .have  for 
I  «*wtiine  meditated.  *  Took  the  names  from  Diodo- 
I  ^  Sicuhit(I  know  the  history  of  Sardanapalus,  and 
;  "*»e  known  it  tifice  I  was  twelv*  years  old),  and  read 
I  ^^  a  passage  in  the  ninth  vol.  octavo  of  Mitford  g 


K.-?^  Wlowa  a  loi«  puisge.  alreadf  extflrted,  rela- 
we  toliu  evly  f  And.  Edward  Noel  Lom. 


Greece,  where  he  lather  vindicaterthe  memoiy  oC 
this  laft  of  the  Assyrians. 

^  Dined— news  oome^the  Powers  mean  to  war 
with  the  peoples.'  The  intelUgenee  seeihs  positive- 
let  it  be  so— they  %iU  be  beaten  m  the  end.  The 
king-times  aie  fast  finishmg.  There  will  be  bk)od 
shed  like  water,  and  teai%  like  mist ;  but  the  peoples 
will  coiAiuer  in  th«  end.  I  shall  not  live  to  see  it, 
but  I  foresee  it.  , 

^  I  curied  Teresa  the  JtaKan  transbtion  or  GriO- 
parzer'sBappho,  which  .she  promises  to  read.  She 
quarrelled  with  me,  because  I  said  that  lovie  was  not 
the  loftiest  theme  for  true  tragedy ;  and,  having  the 
advantage  of  her  native  language,  and  natural  female 
ekMpience,  she  overcame  my'  fewer  arguments.  I 
believe  she  was  righL  I  must^ut  more  k>ve  into  *Sar- 
danapahis*  than  J  intended.  I  spea^  of  course,  if 
the  times  vrifl  allow  me  leisure.  That  tf  will  hardly 
be  1i  peacemaker* 

•  ' 

«  January  14A,18BL 

*<  Tuned  over  Seneca's  tragMies.  Wrote  the 
opening  lines  of^he  intended  tragedy  of  Sardanapalus. 
Rode  out  some  miles  into  4he  .forest.  Misty  ancf 
rainy.  Returned — dined— wrote  some  more  of  my 
•agedy. 

^  ReadDiodoms  8icuh]»— turned  over  Seneca,  and 
some  other  books.  Wrote  some  more  ol  the  tragedy . 
^Qpk  a  glass  of  grOg.  After  having  ridden  hard  in 
rainy  weather,  ind  scribbled,  and  scribbled  again, 
the  spirits  (at  least  mine)  need  a  Mtle  exhilaration, 
and  I  don't  like  laudanum -now  as  I  used  to  do.  So 
I  have  mked  a  ghws  of  strong  wateft  and  single 
waters,  which  I  shall  now  proceed  to  empty.  Tlttre- 
fbre  aM  thereunto  I  conclude  this  day's  diaiy. 

^The  effect  of  all  wines  and  spirits  upon  me 
is,  howevei,  strdnge.  Jt  settles^  but  it  makes  me 
gloomy— gkKNny  at  tbfc  very  moibent  of  their  effect, 
'and  not  gay  hardly  ever.  But  it  composes  for  a 
time,  though  sullenly^ 

•   • 

%  'January  15th,  isn. 

^  Weather  fine.  Received  visit.  Rode  out  into 
the  forest— fired  pistols.  Returned  home — dined— 
dipped  into  A  volume  if  Mitford's  Greece — wrote 
part  of  a  scene  of  *  Sardanapalus.*,  Went  oat — 
heard  some  music— heard  some  politics.  More  mi- 
nisters from  the  other  Italian'  powers  gone  to  Con- 
gress. VhiX  teems  eertain — in  that  case,  it  will  be  a 
savage  one.  Talked  over  various  important  matters 
with  one  of  the  initiated.  At  ten  aM  half  returned 
home. 

**  I  have  just  t^ug^  of  simiething  odd.  In  the 
year  1814,  Moore  (*  the  poet/  par  etecellence^  c&d  he 
deserves  it)  and  I  wei«  going  together,  in  the  same 
carriage  to  dine  with  Earl  Grey,  the  Capo  Politico  of 
the  remaining  whigs.  Murr^,  the  magoificent  (the 
illustrious  publisher  of  that  name),  had  just  sent  me 
a  Java  gazette — I  know  not  why,  or  wherefore. 
Pulling  it  out,  by  way  of  curiosity,  we  found  it  to 
contain  a  dispute  (the  said  Java  gazette)  on  Moore's 
merits  and  minei  I  think,  if  I  had  Been  thcrs,  that  I 
could  have  saved  them' the  trouble  of  disputing  on 
the  subject.  But,  there  is  fame  for  you  at  six  and 
twenty  i  Alexander  had  conquered  India  at  the  same 
age;  but  I  doubt  if  h^  was  disputed  about,  or  his 
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eonqueiU  comilired  with  those  of  Indian  Baoohw,  at 
Java. 

''It  was  great  fame  to  t>e  named  with  Moore; 
greater  to  b^compared  with  him ;  grHies\—pieaMure, 
at  least — to  be  wiih  bim ;  and  sorely,  an  odd  coiod- 
denc«,  that  we  should  be  dining  together  whfle  they 
were  quarrellliig  about  u8  beyond  the  equinoctial 

^  Well,  the  same  evening,  I  met  Lawrence,  the 
pamter,  and  heard  one  of  Lord  Grey's  dau^ht^rs  (a 
fine,  tall,  spirit-looking  girl,  with  muc^  of  tHe  patri- 
cian,  (horough-brediook  of  her  father,  which  1  dote 
upon}  play  on  the  harp,  so  modestly  and  ingenuously, 
fliat  she  looked  music.  Well,  I  would  rather  have 
had  my  talk  with  I^wrence  (who  talked  delightfully) 
and  heard  the  girl,  than  have  Jiad  alT  the  fame'  of 
Moore  and  me  imt  together. 

^  The  only  pleaffure  of  fame  is  that  it  paves  the 
way  to  pleasui^ ;  and  the  more  intellectual  our  p4ea- 
sure>  the  1>ei(er  for  the  pleasure  and  4br  us  too.  It 
wA  however,  agreeable  to  have  heard  our  fame  be- 
fore dinner,  and  a  ghi's  harp  after. 

•Jsaoaiyietb.ltel. 
"  Read— rode— fired   pistols— returned— dined— > 
vrrote — vinted — heard  music — talked  lynsense — and 
vrent  hpme. 

***  V^te  part  o>a  Tragedy — advance  in  Act  1st 
vrith '  all  delibeAte  speed.'  Bought  a  blanket.  The^ 
weather  is  still  moggy  as  a  London  Bfay — mist,  miz- 
^e,  tlie  air  replet*  with  Scotticlans,  which,  though 
fine  ih  the  descriptions  of  Ossian^  are  somewhat  tire- 
some in  real,  prosfdc  perspective,  rolitict  still  mys- 
teribus. 

«JanQarymh,1821. 
^  Rode  i'ihe  forest — fired  pistols-:^ined.    Arrived 
a  packet  of  books  from  England  and  Lombardy — 
English,  Itaian,  French,  and  Latin.    Read  tiH  eight 
— ^went  out. 

'    '  «Jannsryl8th.I89L 

^  To-day,  the  poet  arriving  kte,  dicTnot  ride.    Read* 
letters— on|y  two  gazettes,  instead  of  twelve  now  due. 
MhAe  Lega  write  to  thai  negligent  Galignani,  and 
Added  a  postsgript.    Dtned.' 

**  Aa  eight  pipposed  to  go  out  Lega  came  in  with 
a  letter  about  'a  bill  unptud  at  Vedke,  which  I 
thought  paid  iliooths  ajsp,  f  flew  into  a  paroxysm  of 
rage,  which  almost  made  me  faint.  I  hafte  not  been 
well  ever  since.  I  deserve  it'for  being  such  a  fool- 
but  it  wiu  provokiog-;-a  set  of  scoundr^ !  It  is^ 
however,  but  fivp  and  twenty  pounds.  ^ 

«JamiST7l0th,18SI. 

^  Rod«,  Winter's  wind  sSknewhaC  more  unkind 
than  bgratitude  itself,  though  Sbakspeare  says  other- 
wise. At  l^tfit,  I  am  so  n^ich  more  accustomed  to 
meet  with  ingratitude  than  the  north  win^,  that  I 
thought  the  latter  the  sharper  of  the  two.  t  had  met 
with  both  in  the  course  of  the  twenty-four  hours,  so 
could  judge. 

**  lliQUght  of  a  plan  of  education  |br  my  daughter 
AUegra,  vTho  ought  to  begiif  soon  with  her  studies. 
Wrote  a  letteft^  afterwards  a  postscript.  Rather  in 
low  spirits — certainly  hippish— liver  touched— wUl 
talie  a  dose  of  salts. 


'*I  have  been  reading  the  XJie,  by 
daughter,  of  Mr  R.  L.  Edgeworth,  the  &ther  of  tkm 
Miss  Edgevrorth.  It  is  Altogether  a  ^«at  aaaw.  Is 
1813, 1  recollect  to  have  met  them  in  the  fashioBalito 
world  oHiOndon  (of  which  I  then  formed  an  item,  a 
fraotion,  the  segment  of  a  circle,  the  imit  of  a  nuBaoo, 
the  nothing  of  somethbg),  in  the  aesembliep  of  the 
hour,  and  at  a  breakfast  of  Sir  Hunphiy  and  Lady 
Davy's,  to  which  I  was  intited  toi  the  nonoe.  I  bad 
been  the  lion  of  1813 ;  Miss  Edgeworth  and  MMlaiae 
de$tael,with  'the  Cossa^^lf,'  towards  the  end  of  1BI3, 
were  the  exhibitions  of  the  succeeding  yearv 

''I  thought  Edgeworih  a  fine  old  fellow,  ef  a  t^- 
reiy,  elderly,  red  complexbn,  but  active,'  brisk,  and 
endless.*  He  was  seVeaty,  bat  did  not  k>ok  fifty — qo, 
nor  forty-eight  even.  I  had  seen  poor  Fitzpatrick  doc 
very  long  before — a  man  of  pleasure,  wit,  etoqaence^ 
all  things.  He  tottered — but  still  talked  like  a  gentle- 
man, though  feeSly.  Edgeworth  bounced  about,  and 
talked  loud  and  long;  hut  he  seemed  neither  weakly 
nor  decrepit,  and  hardly  ohl. 

^He  began  by  telling '  that  he  had  given  Dr  Faira 
dresfdng,  who  had  taken  him  for  an  Irish  brng- 
trotter,'  &c  1^  'Now  I,  who  know  Dr  Parr,  and 
who  know  (not  by  experience— for  I  never  shaald 
have  presumed  s<»  far  as  to  oontefid  with  him — but 
by  hearing  him  witS  others,  and  o/otbers^  that  it  is 
not  so  easy  a  matter  to '  dress  him,'  thought  MrfM^e- 
worth  an  asserttf  of  what  jras  not  true  He  cooid 
not  have  stood  before  Parr  an  Instant.  For  the  re^ 
he  seemed  iotelligent,  vehement,  vivadons,  and  fnO  af 
life.    He  bids  fair  for  a  buntfred  years. 

^He  was  not  much  admired  in  London,  and  I  re- 
member a  'ryghte  merrie'  and  conceilisd  jest  which 
was  rife  among  the  g&Uants  of  the  day, — viz.  a  paper 
had  been  presented  /or  thf  recdll  qfMrtHidJmis  to 
the  stage  (she  having  lately  ti&ea  leave,  |o  the  lose 
of  ages,-r-for  aothing  ever  was,  or  can  be.  Eke 
her),  to  which  all  men  hstdt>een  called  to  spbacribe. 
Whereupon,  Thomas  Moore,  of  fcoC^e  and  fttetiad 
memory,  did  propose  that  a  similar  paper  shdukl  be 
suAsqpbed  and  cfrctcmscribed  'for  the  recall  ol  j 
Mr  E<%eworth  to  IrebuuL '  *  I 

"  The  fact  was— eveqr  body  oared  wott  abovt  **r. 
She  Vas  a  nice  little  unassuming  *  Jeanie  Denaa*- 
boking  bodie,'  as  we  Scotch  ny — and,  if  not  hand- 
some, certainly  not  ill-lookmg.  Her  cooversatiba  wma 
as  quiet  as  hetself.  Obe  would  never  have  gneeaed 
she  could  w4le  ker  name ;  wliereas  her  bther  talked, 
not  as  if  he  couhi  write  nothiiig  else,  botes  if  nothJBg 
else  vras  worth  writing.  ^ 

**  As  for  Mrs  Edgeworth,  I  forget— excepi  that  I 
think  she  was  the  youngest  of  the  party.  Altogetbcr, 
they  wete  an  excellent  c^ge  of  the  kind  i^nd  sacQui^d 
for  two  months,  till  the  landbg  of  Madame  de  ^»a. 

**  To  turn  from  them  to-their  works,  I  admire  them; 
but  they  excite  no  feefing',  and  they  leave  no  Wfji 
except  for  some  Irish  steward  or  postilbo.    Hotfcm, 
the  impresrion  of  bteWect  and  pwMJence  is  piftfiiil     ; 
and  may  be  useftiL  ,  ■ 

^Rode^rflred'pislgls.    Read  from  Grimm's  Cbr-  j 


•lathis,  iraQier  think  be  was , , 

meritthere  tmj  be  in  tte  jest,  I  havsnot,  mm  hrmlcam  \ 
reooOeot,  the  sliijtest  dum  to  it 
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Dined— went  out— beard 
tmcd— wrote  a  let^  to  the  Lord  Cliamberlain  to 
lequcit  hiiii  to  prerent  the  theatres  from  represeatiog 
tkeDoge^  which  the  Italian  papen  tay  that  thejr  are 
|obg  to  act*  This  is  pretty  work— what!  without 
ttioDg  my  consent,  and  even  in  opposition  to  it  1 

•Jaiuary  21st,  1821. 
"Floe,  dear  frosty  day— that  is  to  say,  an  Italian 
froit,  ibr  their  winters  hardly  get  betyond  snow ;  for 
whieh  reason  nobody  kno^  how  to  skate  (or  skait) — a 
Datefa  and  English  accomplishment.  Bfode  out,  as 
osusl,  and  fired  pistols.  Good  shooting — broke  four 
cooBOD,  and  rather  small,  bottles,  in  four  shots,  at 
fevteen  paces,  with  a  common  pa^-  of  pistols  and 
indifierent  powder.  Ahnost  as  good  wqfhring  or 
•booting— considering  the  difference  of  powder  and 
piitob-^  when,  in  1809, 1810,  1811,  1812,  1813, 
194,  it  was  my  luck  to  split  walking-sticks,  wafen, 
balf-crowns,  shillings,  and  even  the  eye  of  a  walking- 
itick,  at  twelve  paces,  with  a  single  boUetr-and  all  by 
qfindcakuhition;  for  my  hand  is  not  steady  ,,andapt 
j  (0  change  with  the  very  weather.  To  the  prowess 
I  wbich  I  here  note,  Joe  Manton  and  others  can  bear 
loliBony;— for  the  former  taught,  and  the  hitter  has 
Men  Bie  do,  these  feats. 

I  ^  Dined— Tisited^Kaune  home— read.  Aemarked 
m.  sn  anecdote  in  Grimm's  Correspondence,  which 
B79  that '  Regnard  et  la  plApart  des  poeles  comiques 
^aient  geas  bilieux  et  m^lancoliques ;  et  que  M.  de 
Voltsire,  qui  est  tr^  gal,  n'a  jamais  fkit  que  des  tra- 
8^<liei  .et  que  hi  comddie  gaie  est  le  seul  genre  o&  il 
I  n'lh  point  reussi.  Cest  que  celui  qui  rit  et  celui  qui 
:  liit  lire  sont  deux  hommes  fort  diff<§rens.'— Vol.  VI. 
!  **  .\t  this  moment  I  feel  as  bilious  as  the  best  comic 
I  ^'ter  of  them  all  (even  as  Regnard  himself,  the  next 
!  to  Moii^re,  who  has  written  some  of  the  best  comedies 
in  aoj  language,  and  who  is  supposed  to  haTe  com- 
,  Bitted  snicide),  and  am  not  in  spirits  to  continue  my 
pioposed  tragedy  of  Sardanapalus,  which  I  haTO,  for 
Moedajs,  ceased  to  compose. 

"To-morrow  is  my  biithday — that  is  to  say,  at 
twdre  0'  the  ck>ck,  midnight,  i.  e.  m  twelve  nlinutes, 
I  ihall  have  completed  thirty  and  three  years  of 
asell  l~«id  I  go  to  my  bed  with  a  heaTinestf  of  heart 
at  haviDg  lived  so  bng,  and  to  so  little  purpose. 

^  It  is  three  minutes  past  twehre. — * '  Tis  the  middle 
«f  night  by  the  castle  cloc^'  and  I  am  now  thirty- 
thieel 


I 


'  Bksu,  ftigscet,  Posthome,  Pofthonis, 
Lsbunturanni;— ' 

^  f  don't  regret  them  so  much  for  what  1  have  done, 
•iibc  what  I  might  have  done. 

"  Through  lift's  road,  so  dim  and  dirty« 
I  have  dragff'd  to  thrse-and-tliirty. 
What  have  tliese  years  left  to  me  7 
NoChiag-«zcept  thirty-three. 


y99d,18SI. 


1821. 

Here  lies 

Interred  in  the  Eternity 

of  the  Past 

from  whence  there  is  no 

Resurrection 

fbr  the  Days— whatever  there  may  be 

for  the  Dost— 

the  Thirty-Third  Year 

ofanOl-spentLi/e, 

Wliich,  after 

a  lingering  disease  of  many  months 

sunk  into  a  lethai^y* 

and  expired* 

January  2M.  1831,  ▲.]>. 

Leaving  a  socceasor 

Inconsolable 

for  the  very  loss  which 

occasioned  its 


«<*  January  23d.  lasi. 
^Flne  days.  Read— rode— fired  pistols,  and  re* 
turned.  Dined— read.  Went  .out  at  eighV— nmde 
the  usual  yisit.  Heard  of  nothing  but  war, — '  the  cry 
is  still.  They  ctne.'  The  Car',  seem  to  hate  no  plan 
—nothing  fixed  among  themselves,  how,  when,  or 
what  to  do.  In  that  case,  they  will  make  notkiug  of 
this  project,  so  often  postponed*  a&d  never  put  m 


**Came  home,  and  gare  some  necessary  orders^  in 
case  of  circumstances  requiring  a  change  of  place.  I 
shall  act  according  to  what  may  seem  proper,  when 
I  hear  decidedly  what  the  Barbarians  mean  to  do. 
At  present,  they  are  building  a  bridge  of  boats  ovct 
the  Po,  which  looks  very  warlike.  A  few  days  will 
prabably  show.  I  think  of  retiring  towards  Ancona, 
nearer  the  northern  frontier ;  that  is  to  say,  if  Te- 
resa and  her  hither  are  obliged  to  retire,  which  is 
most  likely,  as  all  the  family  are  Liberals.  If  not,  I 
shall  stay.  But  my  marements  will  depend  upon  the 
lady's  wishes,— for  myself,  it  is  much  the  same. 

^I  am  «mewhat  puzzled  what  to  do  irith  my 
little  daughter,  and  iny  effects,  which  are  of  some 
quantity  and  value, — and  neither  t)f  them  do  in  the 
seat  of  war,  where  I  think  of  gtiiog.  But  there  is  an  i 
elderly  lady  who  will  take  charge  other,  and  T.  says 
that  the  Marchese  C.  wiH  undertake  to  hold  the 
chattels  in  safe  keeping.  Half  the  city  ane  getting 
their  affiiirs  in  marching  trim.  A  pretty  Carnival ! 
The  bhickguards  might  as  well  have  waited  till  Lent. 

«*  January  Mtli.iatl. 
^  Iletumed— met  some  masques  in  the  Corso — 
*  Vive  la  bagatelle !' — the  Germans  are  on  the  Po, 
the  Barbarians  at  the  gate,  and  their  masters  in 
council  at  Leybach  (or  whatever  the  eructation  of 
the  sound  may  sylUble  mto  a  human  pronunciation), 
and  lo!  they  dance  and  sing,  and  make  merry, '  for 
to-morrow  they  may  die.'  Who  can  say  that  the 
Arlequitts  are  not  right  ?  Like  the  Lady  Baussi^, 
and  my  okl  friend  Burton— I '  rode  on.* 
47 
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«I>uied— (damn  this  pen  1)— beef  tough— there  is 
no  beef  in  Italy  worth  a  cone ;  unless  a  man  could 
eat  an  old  ox  with  the  hide  on,  singed  in  the  sun. 

^Tbe  principal  persons  in  the  evente  which  may 
occur  in  a  few  days  are  gone  out  on  a  Mhooting- 
party.  If  it  were  like  a  *  highland  hunting  /  a  pre- 
text of  the  chase  for  a  grand  reunion  of  counseUors 
and  chiefs,  it  would  be  all  Yery  well.  But  it  is  no- 
thug  more  or  less  than  a  real  snivelling,  popping, 
smaiUhot,  water-hen  waste  of  powder,  ammunition; 
and  shot,  for  their  own  special  amusement : — a  rare 
set  of  fellows  for  '  a  man  to  risk  his  neck  with,'  as 
*  Marishal  Wells*  says  in  the  Black  Dwarf. 

^  If  they  gather,—*  whilk  is  to  be  doubted'— they 
win  bot  muster  a  thousand  men.  The  reason  of  this 
is,  that  the  populace  are  not  interested,— only  the 
higher  and  middle  orders.  I  wish  that  the  peasantry 
werB :  they  are  a  fine  savage  race  of  two  legged  leo- 
pards. But  the  Bolognese  won't— the  Romagnuoles 
can't  witfaiut  them.  Or,  if  they  try— what  then? 
They  will  try,  and  man  can  do  no  more— and,  if  he 
unnid  but  try  his  utmost,  much  might  be  done.  The 
Dutch,  for  instance,  against  the  Spaniards— Mefi, 
the  tyranu of  Europe— since,  the  slaves— and,  lately, 
the  fil^edmen. 

^The  year  1820  vUls  not  a  fortunate  one  for  the 
individual  me,  whatever  it  may  be  for  the  nations.  I 
lost  a  lawsuit,  after  two  decisions  in  my  favour.  The 
pToject  of  lending  money  on  an  Irish  mortgage  was 
fiualiy  rejected  by  my  wife's  trustee  after  a  year's 
hope  and  trouble.  Tlie  Rochdale  lawsuit  had  en- 
I  dnred  fifteen  years,  and  always  prospered  till  I  mar^ 
ried ;  since  which,  every  thing  has  gone  vrrong— with 
me,  at  least. 

^  In  the  same  year,  1820,  the  Countess  T.  G.  nata 
O*.  G>.,  in  despite  of  all  I  said  and  did  to  prevent  it, 
tooai/df  separate  from  her  husband,  II  Cavalier  Com- 
mendatore  Qi.,  &g.  &c.  &c.,  and  all  on  account  of 
*  P.  P.  clerk  of  this  parish.'  The  other  little  petty 
vexations  of  the  year— overturns  in  carriages  ithe 
murder  of  people  before  one's  door,  and  dying  in 
one's  beds— the  cramp  in  swimming— colk»— indi- 
gestions and  bilious  attacks,  &c.  Sec  &c— 

'  Many  fmall  articles  mskA  ap  s  sum. 
And  bey  ho  for  Caleb  Qaotem,  ob !' 

"  UttOBTj  S5th,  1821. 

"  Received  a  letter  from  Lord  S.  O.  state  secretary 
of  the  Seven  Isbmds— a  fine  felfow— clever— dished 
in  England  five  years  ago,  and  caihe  abroad  to  re- 
trench and  to  renew.  He  vrrote  from  Ancona,  in 
his  way  bock  to  Corfu,  on  some  matters  of  our  own. 
He  is  son  of  the  hUe  Duke  of  L.  by  a  second  mar* 
riage.  He  wants  me  to  go  to  Corfu.  Why  not?— 
perhaps  I  may.  next  spring. 

**  Answered  Murray's  letter— read— founged.— 
Scrawled  this  additional  page  of  Ufe's  tog-book.  One 
day  more  is  over  of  it,  and  of  me;— but  *  which  is 
best,  life  or  death,  the  gods  only  know,'  as  Socrates 
said  to  his  judges,  on  the  breaking  up  of  the  tribunal. 
Two  thousand  years  since  that  sage's  dedanitaoa  of 
ignorance  have  not  enlightened  us  more,  upon  this 
important  point;  for,  according  to  the  Christian  dis- 
pensation, no  one  can  know  whether  he  is  sure  of 
salvation-  even  the  most  righteous— since  a  single 


slip  of  faith  may  throw  him  on  his  back,  like  a 
skaiter,  while  gliding  smoothly  to  his  paradise.  Now, 
therefore,  whatever  the  certainty  of  faith  in  the  fads 
may  be,  the  certainty  of  the  individual  as  to  his  hap- 
piness or  misery  is  no  greater  than  it  was  umkr 
Jupiter. 

"  It  has  been  said  that  the  immortality  of  die  sool 
is  a  'grand  peut-6tre'— but  still  it  is  a  gnmdoae. 
Eveiy  body  clings  to  it— the  stupidest,  and  dullest, 
and  wickedest  of  human  bipeds  is  still  persuaded  tfast 
he  is  immortal. 

*'Janaary»tti.l8R. 
**  Fine  day — a  few  mares'  tails  portending  chaqge, 
but  the  sky  clear,  upon  the  whole.     Rode— fired 
pistols— good  shooting.    Coming  back,  met  an  old 
man.    Charity — purchased  a  shilling's  worth  of  ssI* 
vaiion.    If  that  was  to  be  bought,  I  have  given  more  | 
to  my  fellow-creatures  in  thii  life— sometimes  for 
vice,  but,  if  not  more  qften,  at  least  more  eonndtr-  ' 
abljft  for  virtue— than  I  now  possess.    I  never  in  ny 
life  gave  a  mistress  so  much  as  I  have  sometiar*  i 
given  a  poor  man  in  honest  dtslrcss ;— but,  no  mstter.  • 
The  scoundrels  who  have  all  along  persecuted  ne  ' 
(with  the  help  of  *  *  who  has  crowned  their  efivn) 
will  triumph;— and,  when  justice  is  done  ta  fBft,'t 
will  be  when  this  hand  that  writes  is  as  coU  as  the 
hearts  which  have  stung  me 

'^  Returning,  on  the  bridge  near  the  mill,  owt  so  ■ 
old  woman.    1  asked  her  age— ahe  said,  *  7W  croei.'  I 
I  asked  n^y  groom  (though  myself  a  decent  Itsbu)  | 
wliat  the  devil  her  three  crosses  meant.    He  wuA^ 
ninety  years,  and  that  she  had  five  years  more  to 
bootl!    I  repeated  the  same  three  times,  not  to  iM- ; 
take— ninety-five  years ! !  i-^md  she  was  yet  rstiwr  j 
wsiiie— heard  my  question,  for  she  answered  it— 
eetw  me,  for  she  sidvanced  towards  me ;  and  did  sot  ^ 
appear  at  all  decrepit,  though  certainly  touched  wiik  < 
years.    Told  her  to  oome  to-morrow,  and  will  en- 
mine  her  myself.  I  tove  phenomena.   Ifsheitniaeff' 
five  years  cid,  she  must  recollect  the  Gardintl  Albe* 
roni,  who  was  legate  here. 

^On  dismounting,  found  Lieutenant  E.  joit  a^ 
rived  from  Paenza.  Invited  him  to  dine  with  we  to- 
morrow.  Did  not  invite  him  for  to-day,  becsme 
there  was  a  small  turhot  (Friday,  fast  regulsily  ssd 
religiously)  which  I  wanted  to  eat  all  myself.  Ate  it 
**Went  out— found  T.  as  usual— musie.  tW 
gentlemen,  who  make  revolutions  and  are  gone  cb  s 
shooting,  are  not  yet  returned.  They  don't  retnn 
till  Sunday— that  is  to  say,  they  have  been  ont  fff 
five~days,  bdflfooning;  while  the  mterests  of  a  wbole 
oountry  are  at  stake,  and  even  they  thessMlves  coa- 
promised.  j 

^It  is  a  difficult  part  to  pky  amongst  sodi  asetof ' 
assassins  and  btockheada— but,  when  the  scna  n 
skimmed  ofT,  or  has  boiled  over,  good  msy  oooie  of 
it.  If  this  country  could  but  be  freed,  whst  www 
be  too  great  for  the  accomplishment  of  that  dearer 
for  the  extinction  of  that  Sigh  of  Ages?  \^y^ 
hope.  They  have  hoped  these  thousand  yesn-  Jr 
very  revolvement  of  the  chances  may  bring  iMt  • 
upon  the  dice. 

>*  If  the  Neapolitans  have  but  a  single  MsMi^ 
amongst  them,  they  will  beat  the  btoody  bvtAos" 
the  crown  and  sabre.    HoOand,  in  wone  cirtna- 
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,  baUtheSpamt  and  Philips;  America  beat 

the  BnglaBfa ;  Greece  beat  JLerxes ;  and  France  beat 
Europe,  tin  she  took  a  tyrant ;  South  America  beats 
her  old  Tultnres  out  of  their  nest;  and,  if  these  men 
are  but  firm  in  themsdves,  there  is  nothing  to  shake 
them  from  without. 

"Januaiy  28th,  1831. 

**  Lugano  Gasette  did  not  come.  Letters  from 
Venice.  It  appears  that  the  Austrian  brutes  have 
seised  my  throe  or  four  pounds  of  English  powder. 
Tile  seoundrels!— I  hope  to  pay  them  in  ball  for  that 
powder.    Rode  out  till  twilight. 

**  Pondered  the  subjects  of  four  tragedies  to  be 
written  (life  and  drcumslanoes  permitting),  to  wit, 
Sardanapalus,  alreadj  begun;  Cain,  a  metaphysical 
sohject,  something  in  the  style  of  Manfred,  but  in  five 
acts,  perhaps,  with  the  chorus;  Franoesca  of  Rimini, 
in  fire  mcts;  and  I  am  not  sure  that  I  would  not  try 
Tiberius.  I  think  that  I  could  extract  a  something, 
of  aqr  tragic,  at  least,  out  of  the  gloomy  sequestration 
and  old  age  of  the  tyrant— and  even  out  of  his  sojoum 
at  Caprea— by  softening  the  deiaiU,  and  exhibiting 
the  de^mir  which  must  have  led  to  those  very  vicious 
pleasures.  For  none  but  a  powerful  and  gloomy 
nind  orerthrown  would  have  had  recourse  to  such 
sofitary  licrTors,— being  also,  at  the  same  time,  old, 
sad  the  master  of  the  world. 

^Memoranda. 
**  What  is  Poetry  ?— The  feeling  of  a  Former  worid 
tad  Future. 

^  Thought  Second. 
*^  Why,  at  the  very  height  of  desire  and  human 
pleasure, — ^wordly ,  social,  amorous,  ambitious,  or  even 
avarickHis, — does  there  mingle  a  certain  sense  of  doubt 
lad  sorrow-^  fear  of  what  is  to  come— a  doubt  of 
what  is — a  retrospect  to  the  past,  leadmg  to  a  prog- 
■ostication  of  the  future.  (The  best  of  Prophets  of 
the  future  is  the  Past.)  Why  is  this?  or  these?— I 
know  not,  except  that  on  a  pinnacle  we  are  roost 
sosceptible  of  giddiness,  and  that  we  never  fear  falling 
except  from  a  precipice — the  higher,  the  more  awfiil, 
sod  the  more  sublime ;  and,  therefore,  I  am  not  sure 
that  Fear  is  not  a  pleasurable  sensation;  at  least, 
Hep0  is;  and  what  Hope  is  there  without  a  deep 
leaven  of  Fear?  and  what  sensation  is  so  delightful  as 
Hope?  and,  if  it  were  not  for  Hope,  where  would  the 
Future  be?— in  hell.  It  is  useless  to  say  where  the 
j  Present  is,  for  most  of  us  know ;  and  as  for  the  Past, 
.  wkai  predominates  in  memory  ^.—Hope  baffled. 
Ergo,  in  all  human  afiairs,  it  is  Hope — Hope— Hope. 
I  aDow  sixteen  minutes,  though  I  never  counted  them, 
to  any  given  or  supposed  possession.  From  what- 
ever place  we  commence,  we  know  where  it  all  must 
aaL  And  yet,  what  good  is  there  in  knowing  it  ?  It 
does  not  make  men  better  or  wiser.  During  the 
gieaiest  horrors  of  the  greatest  plagues  (Athens  and 
Ftorenoe,  for  example— see  Thucydides  and  Machia- 
veili),  men  were  more  cruel  and  profligate  than  ever. 
It  is  an  a  mysteiy.  I  feel  most  things,  but  I  know 
nothing,  except     —       —       —       —       — 


**  Thought  for  a  speech  of  Lucifer,  in  the  tragedy 
of  Cam: 

**  Were  DeatA  an  evU»  would  /  let  tbee  live  ? 
Fool  {  live  ss  I  UTo-as  tby  tkihtr  lives. 
And  tliy  ton's  sons  diall  live  for  evermore. 

"Pastmidnislit.   One  o*  the  clock. 

**!  have  been  reading  W.  F.  S  *  *  (brother  to  the 
other  of  the  name)  till  now,  and  I  can  make  out  no- 
thing. He  evidently  shows  a  great  power  of  words, 
but  there  is  nothing  to  be  taken  hold  of.  He  is  like 
HazUtt,  in  English,  who  talke  pimplee—%,  red  and 
white  corruption  rising  up  (in  little  imitation  of  moun- 
tains upon  maps),  but  containing  nothing,  and  dis- 
charging nothing,  except  their  own  humours. 

**!  dislike  him  the  worse  (that  is,  S**"  *),  because 
be  always  seems  upon  the  verge  of  meaning;  and,  k>, 
he  goes  like  sunset,  or  melts  down  like  a  rainbow, 
leaving  a  rather  rich  confusion,— to  which,  however, 
the  above  comparisons  do  too  much  honour. 

**  Continuing  to  read  Mr  F.  S  ^  *.  He  is  not  such 
a  fool  as  I  took  him  for,  that  is  to  say,  when  he  speaks 
of  the  North.  But  still  he  splaks  of  thmgs  all  over 
the  world  wilh  a  kind  of  authority  that  a  phikMopher 
would  disdain,  and  a  man  of  common  sense,  feeling, 
and  knowledge  of  his  ovm  ignorance,  would  be 
ashamed  of.  The  man  is  evidently  wanting  to  make 
an  impression,  like  his  brother,— or  like  George  in  the 
Vicar  of  Wakefield,  who  found  out  that  all  the  good 
things  had  been  said  ahready  on  the  right  side,  and 
therefore  'dressed  up  some  paradoxes'  upon  the 
wrong  side— mgenioua,  but  fake,  as  he  himself  says 
— to  which  '  the  learned  world  said  nothing,  nothing 
at  all,  sir.'  The  'learned  worid,'  however,  hae  said 
something  to  the  brothers  S**, 

"It  is  high  time  to  think  of  something  else. 
What  they  say  of  the  antiquities  of  the  North  is 
best. 

A- 

/  "  January  S9tta,  1891. 

**  Yesterday  the  woman  of  ninety-  five  years  of  age 
was  with  me.  She  said  her  eMest  eon  (if  now  alive) 
would  have  been  seventy.  She  is  thii^— short,  but 
active — hears,  and  sees,  and  talks  incessantly.  Se- 
veral teeth  left— 4dl  in  the  lower  jaw,  and  single  front 
teeth.  She  is  very  deeply  wrinkled,  and  has  a  sort 
of  scattered  gray  beard  over  her  chin,  at  least  as  knig 
as  my  mustachios.  Her  head,  in  fact,  resembles  the 
drawing  in  crayons  of  Pope  the  poet's  mother;  which 
is  in  some  editions  of  his  works. 

^  1  forgot  to  ask  her  if  she  remembered  Alberoni 
(legate  here),  but  will  ask  her  next  time.    Oave  her  j 
a  louis— ordered  her  a  new  suit  of  clothes,  and  put  | 
her  upon  a  weekly  pension.    Till  now,  she  had  ^ 
vrorked  at  gathering  wood  and  pine-nuts  in  the  forest, 
— pretfy  work  at  ninety-five  years  old  I    She  had  a 
dozen  children,  of  whom  some  are  alive.    Her  name 
is  Maria  Montanari. 

"  Met  a  company  of  the  sect  (a  kind  of  Liberal 
Club)  called  the  '  Americani'  in  the  forest,  all  afmed, 
and  singing,  with  all  their  might,  in  Romagnuole — 

*  Thoa  marlLed,  with  impatient  etnkte  of  the  pen,  bj  I 
himseiftn  the  original 
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*  8em  tutd  loldat'  per  la  liberta'  (<we  are  all  wldiert 
for  liberty*).  Tbey  cheered  me  as  1  paaeed — ^I  re- 
turned their  salute,  and  rode  on.  This  may  show 
the  spirit  of  Italy  at  present. 

^  My  to-day's  jounial  consists  of  what  I  omitted 
yesterday.  To^y  was  much  as  usual,  HaTe  rather 
a  better  opinion  of  the  writings  of  the  Schlegek  than 
I  had  four-and-twenty;  hours  ago ;  and  will  amend  it 
still  Cuther,  if  possible. 

^  They  say  that  the  Piedmontese  have  at  length 
risen — gaira! 

^'ReadS^^  Of  Dante  he  says  that '  at  no  time 
has  the  greatest  and  most  national  of  all  Italian  poets 
oTer  been  mnch  the  favourite  of  his  countrymen.' 
Tis  h\ae !  There  have  been  more  editors  and  com- 
mentaton  (and  inutators,  ultimately)  of  Dante  than 
of  all  their  poets  put  together.  Not  a  fo? ourite  1 
Why,  they  talk  Dante— write  Dante— and  think 
and  dream  Dante  at  this  moment  (1821)  to  an  ex- 
cess, which  would  be  ridicubus,  but  that  he  de- 
serves it. 

^  In  the  same  style  this  Oerman  talks  of  gondolas 
on  the  Amo— a  precious  fellow  to  dare  to  speak  of 
Italy! 

^  He  says  also  that  Dante's  chief  defect  is  a  want, 
in  a  word,  of  gentle  feelings.  Of  gentle  feelings! — 
and  Francesca  of  Rimini— and  the  Other's  feelings 
in  Ugolino— and  Beatrice — and  *La  Pia!*  Why, 
there  is  a  gentleness  in  Dante  beyond  all  gentleness, 
when  he  is  tender.  It  is  true  that,  treating  of  the 
Christian  Hades,  or  Hell,  there  is  not  Ihuch  scope  or 
site  for  gentleness— but  who  ^  Dante  could  have 
introduced  any  *  gentleness'  at  all  into  fl^i/  ?  Is  there 
any  in  MOton's?  No— and  Dante's  Heaven  is  all 
love,  and  gk>ry,  and  majesty. 

"  1  o'clock. 
^  I  have  found  out,  however,  where  the  German 
is  right— it  is  about  the  Vicar  of  WakeBeld.  '  Of  all 
romances  in  miniature  (and,  perhaps,  this  is  the  best 
shape  in  which  romance  can  appear),  the  Vicar  of 
Wakefiekl  is,  I  thinks  the  meet  exquisite. '  He  thinks ! 
—he  might  be  sure.  But  it  is  veiy  well  for  a  8  ♦  ♦. 
I  feel  sleepy,  and  may  as  well  get  me  to  bed.  To- 
morrow there  will  be  fine  weather. 

'  Trust  on,  and  think  to-morrow  will  repay.' 

"JimQar7aoth,182L 

"  The  Count  P.  G.  this  evening  (by  commission 

from  the  C>.)  transmitted  to  me  the  new  wonis  for 

^he  next  six  months.    ♦  *  *  and  *  ♦  ».    The  new 

sacred  word  is  ♦  -^  ♦—the  reply  *  ♦  *— the  rejoinder 

*  ♦  *.  The  former  word  (now  changed)  was  ♦  *  ♦ 
—there  is  also  *  ♦  ♦— ♦  *  *.  f  Things  seem  fast 
coming  to  a  crisis— fa  ira  ! 

**  We  talked  over  various  matters  of  moment  and 
movement.  These  I  omit;— if  they  comp  to  any  thing, 
they  will  speak  for  themselves.  After  these,  we  spoke 
of  Kosdusko.  Count  R.  G.  told  me  that  he  has  Seen 
the  Polish  officers  in  the  Italian  war  burst  into  tears 
on  hearing  his  name. 

"Something  must  be  up  in  Piedmont— all  the  let- 
ters and  papers  are  stopped.    Nobody  knows  any 

t  In  the  original  BIS.  tbese  watch-words  are  blotted  over 
loMtotwillc^UUe. 


thing,  and  the  Germans  are  eoocentrating  near  Mm- 
toa.  Of  the  deeisioo  of  Leybach,  nothing  is  known. 
This  state  of  things  eamiot  last  kMig.  Thefiennentii 
men's  minds  at  present  cannot  be  conceived  withoot 
it. 


"JsnaarySlst,  IflL 

"  For  sereral  days  I  have  not  written  aiiy  itit^ 
except  a  few  answers  to  letters.  In  momentary  ex- 
pectation of  an  explosion  of  some  kind,  it  is  not^eij  to 
settle  down  to  the  desk  for  the  higher  kindsof  oonpo- 
sition.  I  could  do  it,  to  be  sure,for,  last  summer^  wrote 
my  drama  in  the  very  bustle  of  Madame  la  Contesse 
G.'s  divorce,  and  all  its  process  of  aooompsnimoiti. 
At  the  same  time,  I  also  had  the  news  of  the  kw  of 
an  important  lawsuit  in  England.  Bat  these  wen 
on^  private  and  personal  business;  the  presents  of  j 
a  different  nature. 

"  I  suppose  it  is  this,  but  have  some  suspictoo  tfait 
it  may  be  kziness,  which  prevents  me  from  writiiif ; ; 
especially  as  Rochefoucaolt  says  that  '  la2iDe9i  oftei , 
masters  them  all'— speaking  of  the  patnom.    If 
this  were  true,  it  could  hardly  be  said  that  'idksoi 
is  the  root  of  all  eril,*  since  this  is  supposed  to  fpring 
from  the  passions  only  :  eiigo,  that  which  maitentll 
the  passions  (lazmess,  to  wit)  would  in  so  much  be  a 
good.    Whoknovrs? 

'•Midnigbt 

''I  hare  been  reading  Grimm's  CofrespoodcBoe. 
He  repeats  frequently,  in  speaking  of  a  poet,  or  of  ■ 
man  of  genius  in  any  department,  even  in  msnc 
(Oretry,  for  instance],  that  he  must  have  'one  Inie 
qui  se  tourmente,  un  esprit  Tiolent.'  How  fiir  tliii ! 
may  be  true,  I  know  not ;  but  if  it  were,  I  should  be ' 
a  poet '  per  eccellenza;*  for  I  have  always  had  'oae , 
Ame,'  which  not  only  tormented  itself  but  eveiy  bodj  - 
else  in  contact  with  it ;  and  an  *  esprit  violent,'  wbicb 
has  almost  left  me  without  any  *  esprit '  at  all.  Ai  to 
defining  what  a  poet  should  be,  it  is  not  worth  while, 
for  *^hat  are  they  worth?  what  have  they  done! 

**  Grimm,  however,  is  an  excellent  critic  sod  lite- 
rary historian.  His  Correspondence  fonns  the  sonili 
of  the  Kteraiy  part  of  that  age  of  Prance,  with  Bnch ' 
of  her  politics,  and  still  more  of  her  *  way  of  ^^' 
He  is  as  valuable,  and  far  more  entertainiog  thas 
Muratori  or  Tiraboschi— I  had  ahnost  ^aid,  tbaa 
Ouinguen^— but  there  we  should  pause.  Howertf* 
'tis  a  great  man  in  its  line. 

**  Monsieur  St  Lambert  has 

'  Et  Ionqii*&  ses  regards  la  hunitee  est  rarie. 
n  n'a  pins,  en  moarant,  4  perdre  que  la  vie.' 

This  is,  word  for  word,  Thomson's  { 

'  And  dyinv,  all  we  can  resign  is  bres^'  ' 

vrithout  the  smallest  accnowledgment  from  the  U*- 
rainer  of  a  poet.  M.  St  Lambert  is  dead  as  a  ■sj. 
and  (for  any  thing  I  know  U>  the  contrary)  dsBsed, 
as  a  poet,  by  this  time.  However,  his  Seasons  bate  : 
good  things,  and,  it  may  be,  some  of  his  owo. 

"FdniffyM.ISI' 
"  I  have  been  considering  what  can  be  the  resjos 
why  I  always  wake,  at  a  certain  hour  in  the  saoiwBgj 
and  always  in  very  bad  spirits— I  may  say,  in  sdnw  ^ 
despair  and  despondency,  in  all  respects— evta  of 
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ikat  wliieh  pleased  me  orer  night.  In  about  an  hour 
or  two,  this  goes  off»  and  I  compose  either  to  sleep 
again,  or,  at  least,  to  quiet.  In  England,  five  years 
ago,  I  haid  the  same  kind  of  hypochondria,  but  ac- 
eoinpaiiied  with  so  Tiolent  a  thint  that  I  hare  diank 
as  many  as  fifteen  bottles  of  soda-water  in  one  night, 
after  going  to  bed,  and  been  still  thirsty — calculating, 
j  howerer,  some  lost  from  the  bursting  out  and  effer- 
venoence  and  overflowing  of  the  soda-water,  in  draw- 
iag  the  corks,  or  striking  off  the  necks  of  the  bottles 
frani  mere  thirsty  impatience.  At  present,  I  have 
mot  the  thirst ;  but  the  depression  of  spirits  is  no  less 

"I  read  in  Edgeworth's  Memoirs  of  something  si- 
mOar  (except  that  his  thifst  expended  itself  on  gmall 
6Hr}  in  the  case  of  Sir  P.  B.  DelaTal;— but  then  he 
was,  ai  least,  twenty  years  older.  What  is  it? — 
hrerf  In  England,  he  Man  (the  apothecary)  cured 
me  of  the  thirst  in  three  days,  and  it  bad  lasted  as 
many  years.    I  suppose  that  it  is  all  hypochondria. 

**  What  I  feel  most  growing  upon  me  are  laziness, 
and  a  disrelish  more  powerfid  than  indifference.  If 
I  rouse,  it  is  into  fury.  I  presume  that  I  shall  end 
(if  not  earlier  by  accident,  or  some  such  termination) 
ike  Swift— 'dying  at  top.'  I  confess  I  do  not 
eonteiBpIate  this  with  so  much  horror  as  he  apparently 
dU  for  some  years  before  it  happened.  But  Swift 
had  baldly  begun  life  at  the  veiy  period  (thirtyr 
three)  when  I  feel  quite  an  old  sort  of  feel. 

^Ohl  there  is  an  organ  playing  in  the  street— « 
wahx,  too!  I  must  leave  off  to  listen.  They  are 
playiBg  a  waltz,  which  I  have  beard  ten  thousand 
times  at  thebalb  in  London,  between  1812  and  1815. 
Musie  is  a  strange  thing.* 

"  ¥ebnmrj  bfh,  UBl. 
**  At  last, '  the  kiln's  in  a  low.'    The  Germans  are 
ordered  to  march,  and  Italy  is,  for  the  ten  thousandth 
time,  to  become  a  field  of  battle.  I^iast  night  the  news 


**This  afternoon,  Count  P.  O.  came  to  me  to 
eoaault  upon  divers  matters.  We  rode  out  together. 
lliey  have  seat  off  to  the  C.  for  orders.  To-morrow 
the  decasioo  ought  to  arrive,  and  then  something  will 
be  done.  Returned — dined — read— went  out — 
talked  over  matters.  Made  a  purchase  of  some  arms 
far  the  new  inrolled  Americani,  who  are  all  on  tiptoe 
to  march.  Gave  orders  for  some  hornets  and 
portDianteaus  necessary  for  the  horses. 

**  Read  some  of  Bowles's  dispute  about  Pope,  with 
an  the  replies  and  rejoinders.  Perceive  that  my 
name  has  been  lugged  into  the  controversy,  but  have 
not  time  to  state  what  I  know  of  the  subject.  •  On 
piping  day  of  peace'  it  is  probable  that  I  may 
it. 


"  FebraarT^Otb.  Ittl. 

** Before  dinner  wrote  a  little;  also,  before  I  rode 

out.  Count  P.  G.  caUed  upon  me,  to  let  me  know 

the  result  of  the  meeting  of  the  O.  at  P.  and  at  B. 

*  *  returned  late  last  night.  Every  thing  was  combined 

*  Ib  this  Itttle  incident  of  tbe  moaic  in  the  ftreeta  (has 
touching  so  soddcnly  upon  tlie  nerve  of  memory,  and 
calling  away  liis  mind  from  its  dark  bodings  to  a  recoilec- 
tioo  of  years  and  scenes  the  happiest,  perhaps,  of  his 
whole  life,  there  is  something  that  appean  tome  pecoliarly 
aflbetiog. 


under  tbe  idea  that  the  Barbarians  would  pass  the 
Po  on  the  15th  inst  Instead  of  this,  from  some  previous 
information  or  otherwise,  they  have  hastened  their 
march  and  actually  passed  two  days  ago;  so  that  all 
that  can  be  done  at  present  in  Romagna  is,  to  stand 
on  the  alert  and  wait  for  the  advance  of  the  Neapo- 
lilam.  Every  thing  was  ready,  and  the  Neapolitans 
had  sent  on  their  own  instructions  and  intentions,  all 
calculated  for  the  tenth  and  eleventh,  on  which 
days  a  general  rising  was  to  take  place,  under  the 
supposition  that  the  Barbarians  could  not  advance 
before  the  15th. 

**  As  it  is,  they  have  but  fifty  or  sixty  thousand 
troops,  a  number  vrith.  which  they  might  as  well 
attempt  to  conquer  the  world  as  secure  Italy  in  its 
present  state.  l*he  artillery  marches  last,  and  alone, 
and  there  is  an  idea  of  an  attempt  to  cut  part  of  them 
off.  All  this  will  much  depend  upon  the  first  steps 
of  the  Neapolitans.  Here,  the  public  spirit  is 
excellent,  provided  it  be  kept  up.  This  will  be  seen 
by  the  event. 

''It  is  probable  that  Italy  will  be  delivered  from 
the  Barbarians  if  the  Neapolitans  will  but  stand 
firm,  and  are  united  among  themselves.  Here  they 
^pearso. 

"  February  lOth,  UM. 

^  Day  passed  as  usual— nothing  new.  Barbariana 
still  in  march — not  well  equipped,  and,  of  course,  not 
well  received  on  their  route.  There  is  some  talk  of 
a  commotion  at  Paris. 

^Rode  out  between  four  and  six — finished  my 
letter  to  Murray  on  Bowles's  pamphleUi— added 
postscript  Passed  the  evening  as  usual— out  till 
eleven— and  subsequently  at  home. 

'*Fefaratu7Uth,18». 
^  Wrote— had  a  copy  taken  of  an  extract  from 
Petrarch's  Letters,  with  reference  to  the  conspiracy 
of  the  Doge,  M.  F^ero,  containing  the  poet's  opinion 
of  the  matter.  Heard  a  heavy  firing  of  cannon 
towards  Comacchio — the  Barbarians  rejoicing  for 
their  principal  pig's  birth-day,  which  is  to-morrow — 
or  Saint-day— I  forget  which.  Received  a  ticket  for 
the  first  ball  to-morrow.  Shall  not  got  to  the  firsts 
but  intend  going  to  the  second,  as  also  to  the  Veglioni. 

*'  Pebroary  13th,  lOl. 
"To-day  read  a  little  in  Louis  B.'s  Hollande,  but 
have  written  nothing  since  the  completion  of, the 
letter  on  the  Pope  controversy.     Politics  are  quite  1 
misiy  for  the  present.  The  Barbarians  still  upon  their 
march.   It  is  not  easy  to  divine  what  the  Italians  will  | 
now  do. 

.**  Was  elected  yesterday  *  Socio'  of  the  Carnival 
ball  society.  This  is  the  fifth  carnival  tliat  I  have 
passed.  In  the  four  former,  I  racketed  a  good  deal. 
In  the  present,  I  have  been  as  sober  as  Laidy  Grace 
herself. 

"  February  14th,  18X1. 

"  Much  as  usual.  Wrote,  before  ridmg  out,  part 
of  a  scene  of  '  Sardanapalus.'  The  first  act  nearly 
finished.  The  rest  of  the  day  and  evening  as  before 
— partly  without,  in  conversazione — partly  lit  home. 

**  Heard  the  particulars  of  the  late  fray  at  Russi,  a 
town  not  far  from  this.    It  is  exactly  tbe  fact  of 
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RomAo  and  GiuUettar— fio#  Rom£o»  as  the  Barbarian 
writes  it.  Two  fiunilies  of  Coatadini  (peasants)  are 
at  feud.  At  a  ball,  the  yonnger  part  of  the  ficunilies 
forget  their  quarrel,  and  dance  together.  An  old  man 
of  one  of  them  enters,  and  reprofes  the  young  men 
for  dancing  with  the  females  of  the  opposite  fiimily. 
The  male  relatives  of  the  latter  resent  this.  Both 
parties  rush  home,  and  arm  themselres.  They  meet 
directly,  by  moonlight,  in  the  public  way,  and  fight  it 
out.  Three  are  killed  on  the  spot,  and  six  wounded, 
most  of  them  dangerously, — pretty  well  for  two  fa- 
milies, methinks — and  all  fact,  of  the  last  week. 
Another  assassination  has  taken  place  at  Cesenna, — 
in  all  aboutybrty  in  Romagna  within  these  last  three 
months.  These  people  retain  much  of  the  middle  ages. 

"Febmaiy  Hth,  18SI. 
^  Last  night  finished  the  first  act  of  Sardanapalus. 
To-night,  or  to-morrow,  I  ought  to  answer  letters. 

**Felinuir7 10th,  1821. 

^  Last  night  II  Conte  P.  O.  sent  a  man  with  a  bag 
fun  of  bayonets,  some  muskets,  and  some  hundreds  of 
cartridges  to  my  house,  without  apprizing  me,  though 
I  had  seen  him  not  half  an  hour  before.  About  ten 
days  ago,  when  there  was  to  be  a  rising  here,  the 
Liberals  and  my  brethren  C^  asked  me  to  purchase 
some  arms  for  a  certain  few  of  our  ragamuffins.  I 
<Kd  so  immediately,  and  ordered  ammunition,  &c.  and 
they  were  armed  accordingly.  Well— the  rising  is 
prevented  by  the  Barbarians  marching  a  wedi  sooner 
than  appointed ;  and  an  order  is  issued,  and  in  force, 
hj  the  Goyemment,  *  that  all  persons  having  arms 
concealed,  &c  &c  shall  be  liable  to,'  &c.  &c.— and 
what  do  my  friends,  the  patriots,  do  two  days  after- 
wards? Why,  they  throw  back  upon  my  hands,  and 
into  my  house,  these  veiy  arms  (without  a  word  of 
warning  prevbusly)  with  which  I  had  furnished  them 
at  their  own  request,  and  at  ray  own  peril  and  ex- 
pense. 

^It  was  lucky  that  Lega  was  at  home  to  receive 
them.  If  any  of  the  servants  had  (except  Tita  and  P. 
and  Lega)  they  would  have  betrayed  it  immediately. 
In  the  mean  time,  if  they  are  denounced,  or  dis- 
covered, I  shall  be  in  a  scrape. 

**  At  nine  went  out — at  eleven  returned.  Beat  the 
crow  for  stealing  the  ^Icon's  victuals.  Read  *  Tales 
of  my  Latt(flord' — wrote  a  letter— and  mixed  a  mo- 
demte  beaker  of  water  with  other  ingredients. 

"  F^bnuury  18th,  1821. 
*'The  news  are  that  the  Neapolitans  have  broken 
a  bridge,  and  slain  four  pontifical  carabiniers,  whilk 
earabiniers  wished  to  oppose.  Besides  the  disrespect 
to  neutrality,  it  is  a  pity  that  the  first  blood  shed  in 
this  German  quarrel  should  be  Italian.  However, 
the  war  seems  begun  in  good  earnest;  for,  if  the  Nea- 
politans kill  the  Pope's  carabiniers,  they  will  not  be 
more  delicate  towards  the  Barbarians.  If  it  be  even 
so,  in  a  short  time  *  there  will  be  news  o'  thae  craws,' 
as  Mrs  Alison  Wilson  says  of  Jenny  Blane's  *  unco 
oockemony '  in  the  Tales  of  my  Landlord. 

**  In  turning  over.Grinmi's  Correspondence  to-day, 
I  found  a  thought  of  Tom  Moore's  in  a  song  of  Mau- 
partuis  to  a  female  Laplander. 
'  St  tons  lef  lieuz. 
Oh  font  SM  yenx. 
Font  la  Zone  brAIaate.* 


\  Tilis  is  Moore's-* 

'  And  those  eyes  make  my  climate,  wherever  I  rssm.' 

But  I  am  sure  that  Moore  never  saw  it;  for  this  loog 
was  published  in  Gbrimm's  Correspondence  in  1813, 
and  I  knew  Moore's  by  heart  in  1819.  There  is  afao 
another,  hut  an  antithetical 


Letoleillait, 
De«  Joan  sans  nvit 
Bientdt  il  nous  destiae ; 
Mais  ce*  long  jours, 
Seront  tn^  coorts, 
Passte  pr6s  do  Chriatiae.' 

This  is  the  thought,  rever$td^  of  the  but  slanaa  of 
the  baUad  on  Chariotte  Lynes,  given  in  Miss  Seward's 
Memoirs  of  Darwin,  which  is  pretty— I  quote  bm 
Aiemory  of  these  but  fifteen  yean. 

'  Formj  first  night  1 11  go 

To  those  regions  of  snow. 
Where  the  ton  for  six  months  never  ifainet; 

And  think,  even  then. 

He  toosoon  eame  again. 
To  distort)  aw  with  lUr  Charlotte  Lynes.* 

^  To-day  I  have  had  no  communication  with  aif 
Carbonari  cronies ;  but,  in  the  mean  time,  n^  lover 
apartments  arefull  of  their  bayonets,  fusib,  eaitridges, , 
and  what  not.    I«uppose  that  th^  conader  me  sia  i 
depdt,  to  be  sacrificed,  in  case  of  accidents.   Ttiioo 
great  matter,  supposing  that  Ital^  could  be  fiberated, 
who  or  what  is  sacrificed.    It  is  a  grand  otqeet-tfae  | 
very  poetrjf  of  politics.    Only  thmk— a  free  Italy !! ! 
Why,  there  has  been  nothing  like  it  since  the  dayKif  | 
Augustus.    I  reckon  the  times  of  Csesar  (Jolios)  fiw;  ■ 
because  the  commotions  left  every  body  a  side  to  take, 
and  the  parties  were  pretty  equal  at  the  set  cmL 
But,  afterwards,  it  was  aU  pnetorian  and  fegknaij 
business— and  since  I— we  shall  see,  or,  at  least,  iobk 
will  see,  what  card  will  turn  up.    It  is  best  to  hope, 
even  of  the  hopeless.    The  Dutch  did  more  than 
these  feUows  have  to  do,  in  the  Seventy  Yean*  War. 

'<Febraaryl91h.l8n. 

**CaRie  home  sohis— very  high  vrind— ligbtaisf- 
moonshine— solitary  stragglen  muffled  in  doab- 
women  in  mask— white  houses— ctouds  hurrying  orer 
the  sky,  like  spilt  milk  blown  out  of  the  pafl-altogstber 
very  poetical.  It  is  still  blowing  hard— the  ties  ly- 
ing, and  the  house  rocking— rain  splashing— hghtsing 
flashing--quite  a  fine  Swiss  Alpine  evening,  and  tke 
sea  roaring  in  the  distance. 

**  Visited— conversazione.  All  the  woiheo  fright- 
ened by  the  squall :  they  wonft  go  to  the  oasquoide 
because  it  ligfatens^-the  pious  reason ! 

**'  Still  bk>wing  away.  A.  has  sent  me  some  nrvi ; 
to-day.  The  war  approaches  nearer  and  nearer.  Ok 
those  scoundrel  sovereigns-l  Let  us  but  see  then 
beaten— let  the  Neapolitans  but  have  the  phiek  of  tke 
Dutch  of  old,  or  the  Spaniards  of  now,  or  of  tke 
German  protestants,  the  Sa>tch  preslvteriaos,  (be 
Swiss  under  Tell,  or  the  Greeks  under  T**"***?^ 
—a//  small  and  sohtaiy  nations  (except  the  Spaaisna 
and  German  Luthenuis),  and  tboe  is  yet  a  ^M^ 
rection  for  Italy,  and  a  hope  for  the  world. 
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^_  "FebnMuyJWh,!©!. 

Tbe  newB  of  the  day  are,  that  the  NeapoUtans 
•refallofciicfgy.  The  public  ipirit^«reig  certainly 
well  kept  up.  The  •  Americaoi '  (a  patriotic  society 
hne,  an  under  branch  of  the  'Carbonari')  gire  a 
earner  in  tke  Forest  in  a  few  daya,  and  have  invited 
me,  as  one  of  the  O.  It  is  to  be  in  <>U  Forest  of 
Boccaoos  and  Dryden's  'Huntsman's  Ghost;' and, 
CT«  if  I  had  not  the  same  poUtical  feelings  (to  say 
notluns  of  my  old  couTirial  turn,  which  eveiy  now  and 
then  rejives),  I  would  go  as  a  poet,  Dr,  at  least,  as  a 
jwerofpoetiy.  I  shaU  expect  to  see  the  spectie  of 
Ostaao  *  degU  Onesti'  (Diyden  has  turned  him  into 
Goido  Ca?alcanti~an  essentially  different  penon,  as 
DMy  be  found  in  Dante)  come  'thundering  for  his 
pr^  in  the  midst  of  the  fesUral.  At  any  rate,  whe- 
ther be  does  or  no,  I  will  get  as  tipsy  and  patriotic  as 
poasible. 

-  Within  these  few  days  I  have  read,  but  not  writ- 
ten. 

„.  ,       ,  "February  am,  1821. 

As  nsoaJ,  rode— Yisited,  &c.  Business  begins  to 
ttaKken.  The  Pope  has  printed  a  declaration  against 
the  patriots,  who,  he  says,  meditate  a  rising.  The 
eoBsequence  of  aU  this  wiU  be,  that,  in  a  fortnight, 
Ifce  whole  countiy  will  be  up.  The  proclamation  is 
»ot  yet  published,  but  printed,  ready  for  distribution. 
•  •  seat  me  a  copy  prirately— a  sign  that  he  does  not 
know  what  |o  think.  When  he  wants  to  be  well 
with  tbe  patriots,  he  sends  to  me  some  dril  message 
or  other. 

**For  ay  own  part,  it  seems  to  me,  that  nothmg 
hat  the  most  decided  success  of  the  Barbarians  can 
prerent  a  general  and  immediate  rise  of  the  whole 


"FebmaiySSd.USl. 
*' Almost  ditto  with  yesterday— rode,  Hcc—Tisited 
—wrote  nothing— read  Roman  Uistoiy. 

•*  Had  a  curious  letter  from  a  feflow,  who  informs 
ne  that  the  Barbarians  are  ill-disposed  towards  me. 
He  is  probably  a  spy,  or  an  impostor.  But  be  it  so, 
,  eroi  as  he  says.  They  cannot  bestow  their  hosUlity 
I  oo  one  who  kiathes  and  execrates  them  more  than  I 
I  do,  or  who  will  oppose  their  Yiews  with  more  zeaJ, 
I  when  the  opportunity  offers. 

"Febmary9lth,lffil. 
"  Rode,  fcc.  as  usual.  The  secret  intelligence  ar- 
rired  this  mommg  from  the  frontier  to  the  Ci.  is  as 
!  had  as  possible.  The  plan  has  missed— the  Cbie& 
j  are  betnyed,  military  as  weU  as  ciril— and  the  Nea- 
;  pofitaas  not  onlty  have  not  moTed,  but  have  declared 
;  to  the  P.  government,  and  to  tbe  &rbarians,  tliat 
;  they  know  nothing  of  the  matter !  1  i 

**Thus  the  world  goes;  and  thus  the  Italians  are 
always  kwt  for  lack  of  unbn  among  themselves. 
What  is  to  be  done  here,  between  the  two  fires,  and 
eat  oT  from  the  Nn.  frontier,  is  not  decided.  My 
opiawn  was,— better  to  rise  tlian  be  taken  in  detaO ; 
bat  how  it  will  be  settled  now,  I  cannot  tell.  Mes- 
sengers are  despatched  to  the  delegates  of  the  other 
eicaes  to  learn  ihar  resohitions. 

*  In  Boceacio.  the  ttame  b,  I  think.  Nastaeio. 


875 

•*  I  always  had  an  idea  that  it  would  U  hungUd-  I 
but  was  wilUng  to  hope,  and  am  so  still.    Whateyel-  ' 
I  can  do  by  money,means,  or  person,  I  wiD  venture  I 
freely  for  their  freedom ;  and  have  so  repeated  to  them 
(some  of  the  Chiefs  here)  half  an  hour  ago.    I  have 
two  thousand  five  hundred  scudi,  beUer  than  five 
hundred  pounds,  in  the  house,  which  I  offered  to 
oegm  with. 


J,  _         .  "  Pebnuuy  »th,  1821. 

Came  home— my  head  aches— plenty  of  news, 
but  too  turesome  to  set  down.  I  have  neither  read, 
nor  wntten,  nor  thought,  but  led  a  purely  animal  life 
aUday.  I  mean  to  try  to  write  a  page  or  two  before 
I  go  to  bed.  But,  as  Squire  Sullen  says,  *  My  head 
aches  consumedly:  Scrub,  bring  me  a  diamr  Drnnk 
some  Imola  wine,  and  some  punch. 

«  Log-book  eonti$uud* 

J,  "FebraaiyaTth,  1821. 

I  have  been  a  day  vrithout  continuing  the  log, 
becausel  could  not  find  ablankbook.  Atlengthl 
recoHeoted  this. 

"  Rode,  &c.— dined— vrrote  down  an  additional 
mza  for  the  6th  canto  of  D.  J.,  which  I  had  com- 
posed  m  bed  this  morning.  Visited  V Arnica,  We 
are  mvited,  oo  the  night  of  the  Veglione  (next  Do- 
mcmca),  with  the  Marchesa  delia  CavalH  and  the 
Countess  Spinelli  Rusponl  1  promised  to  go.  Last 
night  there  vras  a  row  at  the  baU,  of  which  I  am  a 
'socio.'  The  Vice-legate  had  the  imprudent  inso- 
lence to  introduce  three  of  his  servants  m  masque— 
without  tiekeU,  too !  and  in  spite  of  remonstrances. 
The  consequence  was,  that  the  young  men  of  the  ball 
took  It  up,  and  were  near  throwing  the  Vice-legate 
out  of  the  window.  His  servants,  seeing  the  scene, 
withdrew,  and  he  after  them.  His  reverence  Monsi- 
gnore  ought  to  know,  that  these  are  not  times  for  the 
predominance  of  priests  over  decorum.  Two  minutes 
more,  two  steps  farther,  and  the  whole  city  would 
have  been  in  arms^  and  the  govenunent  driven  ou( 
of  it. 

''Such  is  the  q)irit  of  the  day,  and  these  feDows 
appear  not  to  perceive  it.  As  far  as  the  simple  fact 
went,  the  young  men  were  right,  servants  being  pro- 
hibited always  at  these  festivals. 

"Yesterday  wrote  tvro  notes  on  the  *  Bowles  and 
Pope'  controversy,  and  sent  them  off  to  Murray  by 
the  post.  The  old  woman  whom  I  relieved  in  the  fo- 
rest (she  is  ninety-four  years  of  age)  brought  me  two 
bunches  of  violets.  *  Nam  vita  gaudet  mortua  flori- 
bus.'  I  was  much  pleased  with  the  present.  An 
Englishwoman  would  have  presented  a  pair  of  wor- 
sted stockings,  at  least,  in  die  month  of  Februaiy. 
Both  excellent  things;  but  the  former  are  more  ele- 
gant. The  present,  at  this  season,  reminds  of  Gimy's 
stanza  omitted  from  his  elegy : 

'  Here  scatter'd  oft,  the  earHett  of  tbe  year. 

By  hands  unseen,  are  showers  of  violets  firand ; 
The  red-breast  loves  to  build  and  warble  bora. 
And  Uttle  footsteps  lighUy  print  the  % 


As  fine  a  stanza  as  any  m  his  elegy.    I  wonder  that 
he  could  have  the  heart  to  omit  it.  | 

*  In  another  papeMtook. 
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''Last  night  I  soflfered  horribly^-froiii  an  indiges- 
tion, I  betiere.  I  nner  sup — that  is,  neTer  at  home. 
But,  last  night,  I  was  prevailed  upon  by  the  Countess 
Gamba's  persuasidn,  and  the  strenuous  example  of 
ber  brother,  to  swaibw,  at  supper,  a  quantity  of 
boiled  cockles,  and  to  dilnte  them,  not  reluctantly, 
with  some  Imola  wine.  When  T  came  home,  appre- 
hensire  of  the  consequences,  I  swallowed  three  or 
four  glasses  of  spiriu,  which  men  (the  Tenders)  call 
brandy,  rum,  or  Hollands,  but  which  Gods  would 
entitle  qiirite  of  wine,  ooloored  or  sugared.  All  was 
pretty  well  till  I  got  to  bed,  when  I  became  somewhat 
swollen,  and  considerably  Tertiginous.  I  got  out,  and , 
mixing  some  soda-powders,  drank  them  off.  This 
brought  on  temporary  relief.  I  returned  to  bed ;  but 
grew  sick  and  sorry  once  and  again.  Took  nnore 
soda-water.  At  last  1  fell  into  a  dreary  sleep.  Woke, 
and  was  ill  all  day,  till  I  had  gaUoped  a  few  miles. 
Query — was  it  the  cockles,  or  what  I  took  to  correct 
them,  that  caused  the  commotion  f  I  think  both.  I 
remarked  in  my  iOness  the  complete  inertion,  inac- 
tion, and  destruction  of  my  chief  mental  {acuities.  I 
tried  to  rouse  them,  and  yet  could  not— and  this  is 
the  Souli  t !  I  shooM  believe  that  it  was  married 
to  the  body,  if  they  did  not  sympathize  so  much  with 
each  other.  If  the  one  rose,  when  the  other  fell,  it 
wouM  be  a  sign  that  they  kmged  for  the  natural  state 
of  divorce.  But,  as  it  is,  thegr  seem  to  draw  together 
like  post-horses. 

^  Let  us  hope  the  best— it  is  the  grand  possession.'* 

During  the  two  months  comprised  in  this  Journal, 
some  of  the  Letters  of  the  foUowing  series  were 
written.  The  reader  must  therefore  be  prepared  to 
find  in  than  occasional  notices  of  the  same  train  of 
events. 


LETTER  CCCCIV. 

TO  MB  MOORE. 

"  Bareiuui,  Jsooary  M,  1891. 

**  Your  entering  into  my  project  for  the  Memoir  is 
pleasant  to  me.  But  I  doubt  (contrary  to  my  dear 
Madame  Biac  F*  *,  whom  I  always  loved  and  always 
shall — not  only  because  I  really  did  feel  attached  to  her 
peraonaily,  but  because  sheand  about  a  dozen  others 
of  that  sex  were  all  who  stuck  by  me  in  the  grand  con- 
flict of  1815}— but  I  doubt,  I  say,  whether  the  Me- 
moir could  appear  in  my  lifetime ; — and,  indeed,  I 
had  rather  it  did  not;  for  a  man  always  lookt  dead 
after  his  Life  has  appeared,  and  I  should  certes  not 
survive  the  appearance  of  mine.  The  first  part  I 
cannot  consent  to  alter,  even  although  Madame  de 
S.'s  opinion  of  B.  C. ,  and  my  remarks  upon  Lady  C.'s 
beau^  (which  is  surely  great,  and  I  suppose  that  I 
have  said  so— at  least,  I  ought)  should  go  down  to 
our  grandchildren  in  unsophisticated  nakedness. 

^  As  to  Madame  deS*«,  I  am  by  no  means  bound 
to  be  her  beadsman— she  was  always  more  civil  to 
to  me  in  person  that  during  my  absence.  Our  dear 
defunct  friend,  M**  L^^f^o  was  too  great  a 
bore  ever  to  lie,  assured  me,  upon  his  tiresome  wosd 

t  Of  this  gentlemsn.  the  fbtlowiof  notice  occnrs  in  the 
*  Detaehed  Thong hta.*— *  L  *  *  waa  a  good  man,  s  dever 


of  honour,  that,  at  Fk)rence,  the  said  BfadamedeS**  ' 
was  opea-motiiAed  against  me;  and  when  asked,  in  I 
Suntgerland,  why  she  had  changed  her  opinion,  re- 
plied with  laudable  sincerity,  that  I  had  named  her 
in  a  sonnet  vrith  Voltaire,  Rousseau,  &c.  &e.   and  i 
that  she  could  not  help  it,  through  decency.    Now,  i  ' 
have  not  forgotten  thk,  but  1  have  been  generous, —  ) 
as  mine  acquaintance,  the  late  Captain  Whitby,  of 
the  navy,  used  to  say  to  his  seamen  (when  *  mairied 
to  the  gunner's  daughter*) — *  two  dozen,  and  let  you 
off  easy.'    The  'tyro  dozen'  were  with  the  eat-o'-niae- 
tails ;— the  *  let  you  off  easy*  was  rather  his  own  opi- 
nion than  that  of  the  patient. 

"My  acquaintance  with  these  terms  and  praetioes 
arises  from  my  having  been  much  conversant  with 
ships  of  vrar  and  naval  heroes  in  the  years  of  waj 
voyages  in  the  Mediterranean.  Whitby  was  in  the 
gallant  action  off  Lissa  in  18II.  He  was  brave,  bat 
a  disciplinarian*  When  he  left  his  frigate,  he  left  a 
parrot,  which  was  taught  by  the  crew  the  foUowing 
sound»-~(It  must  be  remarked  that  Captain  Whitby 
was  the  image  of  Faweett  the  actor,  in  voice,  fiioe, 
and  figure,  aiod  that  he  squinted). 

**  The  Parrot /o^rio^ur. 

^ '  Whitby  1  Whitby !  funny  eye  i  funny  eye  i  two 
dozen,  and  let  you  off  easy.    Ob  you 1* 

"  Now,  if  Madame  de  B.  has  a  parrot,  it  had  better 
be  taught  a  French  parody  of  the  same  sounds. 

**  With  regard  to  our  purposed  Journal,  I  wiD  caiO 
it  what  you  please,  but  it  should  be  a  newspaper,  to 
make  it  pa^.  We  can  call  it 'The  Harp,' if  you  fike 
— or  any  thing. 

^  I  feel  exactly  as  you  do  about  our '  art,'*  bat  it 
comes  over  me  in  a  kind  of  rage  every  now  and  then, 

usn*  Irat  s  bore.  Mj  only  rerenge  or  eonidatHm  nsed  to 
be  ■ettins  him  by  the  esn  wilh  tome  rirMrions  person  wIm 
hated  borM  especially,— Madame  de  S—  or  H  ,  ftr 
eaample.  Bat  I  lilced  L  *  *;  he wai  ajewel  of  a  aasu 
had  he  been  better  wt  ;-*I  dont  mean  p«r*9Hailif,  b«i  lea 
Hretomet  for  he  wa«  tedious,  aa  well  aa  contnidictory  to 
every  thing  and  erery  body.  Being  thorttichted,  vhra  «« 
uaed  to  ride  oat  together  near  the  Brenu  in  the  twBithi 
In  munmer,  he  made  me  go  b^0r9,  to  pilot  him :  I  «■ 
absent  at  times,  especially  towards  ereniag;  and  the  cmt- 
sequence  of  this  pilotage  was  some  narrow  escapes  !•  the 
M  *  «  on  horseback.  Once  I  led  him  inio  a  ditch  ever 
which  I  had  passed  as  usual,  fbrgetthag  to  warn  my  coavsy ; 
once  I  led  him  nearly  into  tlae  river,  instead  of  «r  the 
Mot;«a6/«  bridge  which  iNConmiodes  passengers;  andtwkc 
did  we  both  run  against  the  Diligence,  which,  being  heary 
and  slow,  did  communicate  less  damage  than  H  rec«ti<4 
in  its  leaders,  who  were  f«rrafled  by  the  chanre;  tkrice 
did  I  lose  him  in  the  gray  of  the  gloaming,  andwaa  ohlifed 
to  bring  to  to  his  distant  signals  of  distance  and  distreas; 
—all  the  time  he  went  on  taUdng  without  intermiaslon,  ftr 
he  was  a  man  of  many  words.  Poor  fellow !  be  died  a 
martyr  to  his  new  riches— of  a  second  visit  to  Jamaica. 

**  I  'd  gtre  Uie  lands  of  Delonine 
D«rk  Mugrave  were  allte  sgais  I 

that  is-. 

*<  I  would  givs  mutj  a  sogv  cans 
M  »  *  L  «  ♦  were  alhe  affiln  | 

*  The  following  passage  ttom  the  letter  of  Bdna,  ta 
which  the  alwTe  was  an  answer,  will  best  explain  what 
follows :— «  With  respect  to  the  newspaper.  It  is  odd  ' 
enough  that  Lord  *  «  «  *  and  myself  had  been  (ahel  a  ; 
week  or  two  l)efore  I  received  your  letter)  specnlattngnpen 
your  assistance  in  a  plan  somewhat  similar,  but  men  fk-  \ 
terary  and  less  regularlr  periodical  in  iu  appcanace.  i 
Lord  *  *,  as  you  will  see  by  his  vOlnnM  of  Essays,  if  k 
readies  you,  has  a  very  sly,  dry,  and  pithy  way  of  paftii^ 
truths,  npon  politics  and  maansrs.  and  whatever 
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1^^         m        *  *         *        and  then,  if  I 

doalwriietoemplymymind.Igomad.  As  to  that 
ngnktf ,  uninterrapted  love  of  writings  which  yoa  de^ 
j  taibe  in  your  friend,  I  do  not  understand  it.  I  feel  it 
as  atortiire»  which  I  must  get  ridof»bnt  nerer  as  a 
!  pleasure.  On  the  contraiy^  I  think  composition  a 
great  pcun. 

**!  wish  TOO  to  think  seriouily  of  the  Journal 
sebeme — for  I  am  as  serious  as  one  ean  be,  in  this 
wofid,  about  any  thing.  As  to  matters  here,  they 
are  h^  and  mighty— but  not  for  paper.  It  is  much 
about  the  state  of  things  betwixt  Cain  and  Abel. 
There  is,  in  (act,  no  law  or  government  at  all ;  and  it 
is  wonderful  how  well  things  go  on  without  them.  Ex- 
cepting a  few  occasional  murders  (every  body  kilUng 
wbonaoever  he  pleases,  and  being  kHIed,  in  turn,  by 
a  friend,  or  relative,  of  the  defunct),  there  is  as  quiet 
a  soeaety  and  as  meiry  a  Carnival  as  can  be  met  vrith 
in  a  tour  through  Europe.  There  is  nothing  like  ha- 
bit m  these  things.  > 

**  I  shall  remain  here  tiU  May  or  June,  and,  unless 
*  honour  comes  unkwked  for,'  we  msy  perhaps  meet, 
IB  France  or  Engbuid,  within  the  year. 

**  Youis,  &c. 
**  Of  course,  I  cannot  explain  to  you  existing  cir- 
eoBBStanccs,  as  they  open  aU  letters. 

*'  Wm  you  set  me  right  about  your  curst  *  Champs 
Ellfs^cs r— are  they  '  ^ '  or  *  ^'  for  the  adjective  ? 
I  know  nothing  of  French,  being  all  Italian.  Though 
I  can  read  and  understand  French,  I  never  attempt 
ts  speak  it;  for  I  hate  it.  From  the  second  part  of 
the  Bfetaoirs  cut  what  you  please." 


LETTER  CCCCV. 

TO  MR.  MT7RRAT. 

•  RaveaiM,  Jannsry  4tli,  1831. 
**  I  Just  see,  by  the  papers  of  Oaligoani,  that  there 
ma  new  tragedy  of  great  expectation,  by  Barry  Corn- 
wall. Of  what  I  have  read  of  his  works,  1  liked  the 
Drkunatie  Sketches,  but  thought  his  Sicilian  stoiy 
and  Adarcian  Cok>nna,  in  rhyme,  quite  spoilt,  by  I 
know  not  what  affectation  of  Wordsworth,  and 
Moore,  and  myself— «11  mixed  up  into  a  kind  of 
cfaaoe.  I  think  him  very  likely  to  produce  a  good 
mgedy,  if  he  keep  to  a  natural  style,  and  not  play 
trieks  to  form  harlequinades  for  an  audience.  As  he 
(Bbrry  Cornwall  is  not  his  true  name)  was  a  school- 
fellow of  mine,  I  take  more  than  common  interest  in 
hs  success,  and  shall  be  glad  to  hear  of  it  speedUy. 
If  I  had  been  avrare  that  he  was  in  that  Hne,  I  shouU 
have  spoken  of  him  in  the  preface  to  Marino  Faliero. 
He  vriO  do  a  worid's  wonder  if  he  produce  a  great 
tragedy.  I  am,  however,  persuaded,  that  this  not  to 
be  done  by  following  the  oU  dramatists,— who  are 
full  of  gross  faults^  pardoned  only  for  the  beauty  of 


their  language,— -but  .by  ¥rriting  naturally  and  rtgu- 
larly,  and  producing  regular  tragedies,  like  the 
Grtits;  but  not  in  tm»^a/toit,— 4nerely  the  out- 
line of  their  conduct,  adi^ted  to  due  own  times  and 
circumstances,  and  of  course  no  chorus. 

**  You  vriU  laugh,  and  say,  *  Why  don't  you  do  so  ?* 
I  har e«  you  see,  tried  a  sketch  in  Marino  Faliere ; 
but  many  people  think  my  talent  *  esMetUialfy  am- 
drcnutHct*  and  I  am  not  at  aU  dear  that  they  are 
not  right.  If  Marino  Fkdiero  don't  fall— in  the  pe- 
rusal—I shall,  perhaps,  try  again  (but  not  for  the 
stage) ;  and  as  I  think  that  love  is  not  the  principal 
passion  for  tragedy  (and  yet  most  of  ours  turn  upon 
it),  yott  vrill  not-  find  me  a  popuhur  writer.  Un- 
less it  is  bve,  furums,  erimmal,  and  hapless,  it 
ought  not  to  make  a  tragic  subject.  When  it  is 
melting  and  maudlin,  it  does,  but  it  ought  not  to  do  $ 
it  is  then  for  the  gallery  and  second-price  boxes. 

"'  If  you  vrsnt  to  have  a  notion  of  what  I  am  try- 
ing, take  up  a  translation  of  any  of  the  Greek  tra- 
gedians. If  I  said  the  original,  it  would  be  an  impu- 
dent presumption  of  mine;  but  the  translations  are 
so  inferior  to  the  originals  that  I  think  I  may  risk  it. 
Then  judge  of  the  '  rimplicity  of  plot,'  &c.  and  do  not 
Judge  me  Uy  your  old  mad  dramatists,  which  is  like 
drinking  usquebaugh  and  then  proving  a  fountain. 
Yet  after  aU,  I  suppose  that  you  do  not  mean  that 
spirits  is  a  noUer  element  than  a  clear  spring  bub- 
bling in  the  sun?  and  this  I  take  to  be  the  difference 
between  the  Greeks  and  those  turbid  mountebanks— 
always  excepting  Ben  Jonson,  who  was  a  schoUr  and 
a  classic.  Or,  take  up  a  transkition  of  Alfieri,  and 
try  the  interest,  &c.  of  these  my  new  attempts  in  the 
old  line,  by  Mm  in  English;  and  then  tell  me  fieuriy 
your  opinion.  But  don't  measure  me  by  YOUR  own 
old  or  new  taikirs*  yards.  Nothing  so  easy  as  intri- 
cate confusion  of  pk>t  and  rant  Mrs  Centlivre,  in 
comedy,  has  ten  times  the  bustle  qf  Congreve;  but 
are  they  to  be  oomparedf  and  yet  she  drove  Con- 
greve from  the  theatre." 

LETTER  CCCCVI. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  Janoary  liKh,  18SI. 

**  Yours  of  the  39th  ultimo  hath  arrived.  I  must 
really  and  seriously  request  that  you  will  beg  of 
Messrs  Harris  or  EUiston  to  let  the  Doge  alone :  it  is 
not  an  acting  play ;  it  will  not  serve  their  purpose ; 
it  will  destroy  yours  (the  sale) ;  and  it  will  distress 
me.  It  is  not  courteous,  it  is  hardly  even  gentlemanly, 
to  persist  in  this  appropriation  of  a  man's  writings 
to  their  mountebanks. 

^  I  have  already  sent  you  by  last  post  a  short  pro- 
test *  to  the  public  (against  this  proceeding);  in  case 


acbemo  we  adopt,  he  wn  be  a  very  asefhl  and  active  sDy  in 
It,  a«  he  bM  a  pteaanre  in  writing  quite  inconceivable  to  a 
poor  hack  Bcribe  like  me,  who  always  feel,  about  my  art, 
•■  the  French  husband  did  when  be  fonnd  a  man  making 
love  to  his  (the  Frenchman's)  wife :— '  Comment.  Monsieur, 
^-mm*  7  *tre  obHgi  r   Wben  I  say  this,  however,  I 


«  To  the  letter  which  inclosed  this  protest,  and  which 
has  been  omitted  to  avoid  repetitions,  be  had  subjoined  a 
paasage  from  Spence's  Anecdotes  (p.l97  of  Singer's  edition}, 
where  Pope  says,  speaking  of  himself.  « I  had  taken  such 
strong  resolutions  against  any  thing  of  that  kind,  trnm 
seeing  how  much  every  body  that  did  write  for  the  stage 
was  obliged  to  sulyect  themselves  to  the  players  and  the 
lown.*—Spenet's  Anecdote*,  p. ». 

In  the  same  paragraph.  Pope  is  made  to  say,  *  After  I 

fooVa-psnwise.*  ^ 
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that  tktif  peniiC,  wluoh  I  trmt  that  tKojr  wA  not, 
y<m  mmt  then  publiih  it  in  the  newipapen.  I  shall 
not  let  them  off  with  that  oo|f ,  if  they  go  on ;  but 
make  a  longer  iqppeal  on  that  fiabjeeC,  and  itate  what 
I  think  the  iiguatiee  of  their  mode  of  beharioar.  It 
is  hard  that  I  should  hare  all  the  bufibons  in  Britain 
to  deal  Yrith—piraies  who  will  publish,  and  piayerg 
who  will  act— when  there  are  thousands  of  worthy 
men  who  can  neither  get  bookseller  nor  manager  for 
hnre  nor  money. 

^You  never  answered  me  a  word  about  Gali- 
gnam.  If  you  mean  to  use  the  two  doemments,  do ; 
if  not,  bum  them.  I  do  not  choose  to  leave  them  in 
any  one's  potnssion :  suppose  some  one  fonnd  them 
without  the  letters,  what  would  they  think?  why, 
that  /  had  been  dobg  the  opposite  of  what  I  have 
dome,  to  wit,  referred  the  whole  thing  to  you — an  act 
of  ciTility  at  least,  which  required  saying,  *  I  have 
receired  your  letter.'  I  thought  that  you  might  have 
some  hold  upon  those  publications  by  this  means;  to 
me  it  can  be  no  interest  one  way  or  the  ocher.^ 

**  The  third  canto  of  Don  Juan  it  *  dull/  but  you 
must  really  put  up  with  it:  if  the  two  first  and  the 
two  folkming  are  tolerable,  what  do  you  expect? 
particohrly  as  I  neither  dilute  with  you  on  it  as  a 
matter  of  critidBm,  or  as  a  matter  of  business. 

''Besides,  what  am  I  to  understand?  you,  and  Doug- 
las Kinnaird,  and  others,  write  tome,  that  the  two  first 
pubUsfaed  cantos  are  among  the  best  that  I  erer  wrote, 
and  are  reckoned  so ;  Augusta  writes  that  they  are 
thought '  execrable '  (bitter  word  that  for  an  author 
—eh,  Murray  ?)  as  a  eompoeition  eren,  and  that  she 
had  heard  so  much  against  them  that  she  would  ne- 
ver read  them,  and  never  has.  Be  that  as  it  may, 
I  can't  alter ;  that  is  not  my  forte.  If  you  publish 
three  new  ones  without  ostentation,  they  may  per- 
haps succeed. 

**  Pray  publish  the  Dante  and  tfie  Ptdci  (the  Pro- 
pheey  of  Dante,  I  mean).  I  look  upon  the  Pnlci  as 
my  grand  performance.f  The  remainder  of  the 
'  Hints,*  where  be  they  ?  Now,  bring  them  all  out 
about  the  same  time,  otherwise '  the  vixriety  *  you 
wot  of  wQI  be  less  obvious. 

^I  am  in  bad  humour:— some  obstructions  in  bu- 
siness with  those  pbguy  trustees,  who  object  to  an 
advantageous  kian  which  I  was  to  furnish  to  a  noble- 
man on  mortgage,  because  his  property  is  in  Ire- 
land,  have  shown  me  how  a  man  is  treated  in  his 
absence.  Oh,  if  I  do  come  back,  I  vrfll  make  some 
of  those  who  little  dream  of  it  epin,— or  they  or  I 
Shan  go  down."  ♦♦♦**» 


*  Noibrtlier  step  w«i  ever  taken  in  this  aflUr ;  and  the 
daeomentt,  wUdi  were  sf  no  nse  whatever,  are,  I  bdieve, 
stIU  in  Mr  Morrayf  poeseaekm. 

t  The  ielf-will  of  Lord  Bjron  was  in  no  point  more 
coiuplcaout  than  in  tlw  detenaination  with  wliich  lie  thus 
perstoted  in  f  iTiDir  (he  prefinrenoe  to  one  or  two  worka  of 
bis  own  whidi,  in  the  eyea  of  all  other  peiaons,  were  OMiat 
doeided  JUlnres.  Of  thw  claea  was  the  translation  firom 
Pnlci,  M  ftequentlv  flMntioned  by  hiia,  irili^  speared 
afterwards  in  (he  Uberal,  and  which,  thoagh  thos  reecoed 
Aran  the  fhte  of  renaininc  napahlished,  must  Ibr  ever,  I 
feai.  tabMlt  to  the  doom  of  being  nnread. 


LETTER  COCCVn. 


TO  m  mnuuT. 


**  Jannary  90th,  VBR. 

**  I  did  not  think  to  have  troubled  yon  with  the 
pkgue  and  postage  of  a  double  letter  this  time,  bat 
I  have  just  read  in  an  Italian  paper, '  That  hati 
Byron  has  a  tragedy  coming  out,'  &c.  Sec  Ccc.  sad 
that  the  Courier  and  Morning  Chronicle,  &c  Ice.  are 
pulling  one  another  to  pieces  abottt  it  and  him,  kit.    \ 

^  Now  I  do  reiterate  and  desire,  that  every  tUsf  j 
may  be  done  to  prevent  it  from  oomiog  out  on  osy 
theatre,  for  which  it  was  never  designed,  sad  os 
which  (in  the  present  state  of  the  stage  of  London)  it 
could  never  succeed.  I  havs  sent  you  my  appeal  by 
kst  post,  which  you  wmet  publish  in  eaee  of  need; 
and  I  reqoure  you  even  in  your  otbn  name  (if  By 
honour  is  dear  to  you)  to  declare  thai  sack  rqve* 
sentation  would  be  contrary  to  mj  wish  andtomf 
Judgment,  }f  you  do  not  wish  to  drive  me  and  ^ 
together,  you  will  hit  upon  some  way  to  prevent  tUk 
**Yours,«tc 

^'P.S.  I  cannot  conceive  how  Harris  or  EBntos 
should  be  so  insane  as  to  think  of  acting  Marino  IV 
liero ;  they  might  as  weU  act  the  Prometheus  of  iBi- 
chyhis.  I  q)eak  of  course  humbly,  and  ultb  tie 
greatestisense  of  the  distance  <lf  time  and  mefit  be* 
Iween  the  two  performances;  but  merely  to  ibiir 
the  absurdity  of  the  attempt. 

"The  Italian  paper  speaks  of  a  'party  against  it:' 
to  be  sure  there  would  be  a  party.  Can  you  insgiBe, 
that  after  having  never  flattered  nmn,  nor  beast,  nor 
opinion,  nor  politics,  there  would  Mof  be  a  psrf| 
against  a  man,  who  is  also  a  popular  writer— at  leut 
a  successfulr  Why,  all  parties  wouki  be  a  psr9 
against** 

LETTER  CCCCVUI. 

TO  MR  MITRRAT. 

**  Ravenna,  Janoary  Mh,  JSS. 

^'If  Harris  or  EOiston  persist,  after  the  remonstrsnes 
which  1  desired  you  and  Mr  Kinnaird  to  make  on  ny 
behalf,  and  which  I  hope  will  be  sufllcient— bat  if,  I 
say,  they  do  persist,  then  I  pray  you  to  present  m 
person  the  enclosed  letter  to  the  Lord  CbambeHsis: 
I  have  said  m  person,  because  otherwise  I  shall  bate 
neither  answer  nor  knowledge  that  it  has  reached  iti 
address,  owing- to  '  the  insolence  of  efioe.' 

''I  wish  you  vnmld  speak  to  Lord  Holand,  ssi 
to  aO  my  frknds  and  yours,  to  interest  theasrircsiB 
preventing  this  cursed  attempt  at  representation. 

*<  God  help  me  1  at  this  distance,  I  am  treated  ftt 

a  corpse  or  a  fool  by  the  few  people  that  I  thcofbt  I 
couhi  rely  upon;  and  I  was  a  fool  to  think  aqy  bctttf 
of  them  than  of  the  rest  of  mankind. 
I     •*Pray  write. 

!  «V0UfS,fa5. 

I     *<P.S.  I  have  nothing  more  at  heart  (that  ii*  i" 
I  literature)  than  to  prevent  this  diama  from  goisgopM 

I  the  stage:  in  short,  rather  than  permit  it,  it  bo^ ^ 
9i^fpressedaltogether,9Biiot^  forty  eepittttrwet 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A.  B.  1831. 


LIFE  OF  LORD  BYRON. 


879 


^privaUlif  for  prawots  to  my  ftieaib.  What  C4int 
§Kk  fhtott  ■pccuhting  bdSMDi  must  be  moi  to  tee 
thftt  k  ■  UB§t  for  llwir  &ir--«  their  booth  !** 


LETTER  CCCCIX. 

TO  MR  IIOOUB. 

'PkaygetweD.  IdonotlikeyouroomplainL  So, 
let  BO  kAve  aliae  to  ny  yoa  are  up  and  doing  again. 
T»^y  I  am  83  years  of  age. 

*  Throat  tiib*t  road,  See.  See.** 

**  Have  yon  beard  that  the  *  Braziers'  Company ' 
bate,  or  mean  to  present  an  address  at  Braadeoburgh- 
beose,  *  in  armour/  and  with  all  possible  tariety  and 
of  brazen  apparel  P 


please:  you  must  be  the  best  Judge  of  your  own  eraft. 
I  agree  with  you  about  the  tith.  Tbe  pky  may  be 
good  or  bad,  but  I  flatter  myself  that  it  is  ordinal  as 
a  picture  of  tkat  kind  of  passion,  which  to  my  miiid 
is  so  natural,  that  I  am  oonrinoed  that  I  should  have 
done  preoieely  what  the  Doge  did  on  thoae  proro- 


«  The  Bnziert,  it  weaM,  are  preperiaf  to  pen 
Am  MktRM.  sM  prewat  it  theniMlTM  aU  iabrMS- 
A  saperflaoiu  paveeat— for»  by  the  Lord  Hirry, 
Tkej  *n  And  wbere  they  're  golnc  much  more  than  they 


Hieve  's  an  Ode  for  you,  is  it  not?— worthy 

•Of  «  *  *,  the  craadmetaqalsslcal  poet. 
A  aaa  of  vast  watrH,  thoogfa  few  people  know  it ; 
The.peniml  of  whom  (as  I  told  »cm  at  Mestri) 
I  owe,  in  great  part,  to  my  paision  fbr  paatry. 

**  Mestri  and  Fuana  are  the  '  tn^ls,  or  common 
lenies,'  to  Venice;  but  it  was  from  Pnsina  that  you 
and  I  embarked,  though  'the  wicked  necessity  of 
ihyming'  has  made  me  press  Mestri  into  tbe  Toyage. 

''So,  you  bare  bad  a  book  dedicated  to  you?  I 
am  glad  of  it,  and  shall  be  very  happy  to  see  the 
fobime. 

**!  am  in  a  peck  of  troubles  about  a  tragedy  of 
mine,  which  li  fit  only  for  the  ^  "^  "^  «  «)  ck)set,  and 
wbidi  it  seems  that  the  managers,  assuming  a  right 
ofcr  pubCdied  poetry,  are  determined  to  enact, 
whether  I  will  or  no,  with  their  own  alterations  by 
Ifr  Dibdin,  I  presume.  I  have  written  to  Murray,  to 
the  Lord  Chamberlain,  and  to  others,  to  interfere  and 
prescrre  me  fmm  such  an  exhibilion.  I  want  neither 
the  impertmenoe  of  their  hisses,  nor  the  insolenoe  of 
didr  appfaittse.  I  write  only  for  the  rtadtr^  and 
care  for  nothing  but  the  nUni  approbation  of  those 
who  ckMe  one's  book  with  good  humour  and  quiet 


**  Now,  if  you  woukl  also  write  to  our  friend  Perry, 
to  beg  of  him  to  mediate  with  Harris  and  EUiston  to 
/evfteor  this  intent,  yon  will  greatly  oblige  me.  The 
pky  is  quite  unfit  for  the  stage,  as  a  single  glance 
wiB  show  them^  and,  I  hope,  ha*  shown  them;  and, 
if  it  were  e?er  sofit,  I  will  never  hare  any  thing  to  do 
wiDmg]y  with  the  theatres. 

**  Yours  ever,  in  haste,  6cc.'' 

LETTER  CCCCX. 

TO  MR  MUBBAY. 

•  Rarenoa,  January  fTth,  ISSl. 
^  I  diflSa'  from  you  about  the  Da$U0,  which  I  think 
should  be  published  with  tbe  tragedy.    But  do  as  you 

*  Alraady  girea  in  his  Joarnal. 


'^  I  am  ^ad  of  Foocok>*s  approbatioo. 

'^  Excuse  haste.  I  beUere  I  mentioned  to  you  that 
1  forget  what  it  was;  but  no  matter. 

''Thanksforyouroomplimentsof  the  year.  I  hope 
that  it  will  be  pleasanter  than  the  kst  I  speak  with 
reference  to  Enghmd  only,  as  far  as  regards  nqmelf, 
wker*  I  had  every  kind  of  disappointment-^ost  an 
important  lawsuit  and  the  trustees  of  Lady  Byron 
refusing  to  aUow  of  an  adTantageous  loan  to  be  made 
from  my  property  to  Lord  Blenington,  &o.  &o.,  by 
way  of  cloeing  the  four  seasons.  These,  and  a  hundred 
other  such  things,  made  a  year  of  bitter  business  for 
me  in  ESiglaad.  Luckily,  things  were  a  little  plea- 
santer formeAere,  dse  I  should  haTO  taken  the  Uberty 
of  Hannibal's  ring. 

**Pray,  thank  Giflbrd  for  all  bis  goodnesses.  The 
winter  is  as  cokl  here  as  Fairy's  pokrities.  I  must 
now  take  a  canter  in  tbe  forest;  my  horses  are 
waiting. 

•*  Yours  erer  and  truly." 


LETTER  CCCCXI. 

TO  MB  HURRAY. 

«  Karenna,  Febmary  M,  ttU. 

**  Your  letter  of  excuses  has  arrired.  I  reaeive 
the  letter,  but  do  nut  admit  the  excuses,  except  in 
courtesy ;  as  when  a  man  treads  on  your  toes  and  begs 
your  pardon,  the  pardon  is  granted,  but  the  joint 
aches,  especially  if  there  be  a  com  upon  it  Howerer, 
I  shall  scold  you  presently. 

**  In  the  kst  speech  of  the  Doge,  there  occurs  (I 
think,  from  memory)  the  phrase 

*  And  Thou  who  mafcest  and  nasMkeft  sons  :* 

change  this  to 

*  Andthoa  who  Undlest  and  iriio  qoeacbeit  mas ;' 

that  is  to  say,  if  the  verse  runs  equally  well,  and  Mr 
Giflbrd  thinks  the  expresswn  improred.  Pray  have 
the  bounty  to  attend  to  this.  You  are  grown  quite  a 
minister  of  state.  Mind  if  some  of  these  days  you  are 
not  thrown  out  «  *  will  not  be  always  a  tory,  though 
Johnson  says  the  first  whig  was  the  deril. 

**  You  have  learnt  one  secret  from  Mr  Oalignani's 
(somewhat  tardily  acknowledged)  correspondence: 
this  is,  that  an  Engliih  author  may  dupose  of  hk 
exdusiTe  copyright  m  Franc*,— •.  fact  of  some  con- 
sequence (in  timu  tf  peace)  in  the  case  of  a  popular 
writer.  Now  I  wiU  tell  you  what  jrov  shall  do,  and 
take  no  adrantage  of  you,  though  you  were  scurry 
enough  nerer  to  acknowledge  my  letter  for  three 
months.  Offer  Galignani  the  refusal  of  the  copyright 
in  FYance;  if  he  reAisef,  appoint  any  bookseller  in 
France  you  please,  and  I  will  sign  any  assignment  you 
please,  and  it  shall  nerer  cost  you  a  «om  on  iMjf  ac- 
eount. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


NOTICES  OP  THE 


A.  D.  im. 


^  Reoolleee  that  I  will  have  nothii^  to  do  with  it, 
except  ai  Car  aiit  may  secure  the  copyright  to  your- 
aelfl  twill  have  no  bargain  bat  with  the  English  book- 
■ellerB,  and  I  desire  no  interest  out  of  that  oeuntiy. 

**  Now,  that's  foir  and  open,  and  a  little  handsomer 
dian  your  dodging  silence,  to  see  what  would  come 
of  it.  You  are  an  excellent  fellow,  mio  caro  Moray* 
but  there  is  still  a  little  leaven  of  Fleet-street  about 
you  now  and  then — a  crum  of  the  old  loaf.  You  have 
no  right  to  act  suspiciously  with  me,  for  I  have  given 
you  BO  reason.  I  shall  always  be  frank  with  you ; 
as,  for  instance,  whenever  you  talk  with  the  votaries 
of  Apollo  arithmetically,  it  should  be  in  guineas,  not 
pounds — to  poets,  as  well  at  physicians,  and  bidders 
at  auctions. 

**  I  shall  say  no  more  at  this  present,  save  that  I 
am 

«  Yours,  8cc 

''P.  S.  If  you  venture,  as  you  say,  to  Ravenna 
this  year,  I  will  exercise  the  rites  of  hospitality  while 
you  live,  and  bury  you  handsomely  (though  not  in 
holy  ground],  if  you  get  *  shot  or  slashed  in  a  creagh 
or  spiore,'  which  are  rather  frequent  here  of  late 
among  the  native  parties.  But  periiaps  your  visit 
may  be  anticipated ;  I  may  probably  come  to  your 
(iountry ;  m  which  case  write  to  her  ladyship  the 
duplicate  of  the  epistle  the  king  of  France  vrrote  to 
Prince  John." 


X  LETTER  CCCCXIL 

TO  MR  IIUBBAY. 

*  Ravemw,  Febrasry  10tb,  1891. 

**  In  the  month  of  March  will  arrive  from  Barcelona 
Signor  Curioni,  engaged  for  the  Opera.  He  is  an 
acquaintance  of  mine,  and  a  gentlemanly  young  man, 
high  in  his  profession.  I  must  request  your  personal 
kindness  and  patronage  in  his  &vour.  Pray  introduce 
him  to  such  of  the  theatrical  people,  editors  of  papers, 
and  others,  as  may  be  useful  to  him  in  his  profession, 
publicly  and  privately. 

**  The  fifth  is  so  far  from  being  the  last  of  Don  Juan, 
that  it  is  hardly  tlie  beginning.  I  meant  to  take  him 
the  tour  of  Europe,  with  a  proper  mixture  of  siege, 
battle,  and  adventure,  and  to  make  him  finish  as 
AnacharsU  Cloots,  in  the  French  Revolution.  To 
how  many  cantos  this  may  extend,  I  know  not,  nor 
whether  (even  if  I  live)  I  shall  complete  k;  but  this 
was  my  notion.  I  meant  to  have  maide  him  a  cavalier 
servente  in  Italy,  and  a  cause  for  a  divorce  in  Engkmd, 
and  a  sentimental '  Werther-fiaced  man'  in  Geimany, 
so  as  to  show  the  different  ridicules  of  the  society  in 
each  of  those  countries,  and  to  have  diq>layed  him 
gradually  gdtS  and  bUuS  as  he  grew  oMer,  as  is 
natural  But  I  had  not  quite  fixed  whether  to  make 
him  end  in  hell,  or  in  an  unh^py  marriage,  not 
knowing  which  would  be  the  severest :  the  Spanish 
tradition  says  hell ;  but  it  is  probably  only  an  allegoiy 
of  the  other  stete.  You  ate  now  in  possession  of  my 
notions  on  th^subject. 

^  You  say  the  Doge  will  not  be  popular :  did  I  ever 
write  for  popularity?  I  defy  you  to  show  a  work  of 
mine  (exoept  a  tale  or  two)  of  a  popukr  stjle  or 
complexion.    It  appears  to  me  that  there  is  room  for 


a  diftrent  style  of  the  drama;  neidier  a  serv3e 
following  of  the  oM  drama,  which  is  a  grossly  eifweow 
one,  nor  yet  too  French,  tike  thooe  who  succeeded 
the  oMer  writers.     It  appears  to  me,  that  good 
English,  and  a  severer  approach  to  the  rules,  aught 
combine  something  not  dbhonourable  to  our  fiterature. 
I  have  also  attempted  to  make  a  play  without  lore; 
and  there  are  neither  rings,  nor  mistakes,  nor  starts, 
nor  outrageous  ranting  villains,  nor  mekxhame  in  it 
All  this  will  prevent  its  popularity,  but  does  sot 
persuade  me  that  it  is  therefort  fifuilty.     Whatever  | 
faults  it  has  will  arise  from  deficiency  in  the  oondncC, ' 
rather  than  in  the  conception,  which  is  simple  sod  I 
severe.  i 

^  So  yon  epigranmuUite  upon  my  epigram  f  1 1 
will  pay  you  for  that,  mind  if  I  don't,  some  day.   1 1 
never  let  any  one  off  m  the  long  run  [who/hrtt  b9giiu). 
Remember  ^  *  *,  and  see  if  I  don't  do  yon  as  good  a 
turn.    You  unnatural  publisher!  what!  quiz  yocr 
ovm  authors  ?  you  are  a  paper  cannibal ! 

^  In  the  Letter  on  Bowles  (which  I  i>ent  byTDesday*! 
post),  after  the  words  '  attempU  had  been  modi,' 
(alluding  to  the  republication  of  'English  Bank'), 
add  the  vrards,  *tii  Ireland;'  for  I  believe  that 
English  pirates  did  not  begin  their  attempU  till  after 
I  had  left  England  the  second  tune.  Pray  attend  to 
this.  Let  me  know  what  you  and  your  ^ynod  thiak 
on  Bowles. 

^  I  did  not  think  the  second  seal  so  had;  wai^  it 
is  fu  better  than  the  Saracen's  head  with  vrhich  yoo 
have  sealed  your  laet  letter;  the  larger,  in  pr^U^ 
was  surely  much  better  than  that. 

"  So  Foeoolo  says  he  will  get  you  a  teal  cut  betttr 
in  Italy  ?  he  means  a  throat^tJtuLi  is  the  only  thing 
they  do  dexterously.  The  Art»--all  but  Canon'i, 
and  Morgfaen's,  and  Ovid'e  (I  donHmeoN  poftry).- 
are  as  low  as  need  be :  look  at  the  seal  which  1  gne 
to  William  Bankes,  and  ovm  it.  How  came  Geofge 
Bankes  to  quote  *  English  Bards'  in  the  Houeof 
Commons?  All  the  worid  keep  flinging  that  poem  ia 
my  face. 

^  Belzoni  ie  a  grand  traveller,  and  his  Eogliriiii 
very  prettily  broken. 

**As  for  news,  the  Barbarians  are  marcfafaigo 
Naples,  and  if  they  lose  a  single  battle,  all  Iiafy  «fl 
be  up.  It  win  be  like  the  Spanish  row,  iftheyhaie 
any  bottom. 

^  *  Letters  opened?'— to  be  sure  they  are,  asd 
that's  the  reason  why  I  always  put  in  my  opioioBof 
the  Gennan  Austrian  scoundrels.  There  in  not  aa 
Italian  who  loathes  them  more  than  I  do;  and  what- 
ever I  could  do  to  Bcour  Italy  and  the  earth  of  thdr 
infamous  oppression  woukl  be  done  cam  amore. 
«'Youis,&c» 

LETTER   CCCCXni. 

»  TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Ravenna,  Febmaiy  StM,  ttll> 
**  In  the  forty-fourth  page,  rohmie  first,  of  Tw^ 
IVavels  (which  you  lately  sent  me),  it  is  slated  that 
'  Lord  Byron,  when  he  •expressed  auch  confideaee  of 
its  practicabflity,  seems  to  have  forgotten  that  licaadff 
swam  both  ways,  with  and  agamst  the  tide;  whereas 
he  (Lord  Byron)  only  performed  the  easiest  part  « 
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Che  teak»bj  «wiiiiiiuiig  with  it  from  Europe  to  Asia.' 
I  oertaiidy  could  not  have  forgotten,  what  is  known 
to  etery  tcfaoolboy,  that  Leander  eroned  in  the  night, 
mad  returned  towards  the  morning.  My  object  was, 
ID  aaoertain  that  the  Hellespont  could  be  crossed  ai 
mil  by  awimming,  and  in  this  Mr  Ekenhead  and  myself 
botk  sooceeded,  the  one  in  an  hour  and  ten  minutes, 
and  the  other  in  one  hour  and  five  minutes.  The^u/s 
was  not  in  our  favour;  on  the  contrary,  the  great  dif- 
fienlqr  was  to  bear  up  against  the  current,  which,  so 
far  from  helping  us  into  the  Asiatic  side,  set  us  down 
fight  towards  the  Archipelago.  Neither  Mr  Elken- 
bnd,  mysdf,  nor,  I  wiH  venture  to  add,  any  persso 
on  board  the  frigate,  from  Captain  Bathurst  down- 
wards, had  any  notion  of  a  difference  of  the  current 
on  the  Asiatic  side,  of  which  Mr  Turner  speaks.  I 
never  beard  of  it  till  this  moment,  or  I  would  have 
taken  the  other  course.  Lieutenant  Ekenhead's  sole 
■otive*  and  mine  also,  for  setting  out  from  the  Euro- 
pean skie  was,  that  the  little  cape  above  Sestos  was  a 
BDore  prominent  starting  place,  and  the  frigate,  which 
ky  bdow,  ckMe  under  the  Asiatic  castle,  formed  a 
better  point  of  view  for  us  to  swim  towards ;  and,  in 
fadj  we  landed  immediately  below  it. 

**  Mr  Turner  says, '  Whatever  is  thrown  into  the 
stream  on  this  part  of  the  European  bank  nmsi  arrive 
at  the  Asiatic  shore.'  This  is  so  far  from  being  the 
caae,  that  it  must  arrive  in  the  Archipelago,  if  left  to 
the  current^  although  a  strong  wind  in  the  Asiatic  di- 
rection might  have  such  an  eflect  occasionally. 

^Mr  Tuner  attempted  the  passage' from  the  Asia- 
tic aide,  and  fieuled :  *  After  five-and-twenty  minutes, 
in  wbieh  be  did  not  advance  a  hundred  yards,  he  gave 
it  up  from  complete  exhaustion.'  This  is  very  pos- 
sible, and  might  have  occurred  to  hun  just  as  readSy 
OB  the  European  side.  He  should  have  set  out  a 
couple  of  miles  higher^  and  could  then  have  come  out 
below  the  European  castle.  I  particuburly  stated, 
and  Mr  Uobhouse  has  done  so  also,  that  we  were 
obliged  to  make  the  real  passage  of  one  mDe  extrad 
to  between  ihr99  and  four,  owing  to  the  force  of  the 
stream.  I  can  assure  Mr  Turner,  that  his  success 
would  have  givyn  me  great  pleasure,  as  it  would  have 
added  one  more  instance  to  the  proofs  of  the  proba- 
biMty.  It  is  not  quite  fair  in  him  to  infer,  that  be- 
cause k*  foiled,  Leander  could  not  succeed.  There 
are  still  four  bstances  on  record :  a  Neapolitan,  a 
young  Jew,  Mr  Ekenhead,  and  myself;  the  two  last 
done  in  the  presence  of  hundreds  of  English  wit- 

**  With  regard  to  the  difference  of  the  current,  I 
perceived  none;  it  is  bvourable  to  the  swimmer  on 
neitfaer  side,  but  may  be  stemmed  bj  plunging  into 
the  sea,  a  considerable  way  above  the  opposite  point 
of  the  coast  which  the  swimmer  wishes  to  make,  but 
stiD  bearing  up  against  it;  it  is  strong,  but  if  you  cal- 
culate weD,  you  may  reach  kmd.  My  ovrn  experience 
and  that  of  others  bids  me  pronounce  the  passage  of 
Leander  perfectly  practicable.  Any  young  man,  in 
good  and  tolerable  skill  in  swimming,  might  succeed 
in  it  from  etiJker  aide.  I  was  three  hours  in  swimming 
across  the  TaguSy  which  is  much  more  hazardous, 
being  two  hours  k>nger  than  tlie  Hellespont  Of  what 
may  be  (foue  in  swimming,  I  will  mention  one  more 
In  1818,  the  Chevalier  Mengaldo  (a  gentle- 
of  ^assano),  a  good  swhnroer,  wished  to  swim 


with  my  friend  Mr  Alexander  Scott  and  myself.  As 
he  seemed  particuhurly  anxious  on  the  subject,  we 
indulged  him.  We  all  three  started  from  the  island 
of  the  Lido  and  swam  to  Venice.  At  the  entrance  of 
the  Grand  Canal,  Scott  and  I  were  a  good  way  ahead, 
and  we  mw  no  more  of  our  foreign  friend,  which, 
however,  was  of  no  consequence,  as  there  was  a 
gondoki  to  hold  his  clothes  and  pick  him  up.  Scott 
svram  on  till  past  the  Rialto,  where  he  got  out,  less 
from  fatigue  than  from  chili,  having  been  four  hours 
in  the  water,  without  rest  or  stay,  except  what  is  to 
be  obtained  by  floating  on  one's  back^this  being  the 
condition  of  our  performance.  I  continued  my 
course  on  to  Santa  Chiam,  comprising  the  whole  of 
the  Grand  Canal  (besides  the  distance  from  the  Lido), 
and  got  out  where  the  Laguna  once  "more  opens  to 
Pusina.  I  had  been  in  the  water,  by  my  vratch, 
without  help  or  rest,  and  never  touching  ground  or 
boat,  four  hours  and  twsnty  minutss.  To  this 
match^  and  during  the  greater  part  of  iu  perfonnanoe, 
Mr  Hoppner,  the  Consul-general,  vras  witness,  and  it 
is  well  knovm  to  many  others.  Mr  Turner  can  easily 
verify  the  fact,  if  he  thinks  it  worth  while,  by  referring 
to  Mr  Hoppner.  The  distance  we  could  not  aocu- 
ratcly  ascertain ;  it  was  of  course  considerable. 

^  I  crossed  the  Hellespont  m  one  hour  and  ten  mi- 
nutes only.  I  Am  now  ten  years  older  in  time,  and 
twenty  in  constitution,  than  I  was  when  I  passed  the 
Dardanelles,  and  yet  two  years  ago  I  was  capable  of 
swimming  four  hours  and  twenty  mmutes ;  and  I  am 
sure  that  I  could"  have  continued  two  hours  longer, 
though  I  had  on  a  pair  of  trovrsers,  an  accoutrement* 
which  by  no  means  assists  the  performance.  My  two 
companions  were  also  four  hours  in  the  wator.  Men- 
galdo might  be  about  thirty  years  of  age ;  Soott  about 
six-and-twei^ty. 

"With  this  experience  in  swimming  at  different 
periods  of  Ufe,  not  only  upon  the  spot,  but  elsewhere, 
of  various  persons,  what  is  there  to  make  me  doubt' 
that  Leander's  exploit  was'  perfectly  practicable  ?  If 
three  individuals  did  more  than  the  passage  of  the 
Hellespont,  why  should  he  have  done  less  ?  But  Mr 
Turner  failed,  and,  naturally  seeking  a  plausible 
reason  for  his  faflure,  lays  the  blame  on  the  Asiatic 
side  of  the  strait.  He  tried  to  swim  directly  across, 
instead  of  going  higher  up  to  take  the  vantage  :  he 
might  as  well  have  tried  \ofiy  over  Mount  Athos. 

"  That  a  young  Greek  of  the  heroic  times,  in  love, 
and  with  his  limbs  in  full  vigour,  might  have  succeeded 
in  such  an  attempt  is  neither  wonderful  nor  doubtful. 
Whether  he  iUtemptsd li  or  not  is  another  question, 
because  he  might  have  had  a  small  boat  to  save  him 
the  trouble. 

**  I  am  yours  very  truly, 

**  Btron. 

^  P.S.  Mr  Turner  says  that  the  swimming  from 
Europe  to  Asia  was  *  the  sasitst  part  of  the  task.' 
I  doubt  whether  Leander  found  it  e>o,  as  it  was  the 
return ;  however,  he  had  several  hours  between  the 
intervals.  The  argument  of  Mr  Turner  *  that  higher 
up,  or  fewer  down,  the  strait  widens  so  considerably 
that  he  would  save  little  labour  by  hA  starting,'  is 
only  good  for  indifferent  swimmen;  a  man  of  any 
practice  or  skill  will  always  oodiider  the  distance  len 
than  the  strength  of  the  stream.  If  Ekenhead  and 
myself  had  thought  of  crossing  at  the  narrowest  point. 
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instead  of  going  up  to  the  Cape  abore  it,  we  thoiiki 
baTe  been  awept  down  to  Teoedoa.  The  strait, 
however,  is  not  so  extremely  wide,  eren  where  it 
broadens  above  and  below  the  forts.  As  the  frigate 
was  stationed  some  time  in  the  Dardanelles  waiting 
for  the  finnan,  I  bathed  often  in  the  strait  subse- 
rviently to  our  traject,  and  generally  on  the  Asiatic 
side,  without  perceiving  the  greater  strength  of  the 
opposite  stream  by  which  the  diplomatic  traveller 
palliates  his  own  failure.  Our  amusement  in  the 
small  bay  whkh  opens  immediately  below  the  Asiatic 
fiort  was  to  dive  for  the  la!cd  tortoises,  which  we 
flung  in  on  purpose,  as  they  amphibionsly  crawled 
along  the  bottom.  TAis  doM  not  argue  any  greater 
Tiolence  of  current  than  on  the  European  shore. 
With  regard  to  the  modegt  msinuatioo  that  we  chose 
the  European  side  as  *  easier,'  I  appeal  to  Mr  Hob- 
housa  and  Captain  Bathurst  if  it  be  true  or  no  (poor 
Ekeoliead  being  since  dead).  Had  we  been  aware 
of  any  such  difference  of  current  as  is  asserted,  we 
would  at  least  have  proved  it,  and  were  not  Ukdy  to 
have  given  it  up  in  the  twenty-five  minutes  of  Mr 
Turner's  own  experiment.  The  secret  of  all  this  is, 
that  Mr  Turner  failed,  and  that  we  succeeded ;  and 
he  is  consequently  disappointed,  and  seems  not  un- 
willing to  overshadow  whatever  little  merit  there 
nught  be  in  our  suooess.  Why  did  he  not  try  the 
European  side?  If  he  had  succeeded  there,  after 
failing  on  the  Asiatic,  his  plea  would  have  been  more 
graceful  and  gracious.  Mr  Turner  may  find  what 
&nU  he  pleases  with  my  poetry,  or  my  politics;  but 
I  reoonunend  him  to  leave  aquatic  reflections  till  he 
is  able  to  swim  *  fire  and  twenty  minutes '  without 
being  *  exhausted/  though  I  beheve  he  is  the  first 
modem  Tory  who  ever  swam  'ayttinei  the  stream' 
for  half  the  time."  * 


LETTER  CCCCXIV. 

TO  MR  MOORS. 

•  '^venna,  Febrosiy  2M,  1891. 

**  As  I  wish  the  soul  of  the  late  Antoine  Galignani 
to  rest  in  peace  (you  will  have  read  his  death, 
publidied  by  himself,  in  his  ovm  newspaper),  you 
are  requested  particularly  to  inform  his  diildren  and 
heirs,  that  of  their  *  Literary  Gazette,'  to  which  I 
subscribed  more  than  two  months  ago,  I  hare  only 
received  one  number,  notwithstanding  I  have  written 
tC'  them  repeatedly.  If  they  have  no  regard  for  me, 
a  subscriber,  they  ought  to  have  some  for  their  de- 
ceased parent,  who  is  undoubtedly  no  better  off  in  his 
present  residence  for  this  total  want  of  attention.  *  If 
not,  let  me  have  my  francs.  They  were  paid  by  Mis- 
siaglia,  the  TFenelian  bookseller.  You  may  also  hint 
to  them,  that  when  a  gentleman  writes  a  letter,,  it  is 
usual  to  send  an  answer.  If  not,  I  shall  make  them 
*  a  speech,'  which  will  comprise  an  eulogy  on  the 
deceased. 

**  We  are  here  full  of  war,  and  vrithin  two  days  of 
the  seat  of  it^  expecting  intelligence  momently.    We 

*  To  the  above  letter',  wbieh  wm  poblidied  at  the  time. 
Mr  Tvner  wrote  a  raply.  bat,  for  reaaona  stated  bj  bim- 
saU;  did  not  print  It.  iU  bis  requeat,  I  give  tnaertioB  to  bis 
paper  in  tbe  Appendix. 


shafl  now  aee  If  our  Italian  firiends  are  good  for  saj 
thing  but  *  shooting  round  a  comer,'  like  the  Irish- 
man's gun.  E«0use  haste,—!  write  with  lay  ipwi 
putting  on.  My  horses  are  at  the  door,  and  an  Ita- 
lian Count  vraiting  to  aooompany  me  in  ny  ride. 
^^  Yours,  &c 
**?.&  Fray,  amongst  my  letters,  did  yon  getsse 
detailing  the  death  of  the  conmiandanthere?  Hevu 
killed  near  my  door,  and  died  in  mj  house. 


'BOWLES  AND  CAMPBELL. 

«TotbesirQr'£r0««MP,jraef<iaw  Fbt,' in  tbe  Bctpn* 
Opera. 

*  Bowlf. 

*  Wby,  bow  BOW,  aaaey  Tosi, 

If  you  tboB  nmit  ranbla, 
I  will  pobliab  some 
&emarfcs  on  Mr  CampbelL 
«  CampbslL 

•  Why,  bow  now.  BiUy  Bowlea, 

flu:.,  &e.,  &o.* 


LETTER  CCCCXV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

•March  S;  ML 
*<  This  was  the  begimung  of  a  letter  vrfaich  IsKsnt 
for  Perry,  but  stopped  short,  hoping  you  wodd  be 
able  to  present  the  theatres.  Of  ooutk  yon  need 
not  send  it;  but  it  explains  to  you  my  feefingi  ontbt 
sul^eet.  You  say  that  *  there  is  nothing  to  fear,  let 
them  do  what  thc^  please;'  that  is  to  say,  that  tm 
would  see  me  damned  vrith  great  tranquiUilj.  Yoa 
am  a  fine  feUow.** 

TO  MR  PBRRY.  ! 

•Rarenna^JaBaaryM.Ml'    { 
<*DBAB  SIR,  j 

**  I  have  receired  a  strange  piece  of  news,  wfaidi  | 
cannot  before  disagreeable  to  your  pubio  Ihas  it  i>  i 
to  me.    Letters  and  the  gasettes  da  me  the  hoooBr 
to  say  that  it  is  tbe  intention  of  some  of  the  I^sdoi  | 
managers  to  bring  forward  on  their  stage  tbe  poesi 
of '  Marino  Faliero,'  &e.  which  was  never  intended 
for  such  an  exliibitibn,  and  I  trust  wiD  never  asdeffe 
it    It  is  certainly  unfit  for  it.    I  have  never  writttf 
but  for  the  solitary  reader^  and  require  no  ex- ' 
periments  for  applause  beyond  his  silent  approbslios.  { 
Since  such  an  attempt  to  drag  me  forth  as  a  gladiitor 
in  the  theatrical  arena  is  a  violation  of  all  the  ooofte- 
sies  of  literature,  I  trust  that  the  impartial  pert  « 
the  press  will  step  between  me  ami  this  poUutioe.  I 
say  pollucioa,  because  every  violation  of  a  rjgkt  a  I 
sucb,  and  I  claim  my  right  as  an  author  to  prerest  | 
what  I  have  written  from  being  turned  into  a  ■tsT' 
play.     I  have  too  much  respect  for  the  pvblle  10 
permit  this  of  my  own  free  vrill.    Had  I  soughttbo^ 
favour,  it  would  have  been  by  a  pantomime.  > 

"^  I  have  said  that  I  write  only  for  the  resdff.  | 
Beyond  this  I  cannot  consent  to  any  puhlicatioo,  or  | 
to  the  abuse  of  any  publication  of  mine  to  tbepsr- 1 
poses  of  histrionism.  The  appkusss  of  an  sudieaee  j 
would  give  me  no  pleasure ;  their  ^'■■PPf'*!^  ' 
mighty  however,  give  me  pain.    The  wagtt  ii  »<**• 
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ftnaot  cqiML    Ym  nmjf,  periMipi,  My, '  How  on 

tbm  be?  if  their  dinpiMrobftUoQ  girtt  ptaOf  their 

pniae  ought  tSBord  pkarare?'    Bj  no  meani:  the 

kick  of  an  a«  or  the  eting  of  a  waip  may  be  painfiil 

,  10  tboae  who  would  fiad  nothing  agreeable  in  the 

;  hnying  of  theooe  or  the  bnzsiag  of  Uie  other. 

(     **  Thia  any  B0(  teem  a  oonrteons  ooB^iariioa«  bat 

I  1  bate  oo  otberieady ;  and  itoeeursiiaturaUy.'' 


I  LETTER  CCCCXVI. 

I  TO  MR  MUBSAY. 

«  Ranreanet  llarao,  101. 

I  **  DB-Ut  MORAY, 

I     **  In  floy  packet  of  the  12th  iMtant,  in  the  kstaheet 

I  (iM^  the  ha^  aheet),  kit  page,  omii  the  sentence 

I  which  (defining,  or  attemptilig  to  define,  what  and 

;  who  are  gentlemen)  begina'  I  should  say  at  least  in 

I  Efie  that  most  military  men  hare  it,  and  few  naval ; 

I  that  aef  era!  men  of  rank  have  it,  and  few  lawyers,' 

Ise.  Iec.    I  say,  omit  the  whole  of  that  sentence, 

became,  like  the  *  cosmogony,  or  creation  of  the 

wotid,'  in  the*  Vicar  of  Wakefieki,'  it  is  not  much  to 

tfaeparpoae. 

*la  the  sentence  above,  too,  ahnoat  at  the  top  of 
the  saaae  page,  after  the  words '  that  there  ever  wai, 
or  can  be,  an  aristocracy  of  poets,'  add  and  insert 
these  words^*  I  dQ  not  mean  that  they  should  write 
IB  the  style  of  the  song  by  a  person  of  quality,  or 
parU  €mphm$m;  but  there  is  a  nobilUy  of  thought 
and  expression  to  be  found  no  less  m  Shakspeare, 
Pope,  and  Bums,  than  in  Dante,  Alfieri,'  Sec,  &c. 
and  so  on.  Or,  if  you  please,  perhaps  you  had  better 
omit  the  whole  of  the  latter  digression  on  the  vulgar 
poets,  and  insert  only  as  far  as  the  end  of  the  sentence 
OB  Pope's  Homer,  where  I  prefer  it  to  Cowper's, 
aad  quote  Dr  Clarke  in  favour  of  its  accuracy. 

^'Upon  all  these  points,  take  an  opinion;  take  the 
seMe  (or  nonsense)  of  your  learned  viutants,  and  act 
f^gnbf.  I  am  very  tractable — in  prose. 
**  \Yhether  I  have  made  out  the  case  for  Pope,  I 
;  but  I  am  very  sure  that  I  have  been 
the  attempt.  If  it  comes  to  the  proofs,  we 
shall  beat  the  blackguards.  I  vrill  show  more  tfB#- 
fsry  in  twenty  lines  of  Pope  than  b  any  equal  length 
of  qoolation  in  English  poesy,  and  that  in  pkioes  where 
they  least  expect  it.  For  instance,  in  his  lines  on 
^^onsf «— now,  do  just  re€ui  them  over — the  subject 
ii  of  BO  cooaequence  (whether  it  be  seUire  or  epic) — 
vre  ara  talking  of  poetry  and  imagtry  from  nature 
and  art.  Now,  maik  the  images  separately  and 
arilhawtically  :*— 

1.  The  thing  of  «</». 
3L  CMrefofoM'smilk. 

3.  Hie  buiUffig. 

4.  ThevAMl. 

ft.  Boff  with  slMed  wings. 
ft.  Pa«ii<ctf  chOdof  din. 

7.  Whose  buz*. 

8.  Wen  brad  ipONicilv. 

•.  akaUow  strumtnmdimpang. 
Uk  Florid  iapotenoe. 
11.  PtvwtpUr.    FuppatqHtah: 
J3.  Th»  Mir  tf  Ev9. 
13.  FmmMarioad. 
M.  Half/mk,  kalftmmom  tpiU  khssslf  ahgsad. 


IR.  #'«y  at  the  taUsi, 


»,  Flatttrtr§(tthtb§0ni* 

17.  Ampkibiou*  tkimg. 

18.  Now  trips  a  leufy. 

19.  Now  stnttM  ■  lord, 
n.  AeM0rub*§/ae€, 

81.  A  repute  all  the  roM. 

23.  The  Mabbine. 

S.  Pride  that  Hoke  the  dutU- 

*  Beantf  that  ahoeks  yoa,  parte  that  aone  wiU  tmot, 
WH  th«t  ean  creep,  voApride  that  OcU  tUduet.* 

"  Now,  is  there  a  line  of  aQ  the  passage  vrithout  the 
most  forcible  imagery  (for  his  purpose)?  liook  at 
the  variety^at  the  pooiry  of  the  passage— at  the 
imagmatioH :  there  is  hardly  a  line  from  which  a 
painting  might  not  be  made,  and  if.  But  this  is  no- 
thjig  in  comparison  with  his  higher  passages  in  the 
Essay  on  Man,  and  many  of  his  other  poems,  serious 
and  comic.  There  never  vras  such  an  unjust  ovtciy 
in  this  worid  as  that  which  these  (bOovrs  are  trying 
against  Pope. 

*<A8k  Mr  Gifibid  if,  in  the  fifth  act  of*  the  Doge,' 
you  could  not  contrive  (where  the  sentence  of  the 
Veil  is  passed)  to  insert  the  foDowing  lines  in  Marino 
Faliero's  answer? 

'Batletttbeoo.    It  wiU  be  in  rain  : 
The  veU  which  blackens  o'er  this  blighted  naae. 
And  bidet,  or  seesu  to  hide,  tiieae  Uneanients. 
shall  draw  more  gazen  than  the  thousand  portraits 
Which  glitter  round  it  in  their  painted  trayptnga, 
Tomr  delegated  Slaves   the  people*a  tyrants.* 

**  Yours  tnriy.  &o,  . 

**  P.  S.  ppon  public  matters  here  I  say  little :  you 
vrin  all  hear  soon  enough  of  a  general  row  throughout 
Italy.  There  never  was  a  more  foolish  step  than  the 
expedition  to  Naples  by  these  feHows. 

^I  wish  to  propose  to  Holmesy  the  miniature 
painter,  to  come  out  to  me  this  spring.  I  will  pay  his 
expenses,  and  any  sum  in  reason.  I  vrish  him  to  take 
my  daughter's  picture  (who  is  in  a  convent),  and  the 
Countess  G.'s,  and  the  head  of  a  peasant  girl,  which 
latter  would  make  a  study  for  Raphael.  It  is  a  com- 
plete peaeant  face,  but  an  Italian  peasant's,  and 
quite  in  the  Raphael  Fomarina  style.  Her  figure  is 
tall,  but  rather  hurge,  and  not  at  all  comparable  to 
her  face,  which  is  really  superb.  She  is  not  seven- 
teen, and  I  am  anxious  to  have  her'face  while  it  lasts. 
Madame  C^  is  also  very  handsome,  but  it  is  quite  in 
a  different  style— completely  blonde  and  fair— very 
uncommon  m  Italy ;  yet  not  an  English  fairness,  but 
more  like  a  Swede  or  a  Norwegian.  Her  figure,  too, 
particularly  the  bust,  is  uncommonly  good.  It  must 
be  Holmks :  I  like  him,  because  he  takes  such  inve- 
terate likenesses.  There  is  a  war  here;  but  a  soli- 
tary tiavaller,  vrith  little  baggage,  and  jiothing  to  do 
vrith  politics,  has  nothing  to  fear.  Pack  him  up  in 
the  Diligence.    Don't  foiget." 

LETTER  OCCCXVn. 

TO  MR  HOPPNBR. 

•Ravenna,  AprflM,  lOI. 
**  Thanks  for  the  translation.   I  have  sent  jrou  some 
books,  which  I  do  not  know  whether  you  have  read 

«  These  lines,— perhaps  fhna  some  diAcnlty  In  intra- 
dadng  th8m,-were  never  inserted  in  the  Tragedy. 
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or  09 — ^you  need  not  return  thevi,  id  anj  case.  I  en-  _ 
ok»e  you  dm  a  letter  from  Pisa.  I  have  neither 
spared  trouf>le  nor  expense  in  the  e&re  of  the  child ; 
and  as  she  was  now  four  years  old  complete,  and 
quite  abofe  the  control  of  the  Benrant»— and  as  a 
man  liring  without  any  woman  at  ,the  head  of  his 
fcouse  cannot  much  attend  to  a  nursery — I  had  no 
resource  but  to  place  her  for  a  time  (at  a  high  pension 
too)  in  the  conrent  of  Bagna-Cavalli  (twelfe  miles  off), 
where  the  air  is  good,  and  where  she  will,  at  least, 
haye  her  earning  advanced,  and  her  morals  and  reli- 
gion incolcated.  *  I  had  also  another  reason ; — 
things  were  and  are  in  such  a  state  here,  that  I  had 
no  reason  to  look  upon  my  own  personal  safety  a» 
particularly  insurable ;  and  I  thought  the  infiuiC  best 
out  of  harm's  way,  for  the  present. 

^  It  is  also  fit  that  I  shoidd  add  that  I  by  no  means 
intended,  nor  intend,  to  gire  a  natural  child  an 
Engluh  education,  because  wj^  the  disadrantages 
of  her  birth,  her  after  settlement  would  be  doubly  dif- 
ficult. Abroad,  with  a  fair  foreign  education  and  a 
portion  of  five  or  six  thousand  pounds,  she  might  and 
may  marry  very  respectably.  In  England  such  a 
dowry  would  be  a  pittance,  while  elsewhere  it  it  a 
fortune.  It  is,  besides,  my  wish  that'  she  should  be 
a  Roman  Catholic,  which  I  look  upon  as  the  best 
religion,  as  it  is  assuredly  the  oldest  of  the  yasious 
branches  of  Christianity.  I  have  now  explained  my 
notions  as'  to  the  place  where  she  now  is^it  is  the 
best  I  could  find  for  the  present ;  but  I  have  no  pre- 
judfees  in  its  favour. 

^ I  do. not  speak  of  politics,  because  it  seems  a 
hopeless  subject,  as  kmg  as  those  scoundrels  are  to 
be  permitted  to  bully  stattfs  out  of  their  ii^lependenoe. 
Believe  me' 

**  Yours  ever  and  truly. 

^'P  S.  There  is  a  report  here  of  a  change  in 
Prance ;  but  with  what  truth  is  not  yet  known. 

**?.«.  My  respects  to  BfrsH.  lAmMthe'best 
opinion'  of  her  countrywomen ;  and  at  my  time  of  fife 
(three  and  thirty,  33d  Januaiy,  1831),  that  is  to  nf , 
after  the  Ufe  I  have  led,  9.'go<^  opinion  is  the  only 
rational  one  which  a  man  should  entertain  of  the 
whole  sex : — up  to  thirty^  the  worst  possible  opinion 
a  man  can  liave  .of  them  in  general j  the  better  for 
himself.  ACtervrards,  it  is  a  matter  of  no  importance 
to  tkentf  nor  to  him  either,  what  opinion  he  enter- 
tains— his  day  is  over,  or,  at  least,  should  be. 

^  You  see  how  sober  I  am  become." 


LETt'ER  CCCCXVUL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Rsrenna,  April  31ct,  1»] . 
**l  enclose  yon  another  letter  on  Bowles.     But  I 
premise  that  it  is  not  like  the  former,  and  that  I  am 
not  an  sure  how  much,  if  anp,  of  it  should  be  pub- 

•  With  foch  anxiety  did  he  look  to  this  etientisl  part 
ofhis  daofhter's  edacation,  that  BotwithsUndinc  th«  many 
advanlSKefl  ihe  wm  tare  to  derire  from  the  kiad  and  ftmV- 
aiae  raperinteiideiice  of  Mn  Shelley,  his  apprehensioBs 
le«t  her  feeliof  upon  reUffioai  mihlecta  mirht  be  disturbed 
by  the  coBvertation  of  Sholley  hinuelf,  prevented  him  from 
alleiwint  her  to  remain  under  his  friend's  roof . . 


lished.    Upon  this  point  you  oan  oonsolt  with  Mr 
Gifiiprd,  and  think  twice  before  you  pnbliih  it  atsIL 
''Yoon  truly, 

-a 

^P.  S.  You  may  make  my  subscription  fiir  Mr 
Scott's  widow,  &c.  thirty  instead  of  the  proposed  tm 
pounds :  but  do  not  put  down  my  name;  put  down 
N.  N.  only.  The  reason  is,  that,  as  I  hare  ■eo- 
tinned  him  in  the  enclosed  pamphlet,  it  woold  look 
indelicate.  I  vrauk)  give  more,  but  my  dissppoist- 
menta  last  year  about  Rochdale  and  the  tnmsferfras 
the  ftmds  render  me  more  economical  for  the  pnseBt 


LETTER  CCCCXa. 

TO  MR  8HEU.BT. 

•  Bavenna,  April  «tk.1SI. 

<<11ie  child  continues  doing  well,  and  the  aeoonoti 
are  regular  and  favourable^  It  is  grati^rtng  to  we 
that  you  and  Mrs  Shelley  do  not  diaapprofe  of  Ike 
step  which  I  have  taken,  which  is  merely  tesipowy. 

^'I  am  very  sony  to  hear  what  you  ssy  of  Kesr- 
is it  actually  true?  I  did  not  think  critidn  \ni 
been  so  killing.  Hmugh  I  diflerfrom  youeHeotisB! 
in  your  estinmte  of  his  perfonmmces,  I  so  much  abber 
aU  unnecessaiy  pain,  that  I  would  rather  he  had  bees 
seated  on  the  highest  peak  of  Ptooaasus  dun  bare 
perished  in  such  a  manner.  Pdor  feUow!  tboogk 
vrith  such  inordinate  self-k>ve  he  would  probaUj  kare 
not  been  very  happy.  I  read  the  review  of '£o4r- 
mioi^  in  the  Quarterly.  It  vras  severe,--but  wtAf 
not  so  severe  as  many  revievrs  in  that  and  otherjoor- 
nals  upon  oCherk 

''I  recoDeet  the  efieot  on  me  of  the  EdtnbofgkoB 
my  first  poem ;  it  was  rage,  and  resistaBce,  sod  re 
dress— but  not  despondency  nor  despair.  I  fnot 
that  those  are  not  amiable  feelings ;  hot,  in  tUi  wodd 
of  bustle  and  broil,  and  especially  (a  the  cueer  of 
writing,  a  man  shouM  cakulate  upon  his  poweit  of 
reeietance  before  he  goes  into  the  arena. 

'  Expect  not  life  ftvm  pain  nor  danfor  five. 
Nor  deem  the  doom  of  msB  reversed  Awitae.' 

**  You  know  my  opinion  otthat  eeeond-kmdtM 
of  poetry.  You  alio  know  my  high  oponoo  of  jflV 
own  poetry, — because  it  is  of  no  school.  I  nei 
Cenci—but,  besides  that  I  think  the  ttdfftetem^ 
tiaRy  tmdramatic,  I  am  not  an  admirer  of  onroU 
dramatists,  OS  MooUr.  I  deiv  that  the  Eng&h  kaie 
"hitherto  had  a  drama  at  all  Your  Cenci,  howeftf, 
was  a  work  of  power,  and  poetry.  Asto  aijr  dna^ 
pray  revenge  yourself  upon  it,  by  being  as  ffoetf' 
have  been  with  youn. 

**  I  have  not  yet  got  your  Promatbeus,  whiek  I  ImS 
to  see.  I  have  beard  nothing  of  mine,  "^^T^ 
know  that  it  is  yet  published.  I  have  poblidied  a 
pamphlet  on  the  Pope  oontroverqr,  whicb  jfoa  w 
not  like.  Had  I  known  that  Keats  was  dead^ 
that  he  waa  alive  and  so  sensitJfe— I  ahookl  ksve 
omitted  some  remarks  upon  hia  poetiy,  to  wfaiek  I«** 
provoked  by  his  attack  upon  Pope,  and  ny  ^^ 
probation  of  Me  own  style  of  writing. 

*«  You  want  me  to  undertake  agreat  Pwm-JJj^ 
not  the  inclination  Bor  the  power.    As  I  gi**  ^^* 
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LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


Ihm  mdifereuce— ito#  to  fife,  for  we  lore  it  hj  iostinct 
— but  to  the  stmnili  of  life,  increanes.  Besidet,  this 
hie  fainre  of  the  Italians  hat  lalteriy-difeappointed  ne 
for  Biaojr  reaaom,  ■omepublic,  tome  penonal.  My 
req>ectatoBfre.S. 

•  **  Youn  ever. 

**  P.  S.  Could  not  you  and  I  oontriTe  to  meet  this 
iOBBMr?    Could  not  you  take  a  nm  here  oione  ?" 


t 


LETTER  CCCCXX. 

TO  MR   MURRAY. 


:  '    «fUreiiim,  April  36tb,18n. 

j  **  I  aent  you  by  last  pcBtis  a  burge  packet,  which 
wffl  Mot  do  for  publication  (I  suspect),  beinji:,  as  the 
qiprenticea  say, '  damned  low.'    I  put  off  also  for  a 

I  weiek,  or  two  sending  the    Italian  scrawl,  which  will 

I  form  a  note  to  it    The  reason  is  that^  letters  being 

I  opened,  I  wish  to  *  bide  a  wee.* 

;     **  WeD,  have  you  published  the  Tragedy  ?  and  does 

.  Ike  Letter  take  ? 

"  I*  it  true,  wbaCShelley  writes  me,  that  poor  John 
Keats  died  at  Rome  of  the  Quarterly  Reriew  P  J  am 
v«7  aorry  for  it,  though  I  think  he  took  the  wrong 
^jpe  as  a  poet,  and  was  spoilt  by  Cockneyfying,  and 
tobarbhig,  and  Tenifying  Tooke's  Paatheon  and 
Lenpriere's  Dictionary.  •  I  know,  by  experience, 
that  a  sarage  ret  jaw  is  hemlock  to  a  sucking  author ; 
aad   Ae  one  on  me  (which  produced  the   English 

I  Bards,  &c.)  knocked  me  down — ^but  I  got  up  again. 

;  Imtead  of  bursting  a  blood  yessel,  1  drank  three  bot- 

I  lies  of  ckret,  and  begun  an  answer,  finding  that  there 

I  was  nothing  in  the  article  for  which  I  could  lawfully 

J  knock  Jeffrey  on  the  head,  id  an  honourable  way. 
Howerar,  I  would  not  be  the  person  who  ¥rr<fte  the 
homici^  article  for  all  the  honour  and  gloiy  in  the 
world,  though  I  by  no  means  approve  of  that  school 
of  scribbling  which  it  treats  upon. 

'^ou'see  the  Italians  have  made  a  sad  busmesa  of 
k. — an  owing  to  lieacherj  and  disunion  amongst  them- 
seirta.  It  has  given  me  great  vexation.  The  exe- 
crations heaped  upon  the  Neapolitans  by  the  other 
Italians  are  quite  in  unison  with  those  of  the  rest  ^f 
Eunqie. 

Yours,  &c. 
^  P.  S.  Your  latest  packet  of  books  is  on  its  way 
here  bat  not  arrived.  Kenilworth  excellent.  Thanks 
for  tbe  pocket-books,  of  which  I  have  made  presents 
to  those  ladies  who  like  cuts,  and  landscapes,  and  all 
that.  I  have  got  an  Italian  book  or  two  which  I 
should  Uke  to  send  you  if  I  had  an  opportunity. 
**  I  am  not  at  present  in  the  very  highest  health, — 

j  spring,  probably;  so  I  have  lowered  my  diet  and 

i  taken  to  Epsom  salts. 

!  ^  Am  you  say  my  pro$e  is  good,  why  don't  you 
ttteat  with  Moore  for  the  reversion  of  the  M^noirs? 
"■'ComdUumally^  reeoUect;  not  to  be  pablished  be- 
fsre  decease.  i9ir  has  the  permission  to  dispose  of 
thsBB,  and  I  advised  bim  to  do  so.** 


LETTER  CCCCXXI.. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

*R«yenna.  April  9Bth,  IflBI. 

**  You  cannot  have  been  more  disappointed  thvi 
myself,  nor  so  much  deceived.  I  have  been  so  at 
some  personal  risk  also,  which  is  not  yet  done  away 
with.  However,  no  time  nor  circumstances  shall 
alter  my  tone  nor  my  feelings  of  indignation  against 
tyranny  triumphant:  The  present  business  has  been 
as  much  a  worit  of  treachery  as  of  cowardice,^ 
though  both  may  have  done  their  part.  If  ever  you 
and  I  meet  again,  I  will  have  a  talk  with  you  upon 
.the  subject  At  present,  for  obvious  reasons,  I  can 
write  but  little,  as  all  letters  are  opened.  In  mtfie 
they  shaH  always  find  my  sentimento,  but  nothing 
that  can  lead  to  the  oppression  of  others. 

*^  You  win  please  to  reooUect  that  the  NeapoUtans 
are  nowhere  now  more  execrated  than  in  Italy,  an<^ 
not  blan|e  a  whole  people  for  the  rices  of  a  province. 
That  would  be  like  condemning  Great  Britain  be- 
cause th^  phmder  wrecks  in  Comwan. 

"And  now,  let  us  *  be  literary ;— a  sad  faning  off, 
but  it  is  always  a  consolation.  If  •  Othello's  occupa- 
tion be  gone,'  let  us  take  to  the  next  best ;  and,  if 
WB  caanot  contribute  to  make  mankind  more  free 
and  wise,  we  may  amuse  ourselves  and  those  who 
like  it  What  are  you  writing  ?  I  have  been  scrib- 
bling at  intervals,  and  Murray  wHl  be  publishing 
about  now. 

**  Lady  Noel  has,  as  you  say,  been  dangerously  iU ; 
but  it  may  console  you  to  learn  that  she  is  danger- 
ously wel\  again. 

**  I  have  written  a  sheet  or  two  more  oA^Iemoranda 
for  you ;  and  I  kept  a  liule  Journal  for  about  a  month 
or  two,  tm  I  had  fiUed  the  paper-book.  I  then  left 
it  off,  as  things  grew  busy  and,  afterwards,  too 
gk>omy  to  set  down  without  a  painful  fedling.  This 
I  should  be  glad  to  send  you  if  I  had  an  opportunity  ; 
pbnt  a  volume,  however  small,  don't  go  well  by  such 
posts  as  exist  in  this  Inquisition  of  a  country. 

**  I  have  no  news.  As  a  very  pretty  woman  said 
to  me  a  few  nights  ago,  with  the  tears  in  her  eyes, 
as  she  sat  at  the  harpsichord,  *  Alas !  the  Italians 
must  now  return  to  making  operas.'  I  fear  that  Und 
maccaroni  are  their  forte,  and,  'motley  their  only 
wear.'  However,  there  are  some  high  spirits  among 
them  stp.    Pray  write, 

•       **  And  believe  me,  fee." 


LETTER  CCCCXXJl. 

TO|,MR  MOORB. 

«  Raredba,  May  3d.  1821. 
**  Though  I  wrote  to  you  on  the  28th  ultimo,  I 
must  acknowledge  yours  of  this  day,  with  the  lines.^ 
Hiey  are  sublime,  as  well  as  beautifol,  and  in  your 
very  best  mood  and^mannen  They  are  also  but  too 
true.  However,  do  qpt  confound  the  scoundrels  at 
the  heel  of  the  boot  with  their  betters  at  the  top  of 
it    I  assure  you  that  there  are  some  k>ftier  spirits. 

*  «  Ay,  down  to  the  dost  with  tbem.  slares  ss  they 
are,*  fltc.,  fltc. 
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**  Nothing,  bowever,  can  he  better  than  your  poem, 4 
or  more  deeenred  by  the  Lazzaroni.  Th%y  are  now 
abhorred  atid  disclahned  nowhere  more  than  here. 
We  will  Ulk  over  theie  things  (if  w%  meet)  tome  day, 
and  I  will  recount  my  own  adTentures,  some  of  which 
have  been  a  little 'hazardous,  perhaps. 

^  So,  you  have  got  the  XiCtter  on  Bowle«  ?*  I  do 
not  recollect  to  have  said  any  thing  of  you  t^t  oould 
ofiend, — certainly,  nothing  intentionally.  As  for  ^  \ 
I  meant  hiih  a  compliment.  T  wrote  the  whole  off- 
hand, without  copy  or  correction,  and  expecting  then 
every  day  to  be  called  into  the  field.  What  have  I 
said  of  you  ?  I  am  sure  1  forget.  It  must  be  some- 
thing of  regret  for  your  approbation  of  Bowl^.  And 
did  you  not  approve,  as  he  says!  Woidd  I  had, 
known  that  bdTore  1  I  would  have  giten  hiip  some 
more  gruel.f  My  intention  vras  to  make  fun  of  all 
these  fellows;  but  how  I  succeed,  I  don't  know. 

^  As  to  Pope,  I  have  always  regarded  him  as  the 
^greatest  name  in  our  poetry.  Depsgd  upon  it,  the 
rest  are  barbarians.  He  is  a  Greek  Temple,  with  a 
Gothic  Oathedral  on  one  hand,  and  a  Turkish  Mosque 
and  aH  sorts  of  fantastic  pagodavand  conventides 
about  him.  You  may  call  Shakspeasft  and  MilCOD 
f  yramids,  if  ^ou  please,  but  I  prefer  Ave  Temple  of 
'Hieseus  or  the  Parthenon  to  a  mountain  of  burnt 
brickwork.' 

**  The  Murray  has  written  to  me  but  once,  t|ie  day 
of  its  publication,  when  it  seemed  prosperous.  But 
I  have  heard  of  lato  from  EnglaDd  but  rarely.  Of 
Murray's  other  publications  (of  mine),  I  know  no- 
thing,—nor  whether  he  has  published.  He  was  to 
have  done  so  a  month  ago.  I  wish  you  would-  do 
something,— or  that  we  w«re  together.      , 

^  Ever  yours  and  aflSsctionately, 

It  was  at  this  time  that  he  began,  under  the  tStH 
of  ''Detached  ThoughU,''  that  Book  of  Notieea  or 
Memorandums,  from  which,  in  the  course  of  these 
pages,  I  have  extracted  so  many  curious  illustrationfe 
of  his  life  and  opinions,  and  of  which  the  openiOg  ar- 
ticle is  as  foUows:  — 

^  Amongst  various  Journals,  Memoranda,  Oiariest 
&c  which  I  have  kept  in  the  course  of  my  living,  I 
begun  one  about  three  months  ago,  and  carried  it  on 
tHl  I  had  filled  one  paper-book  (thinnish),  and  two 
sheets  or  so  of  another.  I  then  left  off,  partly  because 
I  thought  we  should  have  some  business  here,  and  I 
• 

*  I  had  not,  wben  I  wrote,  uen  this  pamphlet,  as  he  nip- 
poMs,  bat  hsd  merely  beard  firom  some  fHends,  that  hia  pen 
had  'run  a-mack»  in  it,  and  that  I  myielf  bad  not  escaped 
a  flight  graze  in  its  career; 

t  It  may  be  sufficient  to  Ay  of  the  use  to  which  both 
Lord  Byron  and  Mr  Bowles  thoagllt  it  worth  their  while  to 
apply  my  name  in  piis  controrersy .  that,  as  flu-  as  my  own 
knowledge  of  the  snhject  extended,  I  was  dispoSlsd  to  agree 
miihnHtker  of  the  extreme  opinions  into  which,  as  it  ap- 
peared to  rat,  my  dlstingnlBhed  ft-iends  had  diverged;— 
neither  with  Lord  Byron  in  that  spirit  of  partisanship  which 
led  him  to  place  Pope  above  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  nor 
with  Mr  Bowles  in  snch  aa  Mt>plicaCipa  of  the  «  principles*  \ 
of  poetry  as  cooM  tend  to  sink  fope.  on  the  scale  of  his  1 
art,  to  any  rank  below  the  very  first.  Such  being  the  middle  I 
state  of  my  opinion  on  the  question,  it  will  not  be  difficult  1 
to  understand  how  one  of  my  controversial  fHends  dnmld  • 
boas  mistaken  in  supposing  me  to  differ  altogether  Arom  his  i 
views,  as  the  other  was  in  taking  for  granted  that  I  had  . 
sanged  myself  wholly  on  his  side.  I 


had  furbished  up  my  arms  and  got  ny  appaiatos 
ready  for  taking  a  turn  vrith  the  patriots,  having  my 
drawers  fnQ  of  their  proclamations^  oath8,-and'resohi* 
tkms,  and  my  lower  rooms  of  their  hidden  weapons, 
of  most  calibres, — aad  partly  because  I  had  filled  vof 
paper-book. 

**  But  the  Neapolitans  have  betrayed  thenuelvn 
and  all  (he  world ;  and  those  vrho  would  have  gires 
their  blood  fiu*  Italy  can  now  only  give  her  their  tesn. 

**  Some  day  or  other,  if  dititt  holds  together,  1  have 
been  plough  in  the  secret  (at  least  in  this  part  of  the 
^uatiy)  to  cast  perhaps  some  little  light  upon  the 
atrocious  treachery  which  has  replunged  Itely  iaio 
barbarism  :  at  present,  I  hafe  neither  the  time  air 
the  tempeiw  Howev^er,  the  rmil  Italians  are  not  to 
blame;  merely  the  scoundrels  at  the  heei  qf  the 
boot,  whicK  the  Hun  bow  wears,  and  wiH  tnunpie 
them  to  ashes  witb  for  their  servility.  I  bave|jdLed 
myself  vrith  the  others  here,  and  how  far  I  ^  or 
nay  not  be  compromised  is  a  problem  at  tUs  man 
Some  of  them,  like  Craigengelt,  wouTd  *t/3i  aO, 
more  than  all,  to  save  themselves.'  But,  cobm  iHurt 
may,  the  cause  was  a  glorbos  one,  ftough  it  reads  at 
pre^t  as  if  the  Greeks  bad  nm  away  from  Xenei. 
Happy  the  few  who  have  only  to  reproafeh  tbensdrci 
with  believing  that  these  rascals  wece  leas  'rascsiOe^' 
than'  they  proved ! — Here  in  JBomagna,  the  cfibfii 
were  neoesnrily  limited  to  preparations  and  good  in- 
tentions, until  the  Germans  were  &irly  engv|^  ^ 
equal  warfare— as  we  are  upon  their  very  ffSnen, 
without  a  single  fort  or  hill  nearer  than  San  Maiisa 
Whether  *  hell  hk  paved  with'  those  *good  iatea- 
tioira,'  I  know  not ;  but  there  will  proba^  befood 
store  of  Neapolitans  to  walk  upon  the  pavenesl, 
whatever  may  be  its  composition.  Slabs  of  fen 
from  their  mountain,  with  the  bodies  of  dMIr  t«> 
damned  souls  for  cement,  would  be  the  fitteil 
way  for  Satan's  *  Corso.'" 


LETTER  CCOCXXID. 

'    TO  MB  MUSRAT. 

*  «RaTenBa.lIsyllth,ML 

**  I  have  just  got  your  packet.  *  I  am  obKged  to 
Mr  Bowles,  and  Mr  Bowles  is  obliged  to  ne,  for  kf^ 
ing  restored  him  to  good-humour.  He  is  to  ^Bie, 
and  you  to  pubh'sh,  what  you  please,— nM^fo  asd  j 
subject.  I  desire  nothing  but  fisir  play  for  aO  P*'^ 
Of  cburse,  after  the  new  tone  of  Mr  Bowles,  yoa  ^ 
fAt  publish  my  defence  of  Gilckriti:  it  wouW  se 
brutal  to  do  so  after  his  urbanilgr,  for  it  ii  rather  loo 
fough,  like  his  own  attack  upon  CHkhrist.  You  mi 
tell  him  what  I  say  there  of  his  Missumanf  (^* 
praised,  as  it  desenres).  However,  and  if  there  si«  I 
any  p«ssages  not  personal  to  Bowles^  and  yet  b«r- 1 
ing  upon  tb^  question,  jrou  may  add  thea  to  Ibo** 
print  (if  it  is  reprinted)  of  my  first  Letter  to  r^ 
Ui()on  this  consult  Giffbrd;  and  ahore  aB,  ****JJ 
any  thing  be  «dded  fvhtch  can  fkrsonalty  sffw 
Mr  Bowles.  ^ 

"^  In  Ifie  enfibsed  notes,  of  course  what  I  nj  a  »^ 
democracy  of  ivtetry  cannot  apply  to  Mr  Do«K** 
to  thcjCockney  and  water  wasbing-tu^  »ehoola 
**  I  hope  and  trust  that  Ellison  won't  be  pef*"" 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A.II.  1831. 


LIPB  OP  LORD  BYftON. 


387 


to  a^  Uie  dnmm,  ?  Sorely  k§  might  huve  the  grace 
to  wait  for  Keaii*t  return  before  he  attempted  it; 
iboughf  mtm  ii^m,  I  ihotiki  be  as  mtch  against  the 
attempt  as  erer. 

**I  have  got  a  smaU  packet  of  books,  but  neither 
Waldegrare,  Oxford, nor  Scott'tnoveb  among  them. 
Why  don't  you  republish.  Hodgson's  Childe  Harold's 
Monitor  and  Latino-mastix  ?  they  are  excellent. 
Tliink  of  this^— they  are  all  for  Pope. 

««Youi%fcc'' 

Tlie  contro?ersy,  in  which  Lord  Byron,  irfth  so 
much  gmce  and  good-humour,  thus  allowed  himself 
to  be  disarmed  by  the  courteaj  of  his  antagonist,  it  is 
not  nay  intention  to  run  the  risk  of  reriving  by  any 
inquiry  into  its  origin  or  merits.  In  all  such  discus- 
saons  on  matters  of  mere  taste  and  opinion,  where,  on 
one  side,  it  ift  the  aim  of  the  disputants  to  elevate  the 
oh)e«g  of  the  contest,  and,  on  the  other,  to  depreciate 
it.  Truth  will  usuaQy  be  found,  like  Shakspeare's 
gatherer  of  samphire  on  the  clill^  ^hdf-way  dowo.** 
Whaterer  judgment,  however,  may  be  formed  re- 
specting the  coattoversy  itself,  of  the  urbanity  and 
gentle  feeling,  on  both  sides,  which  (notwithstaoding 
I  tome  slight  trials  of  this  good  understanding  alter- 
;  wards)  led  ul|imately  to  the  resok  anticipated  in  the 
( fcregoing  letter,  there  can  be  but  one  opinion ;  and  it 
j  bon^  to  be  wished  that  such  honourable  forbearance 
were  as  sure  of  imitators  as  it  is,  deservedly,  of  eu- 
I  iDgista.  In  the  lively  pagsft  thus  suppressed,  when 
)  m4y  fledged  for  Bight,  with  a  power  of  self-com- 
j  Band  rarely  exercised  by  wit,  thare  are  some  pas- 
!  sages,  of  a  general  nature,  too  curious  to  be  lost, 
i  which  I  shall  accordingly  proceed  to  extract  for  the 
i  mder. 

**Pqpe  himself  'sleeps  welt— nothing  can  touch 
Urn  further  ;'  but  those  who  love  the  honour  of  their 
country,  the  perfection  of  her  literature,  the  gbry 
;  of  bar  language,  are  not  to  be  expect^  to  permit  an 
atom  of  his  dust  to  be  stirred  in  his  tomb,  or  a  leaf  to 
be  stripped  frem  the  kuret  whieh  grows  over  it. 
•  •♦•»* 

'^o  me  it  appears  of  no  veiy  great  conseouenco 
whether  Martha  Blaunt  vras  or  was  not  Pope^s  mis- 
tress, though  I  could  have  wished  him  a  better.    She 
appears  to  have  been  a  cold-hearted,  mterested, 
ignorant,  disagreeable  woman,  upon  whom  the  ten- 
I  demesBof  Pope*s  heart  in  the  desolation  of  his  latter 
!  days  was  cast  away,  not  knowing  whither  to  turn, 
as  he  drew  toirards  his  premaiure  old  age,  childless 
:  ^pd  kmely, — like  the   needle  which,    approachiqg 
I  withm  a  certain  distance  of  the  pole,  becomes  helpless 
I  and  useless^  and  ceasing  to  trembfe,  rusts.   She  seems 
to  have  been  so  totally  unworthy  of  tenderness,  that 
it  is  an  additional  proof  of  the  kindness  of  Pope's 
heart  to  have  been  able  :lo  k)ve  such  a  being.    But 
;  we  must  tove  something.    I  agrep  with  Mr  B.  that 
!  «j|e*  could  at  no  tune  have  Regarded  P^persws* 
j  o^y  with  attechment,'  because  she  was  incapable 
!  of  attachment ;  hUt  I  deny  that  Pope  could  not  be  re- 
garded vrith  personal  attechirtent  by  a  worthier  wo- 
omn.    It  is  not  probable,  indeed,  that  a  woman  would 
)  have  fiiUen  in  love  ^f  ilh  him  as  he  walked  along  the 
I  MaU,  or  in  a  Iwx  at  the  opera,  nor  Honk  a  balcony, 
I  nor  in  a  ball-room;  but  in  society  he  seems  to  have 


been  as  amiable  at  muMsummg,  and,  with  this  great- 
est disadvantages  of  Igure,  his  head  and  face  were 
remarkably  baadsome,  aspedally  his  eyes.  He  was 
adored  by  his  friends--friends  of  the  most  opposite 
dispositions,  ages,  and  talents— by  the  old  and  way- 
irard  Wycheriey,  by  the  cynicaK  Swift,  the  rough 
Atterbury,  the  gentle  Spruce,  the  stern  attomef- 
bishop  Warburton,  the  virtuous  Berkeley,  and  the 
*  cankered  Bolingbrdl^e.'  Bolingbroke  wept  over  him 
like  a  ohiki ;  and  Spence's  description  of  his  hist  mo- 
ments is  at  least  as  edifying  as  Ae  more  ostentatious 
account  of  the  deathbed  of  Addison.  The  soldier 
Peterborough  and  the  poet  Gay,  the  witty  Congreve 
and  the  kuighmg  Rowe,  the  eccentric  Cromwell  and 
the  steady  Bathurst,  were  all  his  mtimates.  The  man 
who  coukl  coooihate  so  many  men  of  the  most  oppo- 
site description,  not  one  of  whom  bat  was  a  remark- 
able or  a  celebrated  character,  might  well  have  pre* 
teaded  to  all  the  attochment  which  a  reasonable  man 
ivould  desire  if  an  amiable  woaiaa. 

**  Pope,  in  fact,  wherever  he  got  it,  appears  to 
have  undostood  the  sex  well.  Bolingbroke,  *  a  judge 
of  the  subject,'  says  Warton,  thought  his  'Epistle 
on  the  Charaeters  of  Women 'his 'masterpiece.'  And 
even  with  respect  to  the  grosser  passion, 'whiciT  takes  i 
oooaaionally  the  name  of  ' romantic'  accordmgly  as 
the  degree  of  sentiment  elevates  it  above  thede^nition 
of  love  by  Buffon,  it  may  be  remarked,  that  it  does, 
not  alwayv  depend  upon  personaTappearance,  even 
in  a  woman.  Mhdame  Cottia  was  a  plain  vroman, 
and  might  have  been  virtuous,  it  may  be  psesumed, 
without  mueh  interruption.  VurtuoflS  she  wax,  and 
the  consequences  of  this  inveterate  virtue  were,  that 
two  different  admirers  (poe  an  eMer^  gentleuMQi) 
killed  themselves  in  despair  (see  I^icui^  Morgan's 
^France').  I  would  not,  however,  lecommtod  this 
rigour  to  plain  women  in  general,  in  the  hope  of  se- 
curing the  gk>ry  of  two  suicides  apiece.  I  believe  that 
Yhere  pxe  few  men  who^in  the  course  of  their  obsttrva- 
tions  on  life»  may  not  have  perceived  that  it  is  not  the 
greatest  female  beauty  who  forms  the  k>ngest  and  the 
stroqgest  passions. 

**  But,  &-propos  of  Pope.— Voltaire  tells  us  that  the 
Marechal  Luxembourg  (who  had  precisely  Pope's 
figure)  was  not  only  somewhat  too  amatory  for  a  great 
man,  but  fortunate  in  his  attachments.  La  Vali^, 
the  passion  of  Louis  XIV .,  had  an  unsightly  defect. 
The  Princess  of  Eboli,  the  mistress  of  Philip  the 
Second  of  Spain,  and  Maugiron,  the  minion  of  Meory 
the  Third  of  Francei  had  each  of  them  lost  an  eye; 
and  the  famous  Latin  epigram  was  written  U{N>n 
them,  which  has,  I  believe,  been  either  transbited  or 
imitated  by  Goldsmith : — 

'.Lomine  Aoon  dexlro,  cqpU  eit  Leonhla  •inistro, 

£t  potis  eit  forma  vineere  uterqoe  Deos ; 
Blnnde  puer,  lumen  qnod  babes  concede  lorori, 

Sie  to  cttcitt  Amor,  sic  erit  ilia  Vanos.* 

••  Wilkes,  with  his  ugliness,  used  to  say  that  *  he 
was  but  a  quarter  of  an  hour  behind  the  handsomest 
man  u  England ; '  and  this^vaunt  of  his  is  said  not  to 
have  been  disproved.by  circtmstances.  Swift,  when« 
neither  young,  nor  handsome,  nor  rich*  nor  even 
amiable,  inspired  the  two  most  extraordinary 
upon  record,  Vanessa's  and  Stella's. 

'  Vanesm,  axed  icarce  a  score.  > 
Sighs  for  a  gown  of /orljf  /our.* 
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!  ^  He  requited  them  bitterly ;  for  he  seems  to  have 
broken  the  heart  of  the  one,  and  worn  out  that  of  the 
other;  and  he  had  his  reward,  for  he  died  a  solitary 
idiot  in  the  hands  of  serf  ants. 

**  For  my  own  part,  I  am  of  the  ophuon  of  Pausanias, 
that  success  in  lo^  depends  upon  Fortune.  *  Th^ 
particularly  renounee  Celestial  Venus,  into  whose 
temple/  &c  &c.  &c  I  remember,  too,  to  hare  seen 
a  building  in  JBgina  in  which^  there  is  a  statue  of 
Fortune,  holding  a  ho(n  of  Amalthea;  and  near  her 
there  is  a  wioged  Love.  The  meaning  of  this  is,  that 
the  success  of  men  in  love-aflBurs  dep^ds  mdre  on  the 
assistance  of  Fortune  than  the  charms  of  beauty.  I 
am  persuaded,  too,  wifli  Pihdar  (to  whose  opinion  I 
submit  in  other  particulars),  that  Fortune  is  one  oC 
the  Fates,  and  that  in  a  certain  respect  she  is  more 
powerful  than  her  sisters.' — See  Pausanias,  Achaics, 
book  vii.  chap.  26,  page  346, '  Taylor's  Translation.* 

**  Grimm  has  a  remark  of  the  same  kind  on  the  dif- 
ferent destinies  of  tb«  younger  CrebiUon  and  Rousseau. 
The  former  writes  a  licentious  novel,  and  a  young 
English  girl  of  some  fortune  and  family  (a  Mj/n  Straf- 
ford) rOns  away,  and  crosses  the  sea  to  marry  him; 
while  Rousseau,  the  most  tender  tatd  passionate  of 
lovers,  is  ob%ed  to  espouse  his  chambermaid.  If  I 
recollect  riehdy,  this  remark  was  alio  repeated  in  the 
EdinburghReview  of  Grimm's  Correspondence,  seven 
ur  eight  years  ago. 

**  In  regard  '  t<^the  strange  mixture  of  indecent, 
and  sometimes  profcau  levity,  whicli  his  conduct  and 
language  often  exhibited,'  and  which  so  much  shocks 
Mr  Bowles,  I  digecl'to  the  indefinite  word  'often;* 
and  in  extenuation  of  the  occasional  occurrence  of 
I  language  it  is  to  be  recollected,  that  it  was  less 


the  tone  of  Pcpe^  than  the  tone  of  the  time.    With   ^  made  his  way,  as  a  literary  eharaeter,  with  High 


the  exception  of  the  correspondence  of  Pope  and  his 
friends,  not  many  private  letters  of  the  period  have 
come  down  to  us;  but  those,  such  as  they  are^a  few 
scattered  scraps  from  Farquhar  and  others— are  more 
indecent  and  coarse  than  any  thing  in  Pope's  letters. 
The  comedies  of  Congreve,  Vanbrugh,  Farquhar,  i 
Cibber,  &<!.,  which  naturally  attempted  to  repl^Ment 
the  manncTH  and  conversation  of  private  life,  are  de- 
cisive upon  this  point;  as  %re  also  some  of  Steele's 
papers,  and  even  Addison's,  We  all  know  what  the 
conversation  of  Sir  R.  Walpole,  for  seventeen  years 
the  prime-minister  of  the  country,  was  at  his  own 
table,  and  his  excuse  for  his  licentious  kinguage,  viz., 
'  tliat  every  body  understood  that,  but  few  oould  talk 
rationally  upon  less  oommon  topics.'  The  refioement 
of  latter  days, — which  is  perhaps  the  oonsequence  of 
vice,  which  wishes  to  niask  and  soften  itself^  as  much 
as  of  virtuous  civilization, — had  not  yet  made  suffi- 
cient progress.     Even  Johqpon,  in  his  'London/  has    _ 

two  or  three  passages  which  cannot  be  read  aloud,     it  true«  to  what  does  it  amount  ?~toan  impeachmat 
and  Addison's    ""  '  ....  ..         -      ..  ...-.»....    .i       jj 

sions." 


notion  of  the  proud*  generous  pleasure  that  must  have  I 
been  felt  in  writuif  tbcitau  I 

^  Poor  Scott  js  £oV  no  more.    In  the  exerdse  of ' 
his  vocation,  he  oonttxred  at  k&st  to  make  himself  the  f 
subject  of  a  coroner's'  mquest.    But  he  died  like  a  ' 
brave  man,  and  hiT  Hved  an  lft>le  one.    I  knew  bim  I 
personally,  though  slightly.    Although  several  yesn  | 
my  semor,  we  had  been  schoolfeUows  together  at  tbe 
*  grammar-sfihule '  (or,  as  the  Aberdonians  pronounce 
it,  *  squeal) '  of  New  Aberdeen.    He  did  rfbt  behsve 
to  me  quite  handsomely  in  his  capacity  of  editors  few  j 
years  ago^  but  he  was  under  no  obligation  to  bAsre  | 
otherwise.    The  moment  was  too  tempting  for  maaj 
friends  and  for  all  enemies.    At  a  time  when  all  mj  i 
relations  (save  one)  fell  from  roe  Uke  leaves  from  tbe  | 
tree  in  autumn  winds,  and  my  few  friends  became  stiD  • 
fewer, — when  the  whole  periodiod  press  (I  mean  tbe 
daily  and  weekly,  not  the  literary  pres^  was  let  VMt ; 
against  me  in  every  shape  of  reproach,  with  the  two  j 
strange  exceptions  (from  their  usual  opposition)  of 
the  'Coiuier'  and  'the  Examiner,' — the  paper  of  i 
whiph  Scott  had  the  direction  was  neither  the  \bM\ 
nor  the  least  vituperative.    Two  years  ago  I  met  Jiia  | 
at  Venice,  when  he  was  bowed  in  griefs  by  the  kw  of  I 
his  ion,  and  had  known,  by  experience,  the  bittemen  | 
of  domestic  privation.    He  was  then  earnest  with  me  | 
to  return  to  England ;  and  on  my  telling  him,  villi  s  I 
smile,  that  he  was  once  of  a  diflWent  opinioB,  heie- . 
plied  to  me,  *  that  he  and  others  had  been  gresi^  j   \ 
misled ;  and  that  some  pains,  and  rather  extraordiDary  i 
roeauM,  had  been  taken  to  excite  them.'    Scott  is  no  j 
more,  Jl>ut  there  are  more  than  one  living  who  were 
present  at  this  dialogue.     He  was  a  man  of  verjr  coo- 
slderable  talents,  and  of  great  acquirements.  He  bad 


success,  and  in  a  few  years.  Poor  feOow !  I  Roolfect 
his  joy  at  some  appointinent  which  he  had  drained, , 
or  was  to  obtain,  through  Sir  James  Maikintosb,  and 
which  prevented  the  further  extension  (unlcM  ^  a 
rapid  ran  to  Rome)  of  his  travels  in  Italy*  I  utk 
thought  to  what  it  wouki  conduet  him.  Peace  be 
with  him ! — and  may  all  such  other  faults  as  are 
inevitable  to  humanity  he  as  readily  forgiven  him,  as 
the  little  injury  which  he  had  done  to  one  who  n- 
spected  his  talents  and  regrets  his  )onf* 
• 

In  reference  to  some  complaints  made  by  Mr  ] 
Bowles,  m  his  Pamphlet,  of  a  charge  of  "hypo^^'x'^i 
driacism"  which  he  supposed  to  have  been  ^^^^^ 
against  him  by  his  assailant,  Mr.  Gilchrsi^  the  nope , 
vrritet  thus  proceeds ;-»  * 

**I  cannot  conceive  a  man  in  perfect  health  beiB{ 
much  a£fected  by  such  a  charge,  beoad^^his  cos- , 
plexion  and  conduct  must  amp^  refute  iL  ^st  v 


*  Drummer'   some   indelicate   allu- 


To  the  extract  that  follows  I  beg  to  call  the  parti- 
cular attention  of  the  reader.  Those  who  at  all  re- 
member the  peculiar  bitterness  and  violence  with 
which  the  g'entleman  here  commemorated  ansailed 
Lord  Byron,  at  a  crisis  when  both  his  heart  and  fame 


of  a  liver  oomAlainl.  *  I  will  teU  it  to  the  worid.  j 
exclaimed  the  learned  Smelfungus :  'you  had  better 
(^d  I)  tell  it  to  your  physician.'  There  is  i»lhi< 
dtshononrable  in  such  a  disorder,  which  i»  ""JJ* , 
peculiarly  the  malady  of  students.  It  has  been  fte 
complaint  of  the  good  and  the  wise  anH  ihrfwittji  wd  ^ 
even  of  the  gay.  Regnard,  the  author  of  the  W 
French  comedy  after  Moliere,  was  atrabilarioos,  sad ; 


were  most  vuherable,  will,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  feel  Moliere  himself  saturnine.  Dr.  John^,  Graj,  ■"  | 
a  thrill  of  pleasurable  admiration  in  reading  these  !  Burns,  were  aU  more  or  le*  affected  by  it  oocasiooW'! 
sentences,  such  as  ak)oe  can  convey  any  adequate  :it  was  the  prelude  to  the  more  aw  fulmabdy  of  C«ii<^ 
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C6wper»  Swift,  and  Smart;  but  it  by  no  means 
:    fioOows  that  a  p&rtial  affliction  of  this  disorder  is  to 
Icnunate  like  Iheirs.     But  eren  were  it  so, 

'  Hot  belt,  nor  wisest,  are  exempt  from  thee ; 
F0U7— PoUy's  only  free.* 
'*  PENROSE. 

♦♦♦*♦♦♦.  Mendehlson  and 
B«yle  were  at  times  so  orercome  with  this  depression 
as  to  be  obliged  to  recur  to  seeing  *  puppet-shows,' 
and  'counting  tiles  upoa  the  opposite  houses/  to 
dirert  thraiselTes.  Dr.  Johnson,  at  time^  *  would 
bare  aten  a  limb  to  recoYer  his  spirits.' 

♦        ♦♦♦♦♦ 

"In  page  14  we  have  a  hurge  assertion  that  •'  the 

Eloisa  abne  is  sufficient  to  conrict  him  (Pope)  of 

gross  licentiousness*    Thus,  out  it  comes  at  last — 

Mr.  B.  iioes  accuse  Pope  of  *  gross  licentiousness,' 

and  pounds  the  charge  upon  a  tPoem.    The  iicen- 

I  tsamsHSss  is  a  'grand  peut-^tre,'  according  to  the 

,  torn  of  the  dmes  being  t-^the  grossness  I  deny.    On 

'  the  contrary,  I  do  belie?e  that  such  a  subject  ne?er 

was,  nor  erer  could  be,  treated  by  any  poet  with  so 

;  iMcb  delicacy  mingled  with,  at  the  same  time,siich 

i  tme  and  intense  passion.    Is  the  *■  Atys*  of  Catullus 

\  Ueentious  ?    No,  nor  CTen  gross ;  and  yet  CatuUus 

I  B  often  a  coarse  writer.    The  subject  is  nearly  the 

*  same,  except  that  Atys  was  the  suicide  of  his  manhood, 

I  and  AIM^^  the  Tictim. 

I  *<  Hie  *  licentiousness'  of  the  story  was  not  Pope's, 
—it  was  a  fact.  All  that  it  had  of  gross  he  has 
softened ;  all  that  it  had  of  indelicate  he  has  purified ; 
an  that  it  had  of  passionate  he  has  beautified ;  all  that 
it  had  of  holy  he  has  hallowed.  Mr.  CampbflU  has 
admirably  marked  this  in  a  few  words  (I  quote  from 
I  memory},  in  drawing  the  distinction  between  Pope 
t  and  Dryden,  and  pointing  out  where  Dryden  was 
wanting,  *  I  fear/  tays  hd) '  that  had  the  subject  of 
*  Eloisa'  fallen  into  his  (Dryden's,  hands)  he  would 
bare  given  ns  but  a  coarse  draft  of  her  passion.' 
Never  was  the  delicasy  of  Pope  so  muob  shown  as  in 
tips  poHnI  With  the  facts  and  the  letters  of  *  Eloisa' 
he  has  done  what  no  other  miud  but  that  of  the  best 
and  purest  of  poets  could  have  accomplished  with 
sueh  materials.  Ovid,  Sappho  (in  the  Ode  called 
hers) — all  that  we  have  of  ancient,  all  that  wa  have 
of  modem  poetry*  sinks  into  nothing  compared  with 
him  in  this  proiluction. 

**  Let  ns  bear  no  more  of  this  trash  about '  Hcentious- 
jiAb.'  Is  not  'JUiacreon'  taught  io  our  schools? — 
traorialed,  praised,  and  edited?  *  *  m  *  * 
aed  are  the  English  schools  or  the  English  women 
the  more  corrupt  for  all  this?  When  you  have 
thrown  the  ancients  into  the  fire,  it  will  be  time  to 
denounce  the  moderns.  *  Licentiousness !' — there  is 
more  real  mischief  and  sapping  licentiousness  in  a 
single  French  prose  norel,  in  a  Moravian  hymn,  or  a 
German  comedy,  than  in  all  the  actual  poetry  that 
ever  was  penned  or  poured  forth  since  the  rliapsodies 
of  Orpheus.  The  sentimental  anatomy  of  Rousseau 
and  Mad.'  de  S.  are  far  more  formidable  than  any 
quantity  of  verse.  They  are  so,  because  they  sap 
the  principfts  by  reasoning  upon  the  passions; 
whereas  poetry  is  in  itself  passion,  and  docs  not 
systematize.  It  assails,  but  does  not  argue;  it  may 
be  wrong,  but  it  does  not  assume  pretensions  to 
optimisni«*' 


Mr  Bowles  having,  in  his  pamphlet,  complained  of 
some  anonymous  communication  which  he  had  re- 
ceived. Lord  Byron  thus  comments  on  Che  circum- 
stance:— 

^I  agree  with  Mr  B.  that  the  intention  was  tov 
annoy  him ;  but  I  fear  that  this  was  answered  by  his 
notice  of  the  reception  of  the  criticism.  An  anony- 
mous writer  has  but  one  means  of  knowing  the  effect 
of  his  attack,  hi  this  he  has  the  superiority  over 
the  viper;  he  knows  that  his  poison  has  taken  effect 
when  he  hears  the  victim  cry ;— the  adder  is  deqf. 
The  best  reply  to  an  anonymous  intimation  is  to 
take  no  notice  directly  nor  indirectly. '  I  wish  Mr  B. 
could  see  only  one  or  two  of  the  thousand  which  I 
have  received  in  the  course  of  a  literary  life,  which, 
though  begun  early,  has  not  yet  extended  to  a  third 
part  of  his  existence  as  an  author.  I  speak  of  literary 
life  only ;— were  I  to  add  -personal,  I  might  double 
the  amount  of  anonymous  letters.  If  he  could  but 
see  the  violence,  the  threats,  the  absurdity  of  |he 
whole  thing,  lie  would  laugh,  and  so  should  I,  and 
thus  be  both  gainers. 

^  To  keep  up  the  farce,  within  the  last  month  of 
this  present  writing  (1821),  I  have  had  my  life  threat- 
ened  in  the  same  way  which  menaccdl  Mr  B.'s  fame, 
excepting  that  the  anonymous  denunciation  was 
addressed  to  the  Cardinal  Legate  of  Romagna,  instead 
of  to  *  *  *  *.  I  append  the  menace  in  all  its  barbaric 
but  literal  Italian,  that  Mr  B.  may  be  convinced ;  and 
as  this  is  tlie  only  'promise  to  pay'  which  the  ItsJians 
ever  keep,  so  my  person  has  been  at  least  as  much 
exposed  to  *a  shot  in  the  gloamiqg'  from  *John 
Heathtrblutter!  (see  Wavtfley^  as  ever  Mr  B.'s  glory 
was  from  an  editor.  I  am,  nevertheless,  on  horsebaofc 
lAnd  k>nely  for  some  hours  {one  of  them  twilight)  in 
the  forest  daily ;  and  this,  because  it  was  my  'custom 
in  the  aftemoooi'  and  that  I  believe  if  the  tyrant 
cannot  escape  amidst  his  guards  (should  it  be  so 
written)*  so  the  humbler  individual  would  find  pre- 
cautions useless." 

The  foUowing  just  tribute  to  my  Reverend  friend's 
merits  as  a  poet  I  have  peculiar  pleasure  li  extract- 
ing:— 

^Mr  Bowles  has  no  raason  to  *  succumb'  but  to 
Mr  Bowles.  As  a  poet,  the  author  of '  the  Mission- 
ary' may  compete  with  the  foremost  of  his  cotem* 
porailes.  L«t  it  be  recollected,  that  all  my  previous 
opinions  of  Mr  Bowles's  poetry  were  written  long 
before  the  publication  of  bis  last  and  best  poem ;  and 
that  a  poet's  last  poem  should  be  his  best,  is  his 
highest  praise.  But,  however, 'he  may  duly  and 
honourably  rank  with  his  living  rivals,  &c   &c. 

&C.'' 

Among  various  Addenda  for  this  pamphlet,  sent  at 
different  times  to  Mr  Murray,  I  find  the  following 
curious  passages : — 

**  It  is  worthy  of  remark  that,  after  all  this  outcry 
about  ''indoor  nature'  and  'artificial  images,'  Pope 
was  the  principal  inventor  of  that  boast  of  the  English, 
Modem  Gardening.  He  divides  this  honour  with 
Milton.  Hear  Warton: — ^"It  hence  appears  that 
this  enchanting  art  of  modem  gardening,  in  which 
this  kingdom  claims  a  preference  over  every  nation 
in  Europe,  chiefly  owes  its  origin  and  its  improve- 
ments to  two  great  poets,  Milton  and  Pope* 
t   **  Walpole  (no  friend  to  Pope)  asserts  that  Pope 
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formed  Ktnft  taste,  and  that  Kent  was  the  artist 
to  whom  the  English  are  chieBj  indebted  for  diffusmg 
*  a  taste  in  laying  out  grounds.'  The  design  of  the 
Prince  of  Wales's  garden  was  copied  from  Pop9*9  at 
Twickenham.  Warton  applauds  '  his  singular  effort 
of  art  and  taste,  in  impressing  so  much  Tariety  and 
scenery  on  a  spot  of  fire  acres.'  Pope  was  ihefirtt 
who  ridiculed  the  '  formal,  French,  Dutch,  ialse^and 
unnatural  taste  in  gardening,'  both  in  prose  and  verse. 
(See,  for  the  former,  *  (he  Guardian.') 

*^  'Pope  haftgifen  not  o&Iy  some  of  our^Srt^  but  best 
rules  and  observations  on  Arckiiecivre  and  Gar- 
dening.* (See' Warton^  Essay,  vol.  ii.  p.  237,  ^. 
&c.) 

^  Now,  is  it  not  a  sfcame,  after  this,  to  hear  our 
Lakers  in  *  Kendal  green,'  and  our  BucoUoal  Cock- 
neys, crying  out  (the  latter  in  a  wilderness  of  bricks 
and  iliortar)  about  *  Nature,'  and  Pope's  *  artificial 
in-door  habits?'  Pope  hod  seen  all  of  nature  that 
England  alone  can  supply.  He  was  bred  m  Windsor 
Forest,  and  amidst' the  beautiful  scenery  of  Eton; 
he  lived  familiarly  and  frequently  at  the  country  sefits 
of  Bathurst,  Cobham,  Burlington,  Peterborough, 
Digby,  and  Bolingbroke ;  amongst  who«e  seats  was  to 
be  numbered  SUnoe.  He  made  his  own  little  '  five 
acres'  a  model  to  Princes,  and  to  the  first  of  our  artists 
who  imitated  nature.  Warton  thmks  *  that  the  most 
engaging  of  Kent*8  works  was  abo  planned  on  the 
model  of  Pop^'s^-^t  leaiit  in  the  opening  and  retiring 
shades  of  Venus's  Vale.' 

**  It  is  true  that  Pope  was  mfirm  and  deformed; 
but  he  could  walk,  and  he  could  ride  (he  rode  to 
Oxford  from  London  at  a  siretch),  and. he  was  (amous 
for  an  exquisite  eye.  On  a  tree  at  Lord  Bathurst's 
is  carved, '  Here  Pope  sang/ — he  composed  beneatb* 
it  Bolingbroke,  in  one  of  his  letters,  represents  them 
both  writfaig  in  the  hay  field.  No  poet  ever  admired 
Nature  more,  or  used  her  better,  than  Pope  has 
done,  as  I  will  undertake  to  prove  from  his  works, 
prose  and  verse,  if  not  anticipated  in  so  easy  and 
agreeable  a  labour.  I  remember  a  passage  in  Wal- 
pole,  somnnrhere,  of  a  gentleman  who  wished  to  give 
directions  about  some  ,wiIIows  to  a  man  who  had 
loig  served  Pope  in  his  grounds : '  I  understand,  sir,' 
he  replied:  'you  would  have  them  hang  down,  sir, 
somewhai  poeiicai*  Now  if  nothing  existed  but 
'this  little  anecdote,  it  would  suffice  to  prove  I|»pe's 
taste  for  Nature,  and  the  impression  which  he  had* 
nuule  on  a  common-minded  man.  But  I  hate 
already  quoted  Warton  and  Walpole  {both  his 
enemies),  and,  wer^it  necessary,  I  could  amply  quote ' 
Pope  himself  for  such  tributes  to  Nature  as  no  poet 
of  the  present  day  has  even  approached. 

"•  His  various  excellence  is  really  wonderful :  ar- 
diitecture,  painting,  gardening ,^a\i  are  alike  sulqect 
to  his  genius.  Be  it  remembered,  that  English  gar- 
defiimg  is  the  purposed  perfectioning  of  niggard 
Nature,  and  that  without  it  Engkind  is  but  a  hedge- 
aad-ditoh,  double-post- and-rail,  Hounslow-heath  and 
Clapham-common  sort  of  oountry,  since  the  princi- 
pal forests  have  been  felled.  It  is,  in  general,  for 
from  a  picturesque  countiy.  The  case  is  different 
with  Scotland,  Wales,  and  Irekmd;  and  I  except 
also  the  kike  counties  and  Derbyshire,  together  with 
Eton,  Wuidsor,  and  my  own  dear  Harrow  on  the 
HiU,  and  some  spots  near  the  coast.    In  the  preaenu 


rank  fertility  of 'great  poets  of  the  age,'  and  *sdiooli 
of  poetry'— -a  worid  which,  like  '  scbeob  of  eloqoeooe' 
and  of  *  philosophy,'  is  never  introduced  till  the  decaj 
of  the  art  has  increased  with  the  number  of  its  pro- 
fessors— in  the  present  day,  then,  there  have  spruog 
up  two  sorts  of  Naturals ; — the  Lakers,  who  whine 
about  Nature  because  they  live  in  Cumberiand;  tad 
th^ir  uniter-sect  (which  some  one  has  maKcioa^f 
called  the  '  Cockney  School'),  who  are  endrasiulical 
for  the  countfy  because  they  lire  in  London.  It  ii 
to  he  observed,  that  the  rustical  founders  ire  nlhcf 
anxious  to  disclaim  any  connexion  with  their  nc 
politon  followers,  whom  they  ungraciously  review, 
and  call  cockneys,  atheists,  foolish  feBows,  bsd  wri- 
ters, and  other  hard  names  not  less  nngnUcful  thai 
unjust.  I  can  understand  ihe  'prelentiau  of  tlM 
aquatic  gentlemen  of  Windermere  to  What  Mr  B  ** 
terms  *  entusumusy^*  for  lakes,  and  mountains,  asd 
daffodils,  and  buttercups;  but  I  shouM  be  ghd  to 
be  apprized  of  the  foundation  of  the  tMidoa  pie* 
peosities  of  their  imitative  brethren  to  the  same  *  high 
aigument.'  Southey,  Wordsworth,  and  Coleridge 
have  rambled  over  half  Europe,  and  seea  Nature  ii 
most  of  her  varieties  (although  I  think  that  they  bare 
occasionally  not  used  her  very  well] ;  but  what  w 
earih — of  earth,  and  sea,  and  Nature—have  the 
others  seen?  Not  a  half,  nor  a  tenth  part  so  nncfa 
as  Pope.  While  they  sneer  at  his  Whidior  FsRit, 
have  they  ever  seen  any  thing  of  Windsor  except  ill 
bricic?        ♦        *        ♦ 

'^  When  they  Jiave  really  seen  Kfe--wheB  they  hare 
felt  it— when  they  have  travelied  beyond  the  far 
distant  boundaries  of  the  wilds  of  Middlesex— whca 
they  have  overpassed  the  Alps  of  Iligbgate,  asd 
traced  to  its  sources  the  Nile  of  tlie  New  River— 
then,  and  not  till  then,  can  it  properijr  be  pemitied 
to  them  to  despise  Pope^jWho  had,  if  not  m  Wakii 
been  near  it,  when  he  described,  so  beau^lj  the 
*•  artyicial  works  of  the  Benefoctor  «f  Nature  and 
mankind,  the  *Man  of  Ross,'  whose  picture  ^ 
suspended  in  the  parlour  of  the  inn,  I  ha#  IP  o&0 
contemplated  vrith^rcvefcnce  for  his  memory,  sM 
admiration  of  the  poet,  without  whom  even  his  owa 
still  existmg  good  works  could  hard)|r  hai|»preseiicd 
his  honest  renown.     *  *        *        ♦       *      * 

**  If  they  had  said  nothing  of  Pope,  they  might  have 
remained  *  alone  vrith  their  gk)iy'  for  aught  I  Aodd 
have  said  or  thought  about  them  or  their  vaaaae. 
But  if  they  interfere  with  the  little* Nightingale' «■ 
Tvrickenbam,  they  may  find  others  who  wili  bear  i^ 
J  won't.  Neither  time,  nor  distance,  nor  grieC  of 
age,  can  ever  diminish  my  veneration  for  him,  who  a 
the  great  moral  poet  of  all  times,  of  ( H  climes,  of  aO 
feelings,  and  of  aQ  stages  of  existence.  The  deigbt 
of  my  boyhood,  the  study  of  my  manhood,  peihapi 
(if  allowed  to  me  to  attain  it)  he  may  be  the  ooaio* 
lation  of  my  age.  His  poetry  is  the  Book  of  Life 
Without  canting,  and  yet  without  negleelkig,  Ti&f»% 
Jie  has  assembled  all  that  a  good  and  great  naness 
gaUier  together  of  moral  wisdom  cfothed  in  cdhsdws*** 
beauty.    Sir  WSIiam  Temple  observaL*  That  of  all 

the  members  of  mankind  that  live  withiMe  ^'^'^^ 
of  a  thousand  y^ars,  for  one  man  that  is  bora  capsw 
of  makmg  a  great  poet,  there  may  be  a  thousMi^ 
capable  of  making  as  great  genendsand  niaiiltftv 
state  as  any  in  story.'    Here  is  a  statesmaa's  opiw" 
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6i  poetry :  it  it  honourable  to  him  and  to  the  art. 
Such  a  'poet  of  a  thousand  years'  was  Pcpe,  A 
ifcooMiid  years  will  roll  away  before  sudi  another  can 
be  hoped  for  in  our  literature.  But  it  can  wtmi 
Aeoi — he  himself  is  a  literature. 

"One  word  upon  his  so  brutallf  abused  translataon 
of  Hcmer.  '  Or  Clarke,  whose  critical  exactness  is 
wdl  known,  has  not  been  'able  to  point  out  aboVe 
three  or  four  mistakes  in  the  sense  through  the  whole 
Oad.  Ike  real  fiuillsof  the  translation  ar^of  a  dif- 
feicot  kind.'  So  says  Wartoip,  himself  a  schobr. 
Il  appears  by  this,  then,  that  he  avoided  the  chief 
fiuU  of  a  translator.  As  to  its  other  faults,  thej^oon- 
sist  in  his  haTing  made  a  beautiful  English  poem  of  a 
sabKne  Oreek  one*  It  will  always  hold.  Cowper 
apd  all  the  rest  of  the  blank  pretenders  may  do  their 
best  and  their  worst :  they  w31  nerer  wrench  Pope 
from  the  hands  of  a  single  reader  of  sense  and  feeling. 

''The  grand  distinction  of  the  under  forms  of  the 
new  Mfhool  of  poets  is  their  vulgarity.  By  this  I  do 
not  mean  that  ^ey  are  coarse^  but  *  shabbj-genteel,' 
as  it  is  ttfmed.  A  man  may  be  coarse  and  yet  ntft 
wdgar^  and  the  rererse.  Bums  b  often  coarM,  but 
we%tr  vulgar.  ChattertonisneyerTulgar,  nor  Words* 
worth,  nor  the  higher  of  the  Lake  school,  though  they 
treat  of  low  life,  in  all  its  branches.  It  is  in  their 
Jtuerp  that  the  new  under  school  are  most  vulgar, 
and  tbey  may  be  known  by  this  at  once ;  as  what  we 
eaOed  at  Harrow  'a  Sunday  bkK>d'  might  be  easily 
distinguished  from  a  gentleman,  although  his  ck>theft 
might  be  the  better  cut,  and  his  boots  the  best  bhu^- 
coed,  of  the  two; — ^probably  because  he  made  the 
one  or  cleaned  the  other  .with  his  own  hands. 

^  In  the  present  case,  I  speak  of  writing,  not  of 
pcnons.  Of  the  latter,  I  know  nothing ;  of  the  for- 
mer, I  judge  as  it  is  found.  *  «  «  «  They  may,  be 
hoDOoriible  and  gentlemanly  men,  for  what  I  know, 
bat  the  tatter  quality  is  studiously  excluded  from  their 
^  publications.  They  rerabd  me  of  Mr  Smith  and  the 
Mim  Bro^ghtons  at  flie  Hampstead  Assembly,  in 
*Brdma.'  In  these  things  (b  prirate  life,  at  least), 
I  pretend  to  some  small  experience;  because,  in  the 
coarse  of  my  youth,  I  haye  seen  a  littte  of  all  so^  of 
sodefy,  from  thet^rbtian  prbce  and  the  Mussulman 
saltan  and  pacha,  and  the  higher  ranks  of  their  coun- 
tries, down  to  the  London  boxer,  the  ^  flash  and 
the  eweUt  the  Spanish  muleteer,  the  wandering 
IHirkiah  deorise,  the  Scotch  highbnder,  and  the  AI- 
blnaa  robber;-4o  saj  nothing  of  the  curious  varieties 
of  Itahao  social  life.  Far  be  it  from  me  to  presume 
that  there  are  now,  or  can  be,  such  a  thing  as  an 
arieiceraey  of  poets;  but  there  is  a  nobility  of 
thought  and  of  style,  open  to  all  stations,  and  derived 
partly  from  talent,  and  partly  from  education, — ^which 
b  to  be  found  b  Shakspeare,  and  Pope,  and  Bums, 
■o  leas  than  b  Dante  and  Alien,  but  which  b  no- 
where to  be  perceived  m  the  mock  birds  and  bards  of 
Mr  Hunt's  Iktle  chorus.  If  I  were  asked  to  define 
what  thb  gentlemanliness  b,  I  should  ray  that  it  b 
ody  to  be  defined  by  esamplee—oi  those  who  have 
it,  and  those  who  have  il  not.  In  life,  I  should  say 
that  most  military  men  have  it,  and  few  naval;  that 
scfTcral  men  of  rank  have  it,  and  few  kwyers ;  that  it 
b  man  frequent  among  authors  than  divines  (when 
they  are  not  pedants);  that /eiM^tfi^iiBSters  have 
■offit  of  it  than  dandng-masters,  and  aingeri  than 


pbyers ;  and  that  (if  it  be  not  an  Irishism  to  say  so)  | 
it  b  fiur  more  genemUy  diffused  among- women  than  i 
among  men.    In  poetry,  as  well  as  writing  m  gene-  ! 
ml,  it  will  never  make  entirely  a  poet  or  a  poem ;  but  j 
neither  poet  nor  poem  will  ever  be  good  for  any  thrag  { 
without  it    It  b  the  salt  of  sodety,  and  the  season-  ! 
ing  of  oompositbn.     Vulgarity  b  far  worse  than  ; 
downright  blackguardism;  for  the  btter  compre-  * 
hends  wit,  humourv  and  strong  sense  at  times ;  while  | 
the  former  b  a  sad  abortive  attempt,At  all  things,  | 
*signifjing  nothing.'    It  does  not  depend  upon  low 
themes,  or  even  low  language,  for  Fieldbg  revels  in 
both ; — but  b  he  ever  vulgar  f    No.     You  see  the 
man  of  education,  the  gentleman,  and  the  scholar, 
sporting  with  hb  subject,-— its  master,  not  its  sbve. 
Your  vulgar  vrriter  b  always  most  vu^r,  the  higher 
hb  subject;  as  the  man  who  showed  the  m^iagerie 
at  Pidcoct's  was  wont  to  say,  VThb,  gentlemen,  b 
the  Eagle  of  the  Smi^  from  Archanfel  m  Russb :  the 
otterer  it  b,  the  igherer  he  flies,*''* 

In  a  note  on  a  passage  rebtive  to  Pope's  Knes  upon 
Lady  Mary  W.  Montague,  he  8ay»— 

^  I  think  that  I  could  show,  if  necessary,  that  Lady 
Mary  W.  Mootague  was  also  greatly  to  bbme  in  that 
quarrel,  not  for  having  rejected,  but  for  having  en- 
couraged him ;  but  I  would  rathe»  decline  the  task 
— though  sb0  should  have  remembered  her  own  line, 
*  He  comes  too  near,  that  comes  to  be  denied.*  I 
admim  her  so  much—her  beauty,  her  talents— that  I 
should  do  thb  reluctantly.  I,  besides,  am  so  attached 
to  the  v^  name  of  Mary,  that  as  Johnson  once 
said,  *  If  you  called  a  do|  Harvey,  I  should  love 
him ; '  so,  if  you  were  to  call  a  female  of  the  same 
species  *Mary,'  I  should  k>ve  it  better  than  others 
(biped  or  quadmped)  of  the  mme  sex  with  a  diffe- 
rent appellation.  She  was  an  extraordinary  woman : 
she  could  transble  Epictetus,  and  yet  write  a  song 
worthy  of  Aristippus.    The  lines, 

'  And  when  the  long  boors  of  the  public  sie  paH, 
^nd  we  m«et,  with  champaifne  aiid  ■  chicken,  at  last, 
Mqy  erery  fond  pleasure  that  moment  endear  I 
Be  banlih'd  aftir  both  discretion  and  fear  I 
Forgetting  or  scorning  the  airs  of  the  crowd, 
He  maj  cease  to  be  format,  and  I  to  be  proud, 
TiU,*&c.,&c. 

Thertf,  Mr  Bowles?— what  my  yeu  to  such  a  supper 
with  Buoh  a  woman?  and  her  own  description  tooP 
Is  not  her  *  champaigne  and  chicken*  worth  a  forest 
or  two?  Is  .it  not  poetry?  It  appears  to  me  that 
thb  Stan  A  contams  the  *purSe'  of  the  itrhole  philo- 
sophy of  Epburus : — I  mean  the  practical  pbibso- 
phy  of  hb  school,  not  the  precepts  of  the  amster ;  for 
I  have  been  too  long  at  the  university  not  to  know  that 
the  philosopher  was  himself  a  modemte  man.  But 
after  all,  would  not  some  of  us  have  been  as  great 
foob  as  Pope  ?  For  my  part,  I  wonder  that,  with 
hb  quick  feelings,  her  coquetry,  and  Mb  dimppobt- 
ment,  he  did  no  more, — instead  of  writing  sonte  lines, 
which  are  to  be  coq<temned  if  fiidse,  and  regretted  if 
troc." 
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LETTER  CX^CCXXIV. 

TO  MR  ROPFNEIU 

•  RaTenna.  May  Hth.  1821. 

'^  If  I  had  but  known  your  notion  about  Switzerland 
before,  I  should  have  adopted  it  at  once.  As  it  is,  I 
shall  let  the  child  remain  m  her  convent,  where  she 
seems  healthj  and  happy,  for  the  present ;  but  I  shall 
-feel  much  obliged  if  you  will  inquire,  when  you  are 
in  the  cantons,  about  the  usual  and  better  modes  of 
education  there  for  females,  and  let  me  know  the 
result  of  your  opinions.  It  is  some  consolation  that 
both  Mr  and  Mrs  Sh^ey  have  written  to  approve 
entirely  my  placing  the  child  with  the  nuns  for  the 
preset.  I  can  refer  to  my  whole  conduct,  as  having 
neither  spared  carc^  kindness,  nor  expense,  since  the 
child  was  sent  to  me.  The  people  may  say  what 
thfy  please,  I  musi  content  myself  with  not  deserving 
(in  this  instance)  that  they  should  speak  ill. 

''The  place  is  a  country  town,  in  a  gfod  air, 
where  there  is  a  large  esUblishment  for  education, 
and  many  children,  some  of  considerable  rank,  placed 
in  it  As  a  ctmntry  town,  it  it  less  liable  to  objec- 
tions of  every  kind.  It  has  always  appeared  to  me, 
that  the  moral  defect  in  Italy  does  noi  proceed  from 
a  conventual  educatioo,— because,  to  my  certain 
knowledge,  they  come  out  of  their  convents  innocent 
even  to  ignorance  of  moral  evil, — ^but  to  the  state  of 
society  into  which  they  are  directly  plunged  on  coming 
out  of  it.  It  'is  like  cKlucating  an  infant  oif  a  moun- , 
tain-top,  and  then  taking  liim  to  the  sea  and  throwing 
him  into  it  and  desiring  him  to  swim.  The  evil,  how- 
ever, though  still  too  general,  is  partly  wearing 
away,  a^  the  women  are  more  permitted  to  mairy 
from  attachment :  this  is,  I  beUeve,  the  case  also  in 
France,  And,  after  all,  what  is  the  higher  sooiety  of 
England  ?  According  to  my  own  experience,  and  to 
all  that  I  have  seen  and  heard  (and  I  have  lived  there 
in  the  very  highest  and  what  is  caDed  the  best\  no 
way  of  life  can  be  more  corrupt.  In  Italy,  however, 
it  is,  or  rather  uhu,  more  eystematized ;  but  now, 
they  themselves  are  ashamed  of  regular  Serventism. 
In  England,  the  only  homage  which  th^  pay  to  virtue 
is  hypocrisy.  I  apeak  of  course  of  the  tone  of  high 
life,— the  middle  ranks  may  be  very  virtuous. 

**  I  have  not  got  any  copy  (nor  have  yet  had)  cl 
the  letter  on  Bowles ;  of  course  I  should  be  delighted 
to  flend  it  to  you.  How  is  Mrs  H.?  well  again,  I 
hope.  Let  me  know  when  you  set  out.  Itegrelthat 
I  cannot  meet  you  in  the  Bernese  Alps  this  summer, 
at  I  once  iMped  and  intended.  Wi(h  my  best  respects 
to  madam, 

"  I  Hm  ever,  &c. 

**  P.S.  I  gave  to  a  musicianer  a  letter  for  you  some 
tone  ago— has  he  presented  himself?  Perhaps  you 
couM  introduce  him  to  the  lograms  and  other  dilet- 
tanti. He  is  simple  and  unassuming— tvM>  strange 
things  in  his  profession — and  he  fiddles  like  Orpheus 
himself  or  Amphion:  'til  a  pity  that  he  can't  make 
Venice  dance  away  from  the  brutal  tyrant  who 
tramples  upon  it.** 


LETTER  CCCCXXV. 

TO  MR  MOBRAT. 

«llIa]rMth.iaL    | 

*^  A  Milan  paper  states  that  the  play  has  beei  | 
represented  and. universally  condemned.    Ai  i 
strance  has  been  vain,  complaint  would  be  \ 
I  presume,  however,  for  your  own  sake  (if  not  fbr ' 
mine),  that  you  and  .my  other  friends  will  hsTe  it  ^ 
l(>ast  published  my  different  protests  against  its  bog  * 
broifght  upon  the  stage  at  all;  and  have  showa  tbtt 
Eniston  (in  spit*  of  the  writer)  forced  it  upoo  tke 
theatre.  It  would  be  nonsense  to  say  that  this  has  bM 
vexed  me  a  good  deal,  but  I  am  not  dejected,  sad  1 
shall  not  take  the  usual  resource  of  blamiog  the  publie 
(which  was  in  the  right),  or  my  friends  for  not  pre- 
venting — what  they  could  not  help,  nor  ^  neither-a  | 
forced  representation  by  a  speculatiog  manager.  It 
V  a  pity  that  you  did  not  show  them  its  uif/lfoeMfor  ^ 
the  stage  before  the  play  was  published^  and  exact 
a  promise  from  the  managers  not  to  act  it.    la  ca« 
of  their  refusal,  we  would  not  have  poblisbed  it  all 
But  this  is  too  hUe.  | 

"Yoois.  ' 

*"  P.9.  I  enclose  Bfr  Bowles's  letters;  thank Iiiaia 
my  name  for  their  candour  and  kindnest.^Abo  a 
letter  for  Hodgson,  which  pray  forward.  <«  The  Mflaa 
paper  states  that  I  *  brouglif  forward  tAepkfH!'  j 
This  is  pleasanter  still.  But  don*t  let  youiwV 
be  worried  about  it;  and  if  (as  is  likely)  the  foflf  o^ ; 
Elliston  'checks  the  sale,  I  am  ready  to  make  aiv 
deduction,  or  the  entire  cancel  of  your  agreenent. 

''You  win  of  OQurse  not  pnbliah  mj  defeaearfj 
Gikihrist,  aa,  after  Bowles's  good  humour  npoa  Ik  j 
subject,  it  would  be  too  savage.  .  i 

"  Let  roe  hear  from  you  the  particulars  ;w,ujH, 
I  have  only  the  simple  fact 

"  If  you  knew  trhat  I  have  had  to  go  throngk  here, 
onacoountof  the  failure  of  those  rascally  Nespobaai, 
you  would  be  amused :  but  it  is  now  apparently  oftf. 
Ther  seemed  disposed  to  throw  the  Fhotopn)^  »^ 
pkins  of  these  parts  upon  me  chiefly." 

LETTER  CCCCXXVI.  j 

TO  MR  MOOBB. 

"  If  aqy  part  of  the  letter  to  Bowles  has  (auiBiSj 
tiooally,  as  far  as  I  remember  the  contenia)  w"*  j 
you,  you  are  fully  avenged;  for  I  see  "by  tf  ft*^ , 
paper  that,  notwithstanding  all  my  winoarta*^  i 
tbroii^  all  my  friends  (and  yourself  among  ^'^  \ 
the  managcis  pefsis|^  in  attempting  Ae  ^'Hr^  i 
and  that  it  has  been  '  unanimousfy  Wmedl^  Jff  I 
is  the  consolatory  phrase  of  ihe  Milan  paper  (^  | 
detests  me  cordially  and  abuses  me,  ob  all  "^•jT  ! 
as  a  Uberal),  with  die  addition,  that  /*  hroogUH* ; 
play  out'  of  my  own  good  will.  ,  | 

"All  this  is  vexatious  enough,  and seean » •»** ! 
dramatic  Calvinism— predestined  damnation,  vu^"  j 
a  sinner's  own  Cault.    I  took  all  the  pains  po»y ' 
tal  could  m  prevent  thb  inetitable  cata*^*"^ 
partly  by  appeals  of  all  kinds  yp  to  tbeLofd  Cba»- , 
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berkid,  and  partly  to  the  fellows  thenuelres.  But, 
as  remoDStnuice  was  Tain,  oomplaint  is  useless.  I 
do  not  uodentand  it— for  Murray's  l^ter  of  the  34th, 
and  all  his  preceding  ones,  gare  me  the  strongest 
bopea  that  there  would  be  no  representation.  lAs 
jet,  I  know  nothing  but  the  &ct,  which  I  presume 
to  be  true,  as  the  date  is  Paris,  and  the  30th.  They 
■lost  bare  been  in  a  hell  of  a  hurry  for  this  damna- 
tiOB,  since  I  did  not  even  know  that  it  was  published  j 
and,  without  its  being  first  published,  the  histrions 
could  not  hare  got  hold  of  it.  Any  one  might  have 
aeen,  at  a  glance,  that  it  was  utterly  ififpracticable 
for  ihe  stage ;  and  this  little  accident  will  by  no  means 
enhance  its  merit  m  the  closet. 

**  Weil,  patience  is  a  virtue,  and,  I  suppose,  prac-, 
tioe  win  make  it  perfect.  Since  last  year  (spring, 
that  is)  I  have  kwt  a  kwsuit,  of  great  importance^  on 
Rochdale  collieries — have  occ^oned  a  divorce — ^have 
bad  mj  poesy  disparaged  by  Murray  a^d  the  critics— 
mj  fortune  refused  to  be  placed  on  an  advantageous 
settlement  (in  Ireland)  by  the  trustees— my  life  threat- 
aed  last  month  (they  put  about  a  paper  here  to  ex- 
cite an  attempt  at  my  assassination,  on  account  of 
politics^  and  a  notion  which  the  priests  disseminated 
that  1  vras  in  a  league  against  the  Germans)^ — and, 
finafly*  my  mother-in-ktw  recovered  last  fortnight, 
and  my  play  was  damned  hut  week !  These  are  like 
*the  eigbt-aod-twenty  misfortunes  of  Harlequb.' 
Bat  they  must  be  borne*  If  I  give  in,  it  shall  be 
after  keeping  up  a  spirit  at  least.  I  should  not  have 
cared  so  much  about  {$,  if  our  southern  neighbours 
had  not  bungled  us  all  out  of  freedom  for  these  five 
hundred  yeanrto  come. 


form  in  the  Gazette  of  Milau,  &e.  I  wrote  to  >ou 
a  week  ago  on  the  subject. 

^  Now  I  should  be  glad  to  know  x\hat  compensa- 
tion Mr  Elliston  would  make  me,  not  onl>  for  drag- 
ging my  writings  on  the  Stage  in  Jive  dajs,  but  for 
being  th^  cause  that  I  was  kept  for  four  days  (from 
Sunday  to  'INiursday  morning,  the  only  post-days)  in 
the  belitf  that  the  tragedy  had  been  Hctoi  and 
*  unanimously  hissed ;'  and  this  with  the  addition  that 
/ '  had  brought  it  upon  the  stage,'  and  consequently 
that  none  ofwy  frieods  had  attended  to  my  request  to 
the  contrary.  Suppose  that  I  had  burst  a  blood-vessel 
like  John  Keats,  or  blown  my  brains  out  in  a  fit  of 
rage, — neither  of  which  would  have  been  unlikely  a 
few  years  ago.  At  present  I  am,  luckily,  calmer  than 
I  uied  to  be,  and  yet  I  would  not  pass  tliose  four  days 
owr  again  for — 1  know  not  what,* 

**  I  wrote  to  you  to  keep  up  your  spirits,  for  re- 
proacli  is  useless  always,  and  irritating — but  my  feel- 
ings were  svery  much  hurt,  to  be  dragged  like  a  glft- 

*  The  account,  given  by  Bfadame  Gaiccioll  of  hit  ahxiety 
on  fliislkcaaion  (ally  corrobonites  his  own :— ■  His  quiet 
was,  in  spite  of  ^isoself,  often  distnrtNid  by  public  erents, 
and  by  the  attacks  which*  prindpally  in  his  character  of 
author*  the  journals  levelled  at  him.  In  ^in  did  he  protest 
that  he  was  indifferent  to  these  attacks.  The  impression 
was,  it  is  true,  but  momentary*  and  be,  fhmi  a  feeling  of 
noble  pride,  but  too  much  disdained  to  reply  to  his  detrac- 
tors.- But*  however  brief  his  annoyance  was,  it  was  suffi- 
ciently acute  to  occasion  him  much  pain,  and  to  afflict  those 
who  loved  him.  Every  occurrence  relative  to  the  bringing 
Marino  Fftliero  on  the  stage  caused  him  excessive  inquie- 
tude. On  the  occasion  oiaa  article  in  the  Milan  Gazette* 
in  which  mention  was  made  of  this  affair*  he  wrote  t^ne  in 
the  MIowiDg  manner :— '  Yoe  will  see  here  confirmation  of 


L JITTER  CCCCXXVn. 

TO  MR  MtlRfUY. 

•Ravenna*  May  lOth*  1S91. 
''By  the  papers  of  Thursday,  and  two  letters  of 
Mr  Kinnaird,  I  perceive  that  the  Italian  gazette  ha^ 
bed  moelJUilieallf,  and  that  the  drama  had  not 
been  hissed,  and  that  my  friends  "had  interfered  to 
prevent  the  representation.  So  it  seems  they  continue 
tp  act  it,  in  spite  of  us  all :  for  this  we  must  *■  trouble 
tbera  at  'siae.'  Let  it  by  all  means  be  brought  to  a 
plea :  I  am  determined  to  try  the  right,  and  will  meet 
the  expenses.  The  reason  of  the  Lombard  lie  was 
that  the  Austriaus-^whe  keep  up  an  Inquisition 
throughout  Italy,  and  a  li$t  oif  names  pf  all  who 
think  or  speak  of  any  thmg  but  in  favour  ef  their  des- 
potiaai — hav  for  five  years  past  abused  me  in  every 
k 


"Did  you  know  John  Keats?    They  say  that  he   ^  what  I  told  you  the  otbfer  day!   I  am  sacrificed  in  every 
was  kiHed  by  a  review  of  him  m  the  Quarterly— if  he 
be  dead,  whieh  i  radly  doivt  know.    I  don't  under- 
stand that  yielding  sensitiveness.    What  I  feel  (as' 
at  this  pnesent)  is  an  immense  rage  for  eight-and-forty 
boon,  and  then,  as  usual — ^unless  this  time  it  should 
last  ksiger.    I  must  get  dn  horseback  to  quiet  me. 
**  Yours,  &c. 
«<  Francis  I  wrote,  «ftef  the  baUle  of  Pavia,  *  All 
it  bat  except  our  honour.'    A  hissed  author  may  re- 
verse it — *•  Nothing  is  lost,  except  our  honour.'    But 
the  horses  are  waiting,  and  the  t>aper  full.    I  wrote 
last  week  to  you  " 


way,  Vithout  knowing  the  whff  or  the  wkertfore.  The  tra- 
gedy in  question  is  not  (nor  ever  was)  written  for,  or  adapt- 
ed to,  the  stage ;  nevertheless,  the  plan  is  not  romantic ;  it 
is  rather  regular  than  otherwise ;— in  point  of  unMy  of  time, 
indeed,  perfectly  regular,  and  failing  but  slightly  in  unity 
of  plaee.  You  well  kno^  whether  it  was  ever  my  intention 
to  nave  it  acted,  since  it  was  written  at  your  side,  an<i^at 
a  period  assuredly  rather  more  tragical  to  me  as  a  man 
than  as  an  author ;  for  yott  were  in  affliction  and  peril.  In 
the  mea|^  time,  I  learn  fh>m  your  Gazette  that  a  cabal  and 
party  has  been  formed,  while  I  myself  have  never  taken  the 
slightest  step  in  the  business.  It  is  said  that  the  author 
read  it  aloud !  I  inhere,  probably,  at  Ravenna?— and  to 
whom?  perhaps  to  Fletcher!  I !— that  illustrious  literary 
character,  fcc.«  8cc.*— *Ma  perd  la  sua  tranqaiUitii  era  sno 
malgrado  sovente  alterata  dalle  publiche  vicende,  e  dagU 
attacchi  cho  spesso  si  diriggevano  a  Ibi  nei  giomali  come 
^  ad  autore  principalmei^.  Era  invano  che  egll  protestava 
indiflferensa  per  codesfl  attacchi.  Limpressione  non  era  h 
vero  che  momentanea,  e  pnrtroppo  per  una  nobile  fieressa 
sdagnava  sempre  di  rispondere  ai  suoi  detrattori.  Ma  per 
qnanto  fosse  breve  quelle  Impressione  era  per6  assai  Ibrte 
per  tarlo  molto  soffHre  e  per  affli{;gere  quelli  che  lo  ama- 
^eano.  Tuttodd  che  ebbe  luogo  per  la  rappresentaxione  del 
4  sno  Marino  Faliero  lo  inquietd  pure  moltissime  e  dietro  ad 
un  articolo  di  una  Gaxxetta  di  Milano  in  cui  si  parlava  di 
quell'  affiura  <%U  mUcrisae  cost—'  Ecco  la  veriti  di  ci6  che 
io  vi  dissi  pochi  giomi  fi»,come  vongo  sacrificato  in  tutte  le 
maniere  senza  sapere  Wperchi  e  il  conu.  La  tragedia  di 
oil  si  parla  non  h  (e  non  era  mal }  n6  scritta  nd  adattata  al 
teatro;  ma  non  h  pero  romanticofl  disegno,  h  piatlosto 
regolare— regolarissimo  per  I'unitji  del  tempo,  e  mancando 
poco  a  quella  del  siU>.  Voi  sapete  bane  se  io  avevs  in- 
t^zione  di  flurla  rappresentare,  poioM  en  scritta  al  vostro 
flaneo  e  nei  momenti  per  cei%S  pid  tragwi  per  roe  come 
uomo  che  come  autore,—  perch^  voi  eravate  in  aflanno  ed 
in  pericolo.  Intanto  sento  dalla  vostnt  Gazzetta  che  sia 
nata  una  cabala,  nn  partUo.  e  senza  chio  vi  abbia  presa  la 
minima  parte.  Si  dice  che  ratUore  nefece  la  Mtura  /  /  /— 
qui  forse  ?  a  Ravenna ?— ed  a chi ?forse a  Fletcher! !  liquet 
illnstre  letterato.  &c.;  Sec  '  *  * 
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dtator  to  the  fiite  of  a  gladiator  by  that '  retiarius,* 
Mr  ElUston.  As  to  his  defence  and  offers  of  compen- 
sation, what  IB  all  this  to  the  purpose?  It  is  like 
{  Lonis  the  XIVth,who  insisted  upon  buying  at  any 
price  Algernon  Sydney's  horse,  and,  on  his  refusal, 
on  taking  it  by  force,  Sydney  shot  his  horse.  I  could 
not  shoot  my  tragedy,  but  I  vould  have  flung  it  into 
the  firarather  than  have  had  it  represented. 

**  I  have  i^w  written  nearly  three  cicts  of  andther 
(intending  to  complete  it  in  fire),  and  am  more 
anxioUft  than  erer  to  be  preserved  from  such  a 
breach  of  all  literary  oourte«y  and  gentlemanly  con- 
sideration. 

**  If  we  succeed,  well ;  if  not,  previous  to  any  future 
publication  we  will  request  a  promise  not  to  be  act- 
ed, which  I  w>uld  even  pay  for  (as  money  is  their 
ol^t),  or  I  will  not  publish— whicb,  however,  you 
wBI  pr^bly  not  much  regret 

**  The  Chancellor  has  behaved  nobly.  You  have 
ate)  conducted  yourself  in  the  most  satisfactorj^  man- 
ner; and  I  have  no  fault  to  find  wit&  aoy  body  but 
the  stage -players,  and  thftir  proprietor.  I  #u  &1- 
wayasodvil  to  BQistoarjperBomifly  that  he  ought  to 
luive  been  t^  last  t^  altempt  to  injure*me. 

^  There  b  a  most  iitltfing*thuiulcr-stQim  pelting 
jkway  at  this  present  writing;  so  that  I' write  neither 
by  (fay,  nor  by  candle,  nor  torchlight,  but  by  light- 
ning  light :  the  flashes  am  a»  brilliant  as  the  most 
gaseous  glow  of  the  gas-light  company.  My  chimney* 
board  has  just  been  thrown  down  by  a  gust  of  wind  : 
I  thought  that  it  was  the  -  BoffI  Thunder*  and  *  Briitk 
Lightning  in  person. — Three  of  us  would  b«^-too 
many.    There  it  gaw—JUuh  Again!  b^t 

'  I  tax  not  yon,  ye  element*,  with  unkindneM ; 
I  never  gave  y/rankt,  nor  ctUt'd  opoa  yon :' 

as  I  have  done  by  and  upon  Mr  Ellisten. 

**  Why  do  you  not  write  ?  ■  You  should  at  least 
send  me  a  line  of  particulars :  I  know  nothing  yet  but 
by  Galignani  and  the  Honourable  Douglas. 

**  Well,  aodliow  does  our  Pope  controvert  go  oa? 
and  the  pamphlet?  It  is  impossible  to  write  any 
news :  the  Austrian  scoundrels  rummage  all  letters. 

**  P.  S.  I  ceuld  have  sent  you  a  good  deal  of  gossip 
and  some  real  information,  were  it  not  that  all  let- 
ters pass  through  the  Barbarians'  inspection,  and  I 
have  no  wish  to  inform  them  of  any  thing  but  ony 
utter  abhorrence  of  them  and  theirs.  They  have 
only  conquered  by  treachery,  however.** 


LETTER    CCCCXXVIII. 

TO  MB  MOORB. 

"Ravenna.  May9Mk.  1831. 
**  Since  I  wrote  (o  you  last  Wei'k,  I  have  received 
English  letters  and  papers,  by  which  I  perceive  thai 
what  I  took  for  an  Italian  tnUh  is,  after  all,  a  French 
lie  of  the  Gazette  de  Frauee.  Ii^contatno  two  ulira- 
fiEdaehoods  in  a^nady  lines.  In  the  first  place.  Lord 
B.  did  not  biing  forward  his  play,  but  opposed  the 
same ;  and,  secondly,  it  was  not  condemned,  but  is 
continued  to  be  ac^ed,  in  dctptc  of  publisher,  author, 
Lord  Chancellor,  and  (for  aught  I  know  to  the  con- 
trary) of  audience,  up  to  the  finfrof  May,  at  least — 
the  latest  date  o(  my  letters.   You  will  oblige  me,  then. 


by  causing  Mr  Gazette  of  FVance  to  coiitia<fict  him- 
self which,  I  suppose,  he  is  used  to.  I  never  answer 
a  foreign  criticiem ;  but  this  is  a  mere  matter  of 
factj  and  not  of  opinions.  I  presume  that  jou  have 
En^Rsh  and  Freneh  interest  enough  to  do  thii  fcr 
me — though,  to  be  sure,  as  it  if  nothing  but  die 
truth  which  we  wish  to  state,  the  uuertioa  may  be 
more  difficult. 

"As  I  have  written  to  you  oftea  lately  at  sdM£ 
length,  I  won't  bore  you  further  new,  than  by  be|- 
ging  you  to  eoroply  vrith  miy  request ;  and  I  pre- 
sume the '  esprit  du  corps'  (is  it  '  du'  or  *de?'  ibr 
this  is  more  than  I  know)  will  sufficiently  uije  yoa, 
as  one  of  *  ours^  to  set  this  affiur  in  its  real  aspect 
Celieve  me  always  yours  ever  and  moet  afiectiooaieljf, 

*«Bybos.; 

LSTTER  CCCCXXIX. 

TO  Nft  BOPPN'BR. 

«  Ravenna,  May  SO,  I8L 
"  I  am  very  much  pleased  with  what  yop  say  of 
Switzerland,  and  will  ponder  upon  it.  Iwoold  ra- 
ther she  married  there  thaa  here  for  that  matttr. 
For  fortune,  I  shall  make  all  that  I  can  spare  (if  1 
live  and  she  is  correct  in  her  conduct}^  and  if  I  die 
I  before  she  is  settled,  I  have  left  ^  by  will  five  thou- 
sand pounds,  which  is  a  fair  provision  out  of  Eoglaad 
for  a  natural  child. .  I  shall  Jncreaae  it  a&  I  oas,  if 
circumstaacea  permit  me ;  but,  of  coune  (jike  all 
other  human  things),  this  is  very  UBcei«ai«. 

^  You  "will  oblige  me  very  tnueh  by  iaterferiag  io 
have  the  facts  of  the  pIsQr-actiog  stated,  as  tkse 
scoundrels  appear  to  be  organizing  a^stem  of  abate 
•gainst  me,  becaase  I  am  in  their  Wii^.'  Icsreoo-j 
thing  for  thtir  criticism^  but  the  matter  of  fact.  1 
hfiv^  written/oicr  acts  of  anothertragedir,  so  yoo  lee 
they  cca^i  bully  me. 

^  You  know,  I  suppoA,  that  they  actually  keep  a 
list  of  all  individuals  in  Italy  who  dislike  thcoH-it 
must  be  numerous.  Their  rospioions  and  aciail 
alarms  about  my  oooduct  and  presumed  btfentioosia 
the  late  row  were  truly  hidjcrous  Iho^h,  not  to  ban 
you,  I  touched  upon  them  lightly.  They  beliered, 
and  still  believe  here,  or  affect  to  believe  it,  thst  tbe 
whole  plan  and  project  of  rising  was  settled  by  aei 
and  the  means  furnished,  &c.  &c  4^1  this  wsi 
more  fomented  by  the  barbarian  agents,  who  are  as* 
merous  here  (one  of  them  was  stabbed  yesterdayj 
by  the  way,  but  not  dangerously)  :~and  aUkoogb 
when  the  Commandant  was  shet^here  befiore  atf  i^ot 
in  December,  I  took  him  into  my  house,  where  h« 
Ivid  every  assistance,  till  he  died  on  Fletcher's  bed; 
and  although  not  one  of  them  dared  to  ijp^^f  ^ 
into  their  houses  but 'myself,  they  kavmg  hi«  io 
perish  in  tlie  night  in  the  streets,  chey  put  op  • 
paper  about  three  months  ago,  denouncing  ■*  ** 
the  Chief  of  the  Liberals,  and  stirring  up  perwwslo 
assassinate  roe.  But  this  shall  never  silence^ 
bully  my  Opinions.  All  this  came  from  the  GeiBi« 
Barbarians.'' 
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LETTER  CCCCXXX. 

10  Mft  mJBMAY. 

«  BarenM,  May  SSCh,  NEU. 
**  MR  MQRAt, 

"Siacc  I  wrote  tlie«odo«ed.a  week  ago,  and  for 
■one  weeki  bef<H|e,  I  liave  DOt  had  a  line  fipoin  you : 
■vw,  I  ehoald  be  glad  to  know  upon  what  principle 
of  eoBMoao  or  imconunon  feelingf^  you  leave  me  with- 
out any  infomiatian  but  what  I  derive  from  garbled 
gafattfli  in  Engfieli,  and  abusire  ones  in  Italian  (the 
Ger«uns  bating  me,  as  a  coal  kmvtr),  while  all 
this  kfek-up  Has  been  going  on  about  the  |^  ?  You 
SHABBY  fellow !  1 !  Were  it  not  for  two  ktters  from 
DooghiS  Kinpaird^  I  should  have  been  as  ignorant  as 
yeu  aie  negUgrat. 

**  So,  I  bear  uowles  has  been  abusing  Hobhouse  ? 
if  that's  the,  case,  he  has  broken  the  truce,  like  Mo- 
riio's  successor,  and  I  will  cut  him  odt,  as  Cochrane 
did  Ike  Esnemrfdiu 

*'Siao«  I  wrote  the  eocloeed  padiet,  I  have  com- 
ptetad  (bat  not  c<^Med  out)  four  acts  of  a  new  tragedy. 
Wbcn  I  have  finished  the  flftb,  I  will  copy  it  out.  It 
is  on  the  sul^ect  of '  Sardanapalus,'  the  last  king  of 
|he  Assyrians.  The  words  Queen  and  Pavilion  oc- 
cnr,  bul  it  is  not  an  aflosioa  to  his  Britannic  Msjesty, 
as  you  may  tremotoosly  iroagive.  This  you  will  one 
day  tee  (if  I  fiaiA  it),  as  I  have  made  Sardanapalus 
hrave  ((bough  voluptuous,  as  histary  represents  him), 
and  also  BM'Omtabie  as  my  poor  powers  could  render 
him : — so  that  it  could  neither  be  truth  nor  satire  on 
any  liviog  monarch.  I  have  strict^  preserved  all  the 
oaities  hitherto,  and  mean  to  continue  them  in  the 
fifth,  if  possible ;  but  not  for  the  stage.  •  Yours,  in 
haste  and  Jmtred,  you  shabby  correspondent ! 

LETTER  CCCCXXXI. 

TO  MR  MURR/kY 

«  fUreana,  May  38th.  182L 
■*  Since  my  last  of  the  9&th  or  ttih,  I  have  dashed 
off  my  fifth  act  of  the  tragedy  called  *  Sardanapalus.' 
But  DOW  comes  the  copying  over,  which  may  prove 
bbavy  work — heavy  to  the  writer  as  to  the  reader. 
I  have  vrritten  to  you  at  least  six  tiroes  sans  answer, 
which  fNTOves  you  to  be  a — bookseller.  I  pray  you 
to  send  me  a  copy  of  Mr  Wrangkam'n  reformation 
of  *Langhome*n  Plutarch.'  I  have  the  Greek,  which 
is  sosowhat  small  of  print,  and  the  Italian^  which  is 
too  heavy  in  style,  and  as  false  as  a  Neapolitan  pa- 
triot proolamaiioa.  I  pray  you  also  to  send  nle  a 
Life,  published  some  years  ago,  of  the  Magician 
ApMmiue  of  Tyana.  It  is  in  English,  and  1  think 
edit4<d  or  written  by  what  Martin  MarprehUe  calls  '  a 
botauing  prieet*  I  shall  trouble  >ou  no  farther 
with  this  sheet^fhan  with  the  postage. 

"  Yours,  &c. 

^  P^.  Siace  I  wrote  this,  I  ddermined  to  enclose 
it  (as  a  half  Aeet)  to  Mr  Kinnaird,  who  will  have  the 
goodness  io  forward  it.  Besides,  it  saves  scaling, 
wax." 


LETTER  COXXXXII. 

TO  MR  MURRAX. 

«  Ravenna,  Hay  30fli.  K31. 
*'DBAR  MORAY, 

**  You  say  you  have  written  often :  I  have  only 
received  yours  of  the  eleventh,  which  is  very  short 
By  this  post,  in  five  packets,  I  send  you  the  tragedy 
of  Sardanapalus,  which  is  written  in  a  rough  hand : 
perhaps  Mrs  Leigh  can  help  fQn  fo  decipher  it^ 
You  will  please  to  acknowledjg^e  it  by  returji  of  post. 
You  will  remark  that  the  unities  are  all  strictly  oh-  ^ 
served.  The  scene  passes  in  the  same  haU  always : 
the  time,  a  summer*s  night,  about  mne  hours,  or 
less,  though  it  ^gins  before  subset  and  ends  after 
sunrise,  fa.  the  third  act,  when  Sardanapalus  caDl 
for  a  mirror  to  look  at  hhnself  in  his  armour,  recol- 
lect to  quote  the  Latin  paitsage  from  Juvenal  upoR 
OtAo  (a  siroilarcharacter,  who  did  the  same  thing) : 
OiflTord  will  help  you  to  it  The  trait  is  perhaps  too 
familiar,  but  it  is  historical  (of  Olko^  at  leost),  and 
flatunU  in  an  efibminate  character." 


LETTER  CCCCXXXIII. 

TO  MR  HOPPXER. 

«  Raveana.  May  31st,  I«l. 

**  I  enclose  you  another  letter,  which  will  only  cor. 
firm  what  I  have  said  to  you. 

^  About  Allegra.  I  will  take  some  decisive  step  in 
the  course  of  the  year;  at  present,  she  is  so  happy 
where  she  is,  that  perhaps  she  had  better  have  her 
alphabet  impart^  in  her  convent 

^  What  you  say  of  the  Dante  is  the  first  I  havo 
heard  of  itr—alt  seemed  to  be  merged  in  the  rotif  about 
the  tragedy.  Continue  it ! — Alas !  what  could  Dante 
himself  moio  prophecy  about  Italy?  I  am  glad  you 
like  it,  however,  but  doubt  that  you  will  be  sligubur 
in  your  opinion.    My  new  tragedy  is  completed. 

**  The  B  ♦  *  is  right, — I  ought  to  have  mentioned 
her  kunufkr  and  amiability,  but  I  thouglit  at  her 
sixt^,  beauty  wouM  be  mOM  agreeable  or  least 
likely.  However,  it  shall  be  rectified  in  a  new  edi- 
tion ;  and  if  any  of  the  parties  have  either  kx)ks  or 
qualities  which  they  wish  to  be  noticed,  let  me  have 
a  minute  of  them.  I  have  no  private  nor  personal 
dislike  to  Venice^  rather  the  oontniry,  but  I  merdy 
speak  of  what  is  the  subject  of  all  remarks  and  all 
writers  upon  her  present  state.  Let  roe  hear  from 
you  before  you  start.    Believe  me, 

**  Ever;  &c. 

^  P.  S.  Did  you  receive  two  lot! era  of  Douglas 
Kinoaird's  in  mi  endorse  from  me?  Remember  me 
to  Mengaldo,  Soranzo,  and  all  who  care  that  I  shouhl 
remember  them.  The  letter  alluded  to  in  t|ie  en- 
closed '  to  the  Cardinal,'  was  in  answer  to  some 
queries  of  the  government,  about  a  poor  devil  of  a 
Neapolitan,  arreted  at  Sialgaglia  on  suspicion,  who 
came  to  beg  of  me  here ;  being  without  breeches, 
and  consequenOy  without  pockets  for  halfpenoe,  I 
relieved  and  forwarded  liim  to  his  country,  and  they 
arrested  him  at  Pesaro  on  suspicion,  and  have  since 
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inCerrogated  me  (ciTOly  and  politely,  hoMrever)  about 
bim.  I  sent  them  the  poor  maa's  petition,  and  such 
information  as  I  bad  about  him,  which,  I  trust,  will 
get  him  out  again,  that  is  to  say,  if  th«y  gire  him  a 
fiur  hearing.  ' 

**  I  am  tontent  with  the  article.  Pray,  did  you 
receive,  some  posu  ago,  Moore's  Imes,  which  I  en- 
closed to  you,  written  at  Paris  ?  ** 


LETTER  CCCCXXXfV. 

*        10  MR  MOORiS. 

**  Ravemia.  Jane  4th,  1831. 
**  You  haT^  not  written  lately,  as  is  the  usual  cus- 
tom with  literaiy  gentleman,  to  console  their  friends 
with  their  observations  in  cases  of  magnitude.  I  do 
pot  know  whether  I  sent  you. my  '  Elegy  on  the 
recovery  of  Lady  ♦  ♦  :* — 

«  BAold  tbe  Messings  of  a  lucky  lot— 
My  play  is  damii'4*  and  Lady  *  *  not, 

^  T\»  papers  (and  ptrhaps  your  letters)  will  hai« 
put  you  in  polsession  of  Muster  EUiston's  dramatic 
behaviour.  It  is  to  be  presumed  ihaA  the  play  was 
'fitted  for  the  atage  by  Mr  Dibdin,  who  is  the  taibr 
upon  such^occasions,  and  will  have  taken  measure 
with  hir  usual  accuracy.  I  hear  that  it  is  still  con- 
tinued to  be  performed — a  piece  of  obtitioacy  for 
which  it  is  some  consolation  to  thiftk  that  the  discour- 
teous hiatrio  will  be  out  of  pocket. 

^  You  win  be  surprised  to  hear  that  I  have  finished 
another  tragedy  in  five  acts,  observing  all  the  unities 
strictly.  It  is  called  *  Sardanapalus,'  and  vras  sent 
by  hist  post  to  Bnglaud.  It  is  not  for  the  stage,  any 
more  than  the  other  was  intended  for  il,>^«nd  I  shall 
take  better  care  this  time  that  they  don't  get  hold 
on*t.   ■ 

^  I  have  also  sent,  two  months  ago,  a  further  letter 

00  Bowles,  &c. ;  but  he  sfeems  to  be  so  taken  up  wilh 
my  *  respect'  (as  he  calls  it)  towards  him  in  the  for- 
mer  case,  that  I  am  not  sure  that  it  wM  be  published, 
being  somewhat  too  full  of  *  pastime  and  prodigality.' 

1  learn  from  some  private  letters  of  Bowles's,  that 
you  were  *  the  gentlentan  in  asterisks.'  Who  would 
have  dreamed  it?  you  see  what  mischief  that  clergy- 
man has  done  by  printing  notes  wilhoutnames.  How 
the  deuce  was  I  to  suppose  that  the  first  four  aste- 
rtrits  BMant  *  CampbelF  and  not  *Pope,*  and  that  the 
blank  signature  meant  Thomas  Moore.*    You  see 


*  In  tbelr  esferncA,  like  trae  eontroTenialiatf.  to  avail 
thenselves  of  eveiy  patsing  advantage,  and  convert  even 
straira  into  weapon*  on  an  emergency,  my  two  ftiendt, 
daring  their  ahort  warfiure.  contrived  to  place  me  in  that 
sort  of  embarrassiiig  position,  the  moat  ijrovoking  feature 
of  which  la,  that  It  excites  more  amnaement  than  aympathy. 
On  the  one  aide,  Mr  Bowlea  choae  to  cite,  as  a  support  to  his 
argom^t,  ashort  fragmaotofa  note,  addreaaed  to  him,  as 
he  stated,  by  *  a  gontfeman  of  the  highest  literary,  &c..  8x  * 
and  sajing,  in  reference  to  Mr  Bowles's  former  pamphlet, 
«  Ton  have  hit  the  right  nail  oa  the  head,  and  «  *  «  «  too.* 
This  short  Scrap  was  signed  with  four  asterisks ;  and  when, 
on  tlie  appearance  of  Mr  Bowles's  Letter;  I  met  with  it  in 
his  pages,  not  (Ae  slightest  suspicion  ever  crossed  myanind 
that  I  had  been  myself  the  writer  bf  it ;— my  cmnmnnica- 
tions  with  my  reverend  friend  and  neighboar  having  been. 
( for  years,  I  am  proud  to  say)  Aifficieutly  ft^uent  to  allow 


what  comes  of  4>eing  fiuniliar  with  parsons.  His  an- 
swers have  not  yet  reached  mef  buf  I  nnderslaod 
from  Hobhouse,*that  he  (H.)  is  attacked  in  them.  If  i 
that  be  the  case,  Bowles  has  broken  the  truce  (which 
he  himself  proclaimed,  by  the  way)  and  I  unnt  have 
at  him  again. 

**  Did  you  receive  my  letten  with  the  two  or  thne 
concluding  sheets  of  Metnoranda  ? 

*^  There  are  do  news  here  to  interest  much.  A 
Germaujpy  {bocuting  himself  such)  vras  stabbed  kit 
week,  but  not  mortally.  The  moment  I  heard  that 
he  went  about  buDying  and  boasting,  it  was  easj  for 
me,  or  any  one  else,  to  foretel  what  wouki  occur  to 
him,  which  I  did,  and  it  came  to  pass  in  two  dayi 
after.    He  has  got  off,  however,  for  a  slight  indnoit. 

^  A  row  the  other  night,  about  a  lady  of  the  place, 
between  her  various  lovgv,  occasioned  a  midoi|ht } 
discharge  of  pistob,  but  nobody  wounded.    Gnat , 
scandal,  however— plained    by    her    k>ver— /o  bt  t 
thrashed  by  her  husband,  for  inconstancy  to  her  le- 
gubir  Servente,  who  is  coming  home  poiM  about  it,  and 
she  herself  retired  in  confusion  into  tbe  country,  al- 
though it  is  the  acme  of  the  operft  season.    All  tbe 
"women  furious  against  her  (she  herself  haviaf  bees 
censorious)  fo£,  being  found  ottt.    She  is  a  pieltj 
woman— a  Countea  ***  *— a  fine  old'Yiiigoth  nane, 
or  Ostrogoth. 

*'The  Greeks!  what  think  you?  Thqr  are  b} 
old  aoguaintancea^but  what  to  think  I  knbw  not. 
Let  usliope,  howsomever. 

"Youn. 


LETTER  CJCCCXXXV. 

TO  MB  MOORB. 

"  Ravenna,  Jane  tU,  ML 
^Vour  dvrarf  of  a  letter  came  yesterday.    That 
right ;— -keep  to  ^ur '  magnum  opiM 


of  soch  a  hasty  compliment  to  hia  diapntatfve  powers  ps**  i 
ing  ft-am  my  memory.    When  Lord  Byroa  took  tbe  leM  } 
against  Mr  Bowle^a  Letter,  this  onlocky  scrap,  so  aatho-  | 
ritatively  bronght  forward,  waa,  ofcoorae,  tooteaiptia|t  | 
mark  for  hit  ftcetionsnesa  to  be  realstadi  men  espediflr  j 
as  the  person  mentioned  in  it,  aa  having  suffered  fttMi  dw 
reverend  critic's  vigour,  appeared,  from  the  nondier  «f  ss-  j 
terisks  employed  ia  designating  him.to have  been  Fope khr  | 
aelf,  thoogh,  in  a  reality,  the  naaM  was  that  of  XrBovki% 
former  antagonist,  Mr  Campbell.     The  noble  assaflaat: 
it  ia  needless  to  say,  made  the  most  (^this  vulnerable  peiot, 
and  few  readera  coold  have  been  more  diverted  thsa  I  wai 
with  hia  happy  ridicule  of 'the  gentleman  in  asteriAs.' 
Uttle  thinking  that  I  waa  myself,  all  the  whBe,  this  vdkd 
victim.— nor  was  it  tiU  about  the  time  of  the  receipSiif  the 
above  letter,  that,  by  some  commnnicatloa  en  the  sal^ect 
from  a  friend  in  England,  I  was  startled  into  the  recoUas- 
tion  of  my  own  share  in  the  transaction. 

While  by  one  friend  I  was  thus  unconadonsly ,  if  notlpM' 
cently,  drawn  into  the  scrape,  the  other  was  not  dov  k 
rendering  me  the  same  frtondly  service;— for,  oMhe  appi*- 
ance  <rfLord  Byron's  aaswer  to  Mr  Bowles,  I  bad  the  ■«' 
tiflcation  of  iiading  that,  with  a  Car  leaa  panlRmble  wot  sf 
reserve,  he  had  all  but  named  me  as  hk  authority  foru 
anecdote  of  hia  reverend  opponeat's  eariy  days,  wMch  I 
had,  in  the  course  of  an  after-dinner  convesvatioa,  told  U* 
at  Venice,  and  whichT-pleasant  in  itseU.  and.  whtthsrtrat 
or  folae,  harmless,— derived  its  sole  Aing  A  em  the  ■aaoer 
in  which  the  noble  disputant  triumphantly  applied  it  M 
are  the  conaequences  of  one's  near  and  dear  friends  (sk&f 
to  controversy. 
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mte  Away.  Now,  if  we  were  but  together  a  little  to 
eombiiieoiir*  Jotunalof  Tlrevouxl*  But  it  it  useless 
to  sighy  and  yet  veiy  natural, — for  I  think  you  and  I 
draw  better  together,  in  the  social  line,  than  any  two 
otto  living  authors. 

**  I  forgot  to  ask  you  if  you  had  seen  your  own 
panegyric  in  the  correspondence  of  Mrs  Waterhouse 
and  Colonel  Berkeley?  To  be  sure,  their  moral  is 
not  quite  exact;  but  your  poMsion  is  fully  eSbctire; 
and  aU  poetry  of  the  Asiatic  kind— I  mean  Asiatic, 
as  the  Romans  called  'Asiatic  oratory/  and  not  be- 
cause the  scenery  is  Oriental— must  be  tried  by  that 
teat  only.  1  am  not  q^ite  sore  that  I  shall  allow  the 
Mias  Borons  (legitimate  or  illegitimate)  to  read  Lalla 
Rookh — ^in  the  first  place,  on  account  of  this  said 
ptusion;  and,  in  the  second,  that  they  mayn't  disco- 
ver that  there  was  a  better  poet  than  papa. 

**  You  say  nothing  of  politics— but,  alas!  what  can 
besaid? 

«11ie  World  is  a  bundle  of  hsy, 
Bfankind  sr^  the  assos  who  poll, 
Eack  tUffs  it «  difforent  wsyg— 
And  the  greatest  of  sn  if  John  BoU  i 

**  How  do  yo«  cah  your  new  proje^?  I  have  sent 
to  Murray  a  new  tragedy,  ydeped  *  Sardanapalus,* 
writ  according  to  Ari6totIe--all,  save  the  chorus— I 
eooAd  not  reconcile  me  to  thaL  I  have  begun  another, 
and  am  in  the  second  act; — so  yon  see  I  saunter  on 
asusuaL 

**  Bowles's  answers  have  reached  roe ;  but  J  can't 
go  on  disputing  for  ever, — particularly  in  a  pOlite 
manner.  I  suppose  he  will  take  being  siient  for  si- 
Umced,  He  has  been  so  dril  that  I  can't  find  it  in 
my  lifer  to  be  fiicetious  with  him,— «lse  I  had  a  savage 
joke  or  two  at  bis  senrice. 

»  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

**  I  can't  send  you  the  little  journal,  because  it  is  in 
boards,  and  I  can*t  trust  it  per  post.  Don't  suppose 
U  is  any  thing  particular ;  but  it  will  show  the  inten- 
turns  of  the  natives  at  that  time— and  one  or  two 
other  things,  chiefly  personal,  like  the  former  ona 

'^So,  liongman  don't  bite*-^U  was  my  wish  to  have 
made  that  work  of  use.  Could  you  n6t  raise  a  sum 
upon  it  (however  small),  reserving  the  power  of  re- 
deeming it,  on  repaym^t  ? 

*'Are  you  in  Paris,  or  a  villaging?  If  you  are  tii  the 
city,  you  will  never  resist  the  Anglo-fnvasion  you 
speak  of.  I  do  not  see  an  Englishman  in  half  a  year; 
ttil  when  I  do,  I  turn  my  horse's  head  the  other 
way.  The  fisct,  which  you  will  find  in  the  kst  note 
to  the  Doge,  has  given  me  a  good  excuse  for  quite 
dropping  the  feast  connexion  with  travellers. 

**  I  do  not  recollect  tl^  speech  you  speak  of,  but 
suspect  it  is  not  the  Doge's,  but  one  of  Israel 
Bertucdo  to  Calendaro.  1  hope  you  think  that 
0fiaton  behaved  sbamef ully— it  is  my  only  consolation. 
I  made  the  Milanese  fellows  contradict  their  lie, 
which  they  did  with  the  grace  of  people  used  to  it. 
♦♦Yours,&c. 

«<B.'»  * 


LETTER  CCCCXXXVI. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  RsTenna,  July  6th,  I8S1. 
^How  could  you  suppose  that  I  ever  would  allow 
any  thing  that  could  be  Aud  on  your  account  to  weigh 
with  me  ^  I  only  regret  that  Bowles  had  not  said  that 
you  were  the  writer  of  that  note  until  afterwards,  when 
out  he  comes  with  it,  in  a  private  letter  to  Murray, 
which  Murray  sends  to  me.    D— n  the  controversy  1 

•D-aTwissle, 
D-nthebeU. 
kad  d— a  the  fool  who  rang  it— Well ! 
From  all  lach  pisgues  1 11  quickly  be  delirerU 

•*  I  have  had  a  friend  of  your  Mr.  Inrlng's— a  very 
pretty  kd— a  Mr.  Coolidge,  of  Boston— only 
somewhat  too  full  of  poesy  and  *  entusymusy.'  I  was 
very  civO  to  him  during  his  few  hours'  stay,  and 
talked  with  him  much  of  Irving,  whose  writings  are 
my  delight.  But  I  suspect  that  he  did  not  take  quit^ 
so  much  to  Bie,  from  bis  having  expected  to  meet  a 
misanthropical  gentleman,  in  wolf-akin  breeches,  and 
answering  in  fiecoe  monosyllables,  instead  of  a  man  of 
this  world.  1  can  never  get  people  to  understand 
diat  poetry  is  the  expression  of  excited  passion^  and 
th«t  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  life  of  passion  any 
more  th»n  a  continuous  earthquake,  or  an  eternal 
fever.  Besides,  who  wookl  ever  shave  themselves 
in  such  a  atate  ? 

^I  have  had  a  curious  letter  to-day  from  a  girl  in 
England  (I  never  saw  her),  who  says  she  is  given  over 
of  a  dedine,  but  could  not  go  out  of  the  worid 
without  thanking  me  for  the  delight  which  my  poesy 
for  severed  years,  &c.  &c.  &c.  It  is  signed  simply 
N.  N.  A.  and  has  not  a  word  of  *  cant'  or  preachment 
in  it  upon  anp  opmions.  She  aierely  says  that  she 
is  dying,  and  that  as  I  had  contributed  so  highly  to 
her  existing  pleasure,  she  thought  that  she  might  say 
so,  begging  me  to  bum  her  letter — which,  by  the 
way,  I  can  not  do,  as  I  look  upon  such  a  letter,  in 
such  circumstances,  as  better  than  a  diploma  frop 
Gottingen.  I  once  had  a  letter  from  Drontheim,  in 
Norway  (but  not  from  a  dying  wr>man),  in  verse,  on 
the  same  score  of  gratulation.  These  are  the  things 
which  make  one  at  times  believe  oneseff  a  poet.  But 
if  I  must  believe  tliat  *****,  and  such  fellows, 
axe  poets  also,  it  is  better  to  be  out  of  the  corps. 

^I  am  now  in  the  fifth  act  of '  Foscari,'  being  the 
third  tragedy  in  twelve  months,  besides  proses;  so 
you  perceive  that  I  am  not  at  all  idle.  And  are  you, 
too,  busy  ?  I  doubt  that  your  life  at  Paris  draws  too 
much  upon  your  time,  which  is  a  pity.  Can't  you 
divide  your  day,  so  as  to  combine  both  ?  I  have  had 
plenty  of  all  sorts  of  worldly  business  on  my  hands 
last  year, — and  yet  it  Is  not  so  difficult  to  give  a  few 
hours  to  the  Muses.  This  sentance  is  so  like  *  *** 
that—  •*Ever,&c. 

^  If  we  were  ti^ether,  I  should  publish  both  my 
pbiys  (periodically)  in  our  J^nnt  journal.  It  shouM 
be  our  pbin  to  publish  all  our  best  things  in  that 
way.'* 

In  the  Journal  entitled  "« Detached  Though'ts,"  I 
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find  the  tribute  to  his  genius  which  he  here  mentions, 
as  well  as  some  others,  thus  interestingly  dwelt  upon. 

^  As  far  as  fame  goes  (that  is  to  say,  living  fame) 
I  have  had  my  share,  perhaps — mdeed,  certainly — 
more  than  my  deserts. 

^  Some  odd  instances  have  occurred,  to  my  own 
experience,  of  the  wild  and  strange  pbces  to  which  a 
name  may  penetrate,  and  where  it  may  impress. 
Two  years  ago  (ahnost  three,  being  in  August  or 
July,  1819,}  I  received  at  Ravenna  a  Utter,  mEnglUh 
verse,  from  Droniheim  in  Norway,  written  by  a 
Norwegian,  and  full  of  the  usual  compfiments,  S(C. 
&c.  It  is  still  somewhere  amongst  my  papep.  In 
the  mme  month  I  received  an,  invitation  into  Hol^ieih 
from  a  Mr.  Jacobsen  (I  think)  of  Harabun^h :  also, 
by  ihe  same  medium,  a  translation  of  M«dora's  song 
in  the  Corsair  by  a  Westphalian  baroness  {not 
*  Tbuod erton-Troiick'),  with  some  original  verses  of 
hers  (very  pretty  and  Ktopstock-ish).  and  a  prose 
translation  annexed  to  them,  on  the  subject  of  my 
wife : — as  they  oonoemed  her  more  than  me^  I  sent 
tftem  to  her,  togethtf  with  Mr.  Jacobsen 's  lett^.  It 
was  odd  enough  to  receive  an  invitation  to  pass  the 
tummsr  in  HoUtein  while  in  /^y,  from  people  I 
never  knew.  The  letter  was  addressed  to  Venice. 
Mr.  Jacobsen  talked  lome  of  the '  wild  roses  growing 
in  the  Holstein  summer.*  Why  then  did  the  Cimbri 
and  Teutooes  emigrate? 

**  What  a  strange  thing  is  life  a&d  man  t  Wer6 1 
to  present  nv^elf  at  the  door  of  the  hoase  where  my 
daiighter  now  is,  the  door  would  be  shut  in  my  face — 
unless  (as  is  not  imposiiible)  I  knocked  down  the 
porter ;  and  if  I  had  gone  in  that  year  (Ad  perhaps 
now)  to  Dronthaim  (the  furthest  town  in  Norway),  or 
into  Holstein,  I  should  have  been  received  with  open 
arms  into  the  mansion  of  strangers  and  foreigners, 
attached  to  me  by  no  tie  but  by  that  of  mind  and 
rumour. 

*^  As  far  an  fame  goes,  I  have  had  my  share :  it  has 
iad^d  been  leavened  by  othor  human  contingencies, 
and  this  in  a  greater  degree  than  ha»  occurred  to 
most  literary  men  of  a  deceni  rank  in  life ;  but,  on  the 
whole,  I  take  it  that  such  equipoise  is  the  conditton 
^  humanity." 

Of  the  visit,  too,  of  the  Amerioaii  gtollemaa,  he 
thus  speaks  in  the  >aine  Jouinal : — 

**  A  youbg  American,  named  CooKdge,  called  on  me 
not  many  months  ago.  He  was  intelligent,  very  hand- 
some, and  not  more  than  twenty  years  old>  according 
to  appearances ;  a  little  romantic,  but  that  sits  well 
upon  youth,  and  mighty  fond  of  poeqr,  as  may  be 
suspected  from  his  approaching  me  in  my  cavern.  He 
brought  me  a  message  from  an  old  servant  of  my  £a- 
nily  (Joe  Murray),  and  told  me  that  Ae  (Mr  Coolidge) 
had  obtained  a  copy  of  my  bust  from  ThorwaMsen  at 
Rome,  to  send  to  America.  I  confess  I  was  more 
flattered  by  tliif  young  enthusiasm  of  a  solitary  Trans- 
Athuitic  traveller,  than  if  they  had  decreed  me  a 
statue  in  the  Paris  Pafltheon  (I  have  seen  emperors 
and  demagogues  cast  down  from  their  pedestals  even 
in  my  own  time,  and  Grattan's  name  rased  from  the 
street,  called  after  him  in  Dublin) ;  I  say  that  I  vras 
more  flattered  by  it,  because  it  vtas  eingle^  unpoli- 
tioalp  and  was  vrithout  motive  or  ostentation, — the 
pure  and  warm  feeling  of  a  boy  for  the  poet  he  ad- 
Doired.    It  must  have  bein  expensive,  though;-'/ 


would  not  pAy  the  price  of  a  Thorwaldsen  bust  for 
any  human  head  and  shoulders,  except  Napoteos's, 
or  my  children's,  or  some  *  ahswrd  lOowumHnd'sj'  as 
Monkbams  calls  them,— or  my  sister's.  If  takeiwhjfy 
then,  I  sate  for  my  own  ?— Answer,  that  it  was  at  the 
particular  request  of  J.  C.  Hobhouse,  Esq.,  and  for  oo 
oner  else.  A  picture  is  a  different  matter;— erery 
body  siis  for  their  pkturefr— but  a  bust  k>sb  like 
putting  up  pretensh>ns  to  pennanency,  and  smacks 
something  of  a  hankering  (or  public  Uuae  rather  thin 
private  remembrance. 

**  Whenever  an  American  requests  to  see  rae  (wJuA 
is  jiot  unfrequently)  I  comply,  firstly,  becaose  I  n- 
sp^  a  people  who  acquired  Oieir  freedom  kf  tkeif 
firmness  without  exoess ;  and,  secondly,  because  thcM 
Trans-Adantic  \iuts,  '  few  and  far  between,'  mske 
me  feel  as  if  talking  with  posterity  from  the  other  side 
of  the  StjoL.  In  a  oentuiy  or  two  the  new  En^ 
and  Spanish  Afiantides  will  be  masters  of  the  old 
countries,  in  all  probability,  as  Greece  and  Europe 
overcame  their  mother  Airia  in  the  oMer  or  earlkr 
ages,  as  they  are  aalled." 


LETTER  CCCCXXXVa 
TO  Um  Mtnutrv; 

«  Ravenna,  Joly  0tk,  W. 

**  In  a^eemeat  irith  &  wish  expressed  by  Mr  Hob- 
house,  it  is  my  determination  to  omit  the  staan  ipos 
the  Ws«  of  Semiramis  in  the  Fifth  Canto  of  Dos 
Juan.  I  mention  Ibis,  in  case  you  are,  or  istttd  to 
be,  the  publisher  of  the  remaining  Cantoit 

^  At  the  particular  request  of  the  CoatesmO.  I 
have  promised  not  to  continue  Don  Juan.  Yon  wiB 
therefore  look  upon  these  three  Cantos  as  the  Isst  of 
the  poem.  She  had  read  the  two  first  in  the  f^c«eh 
translation,  and  never  ceased  beaeeching  me  to  write 
no  more  of  it.  The  reasbn  of  this  is  not  at  first  obiiD« 
to  a  superficial  observer  of  fobeiom  mannefs;  bat  it 
arises  from  the  wish  of  all  women  Co  exidt  tbt  ma6- 
meat  of  the  passkms,  and  to  keep  up  the  ilkimoB  #Uch 
is  their  empire.  Now  Don  Juan  strips  offthii  iOttios, 
and  laughs  at  that  and  most  other  thinga  I  sewr 
knew  a  woman  who  did  not  protect  RomeMm,  lor 
one  who  did  not  dislike  De  Granunont,  Gfl  Blss,  sod 
all  the  comedy  of  the  passions,  wh(»  brought  out 
naturally.  But  *  king's  blood  must  ke<3>  word,' « 
Serjeant  Bothwell  says." 


LETTER  CCCCXXXVIIL 

t 

TO  MR'MURRA\. 

«Jal7l4k,10L 
*<  I  trust  that  Sardanapalus  win  not  be  mislakc^ftr 
a  political  pkiy,  which  was  no  far  from  ny  iatcaliss, 
that  1  thought  of  nothing  but  Asiatic  hisloiy.  Tbe 
Venetian  play,  too,  is  rigidfy  historical  My  oli^ 
has  been  to  dramatise,  like  the  Greeks  (a  me^ 
phrase),  striking  passages  of  history,  as  they  did  of 
history  and  mythok>gy.  You  will  find  all  thtf^voT 
tiiiSke  Sfaakspeare;  and  so  much  the  better  nose 
sense,  for  I  look  upon  hhn  to  b6  the  witrtt  of  nwddi,* 

*  In  ventoriof  (bia  judgnent  npoa  Shakipeare.  l^ 
Byron  but  folUmed  in  the  footatepi  «#Us  grest  M  Vt^ 
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though  the  most  extreordmBry  of  writers.  It  lam  been 
Of  object  to  be  a«  simple  and  severe  as  Alfieri,  and  I 
bore  broken  down  thepoeiry  as  neariy  as  I  could  to 
cominon  language.  The  hardship  is,  that  in  these 
.  tiaesoae  can  neitber  speak  of  khigs  or  queens  without 
t  — picion  of  pofittea  or  personafities.     I  intended 


**  I  am  not  very  well,  and  I  write  in  the  midst  of 

;  ■apleaaant  scenes  here:  they  hate,  without  trial  or 

!  proeeOT,  banished  several  of  the  lint  inhabitants  of 

the  atka*  here  and  nil  around  the  Roman  states— 

aBDDgst  them  many  of  my  personal  friends,  so  that 

erety  t^jmg  is  hi  oonfuaibn  and  grief  t  it  ^  a  kind  of 

thing  iHBeh  cannot  he  described  without  an  equal  pain 

as  in  beholdingpit 

**  Yon  axe  very  niggardly  in  jour  letters. 

•*  Yours  trufy, 


LETTER  CCCCXXXIX. 

TO  lUl  MDBR\Y.  '      ' 

•  fUveniia.  Jnly  2M,  1821. 
i     «  TW  printer  has  done  wonders ;— he  has  read  what 
Icaamt — my  own  handwritftig'. 
I     "I  oppote  the  ^delay  till  winter:*  I  am  parti- 
'  cuferly  anxious  to  print  while  the  winter  theaires 
I  aie  cloted,  to  gam  time,  in  case  they  Uj  their  former 
piece  of  poUteness.     Any  los9  shall  be  coosidered  in 
our  contract,  whether  occasioned  by  the  season,  or 
other  causes ;  but  print  away,  and  publish.  • 

**f  thmk  they  must  own  that  I  have*more  stytew 
dttn  one.  ''Sardaoapahis '  is,  howeyer,  almost  a 
comic  character :  but,  fqr  that  matter,  so  is  Richard 
fte  Third.  Mind  the  uniiies,  which  are  my  great  oh- 
JMi  of  research.  I  am  glad  that  Gifford  likes  it :  as 
for  *  the  imllian/  you  see  1  have  carefully  csnsulied 
aay  thing  but  the  taste  of  the  day  for  extravagant 
*  coops  de  thdktre.'  Any  probably  losS)  as  I  said  be- 
hte,  wHI  be  aflowed  for  in  our  accompts.  The  reviews 
(except  one  or  two,  Blackwood's,  for  instance)  are 
cold  enoogh;  but  never  mind  those  felbws:  1  shall 
sead  them  to  the  right  about,  if  I  take  it  into  my  head. 
I  alirays  foond  the  English  baeer  in  some  things  than 
any  other  natioQ.  You  stare,  hut  it  's  true  as  (o 
gratitude, — ^perhaps,  because  they  are  prouder,  and 
pioud  people  bate  oblivions. 

**  The  tfnntif  of  the  Goventpcnt  here  19  bresAiing 
sot.  They  have  exiled  about  a  thousand  people  of 
the  best  (aimilies  all  over  the  Rotnan  states.  As  many 
of  Buy  firieads  are  amongst  them,  I  think  of  moving 
too,  bat  not  till  I  have  had  your  aaiswertf.  Continue 
fomr  iuUrese  to  mo  Aere,  a9  usual,  and  quickly. 
What  you  will  fu»/  be  sorry  to  hear  is,  that  the  poor 
of  the  place^  hearing  that  I  meant  to  go,  got  together 
a  petition  to  the  Cardinal  to  request  that  As  would 
request  me  to  remain.    I  only  heard  of  it  a  day  or 

« It  trw  mighty  simple  in  Rowe,"  says  (hia  poet, '  to  write 
a  play  now  proff  sKtliy  in  Staakspeare's  ttyle,  (bat  is,  pro- 
fiMSiilj  in  the  style  ofa  bad  afre."— Spence,  sect*  4. 1734-36. 
OriDltoB,  too,  Pope  seems  to  hav«  held  pretty  nearly  the 
ffa^Mt  Opinion  as  that  prQlk:ssed  by  Lord  Qyron  in  some  of 
these  letters.  See.  in  Spence,  sect.  5. 1737-39,  a  passage  on 
which  hi*  editor  remSrlu— *  Perhaps  Pope  did  not  relish 
»re  tlsalie  seems  to  have  done  Milton.* 


two  ago,  and  it  is  no  dishonour  to  them  nor  to  me ; 
but  it  wiD  have  displeased  the  higher  powers,  who  ' 
kok  upon  ne  as  a  Chief  of  the  Coalheavers.  'thej 
arrested  a  servant  of  miae  for  a  street  quarrel  vrith  an 
officer  (they  drew  upon  one  another  knives  and  pistols), 
but  as  the  officer  was  out  of  uniform^  and  in  the 
wrong  besides,  on  my  protesting  stoutly,  he  was  re- 
leased. I  was  hot  present  at  the  affray,  which  hap- 
pened by  night  near  my  stables.  My  man  (an  Italian), 
a  very  stout,  and  not  over-patient  personage,  would 
have  taken  a  fatal  revenge  afterwards,  if  I  had  not 
pieveated  him.  As  it  was,  he  drew  his  stiletto,  and, 
but  for  passengers,  would  have  carbonadoed  the  cap- 
tain, who,  1  understand,  made  but  a  poor  figqre  in 
thequarrd,  except  by  beginning  it.  He  applied  to 
me,  and  I  ofiered  him  any  satislaction,  either  by 
^turning  away  the  man,  or  otherwise,  beqiuse  he  had 
dnMm  a  kniCe.  He  answered  that  a  reproof  would 
be  ^uflBcient  I  reproved  him ;  and  yet,  after  this, 
the  slud>by  dog  complained  to  the  Government, — 
after  being  quite  satisfied,  as  he  said.  This  roused 
me,  and  1  gave  tliem  a  remonstrance  which  had  some 
effect.  The  oaptain  has  been  reprimanded,  tbe  ser- 
vant released,  and  the  business  at  present  rests 
there." 


Among  tne  victims  of  th^^  black  sentence  and 
proscription''  by  which  the  ruleip  of  Italy  were  now, 
as  appean  from  the  above  letters,  avenging  their  hUe 
alarm  upon  all  who  had  even  in  the  remotest  degree 
contributed  to  it,  the  two  Gambas  were»  of 'course^ 
as  ^{ijibcted  Cbiefe  of  the  Carbonari  of  Roinagna, 
included.  About  the  middle  of  July,  Madame  Guic- 
cioli,  in  a  state  of  despair^  wrote  to  inform  Lord 
Byron  that  her  fatheri  in  whose  palazzo  she  was  at 
thai  time  residing,  had  just  been  ordered  to  quit  Ra- 
venna within  twenty-four  hours,  and  that  it  was  the 
intention  of  her  brother  to  depart  the  following  morn- 
ing. The  young  Coimt^  however,  was  not  permitted 
to  remain  even  so  long,  being  arrested  that  very 
night,  and  conveyed  by  soldiers  to  the  frontier ;  and 
the  Contessa  herself,  in  but  a  few  days  after,  found 
that  she  also  musi  join  the  crowd  of  exiles.  The 
prospect  of  being  again  separated  from  her  noble 
lover  se^his  to  have  rendered  banishment  little  less 
fearful,  in  her  eyes,  than  death.  ^  This  alone,**  she 
says  in  a  letter  to  him,  ^  was  wantihg  to  fill  up  the 
measure  of  my  despair.  Help  me,  my  love,  for  I  am 
\  in  a  situation  most  terrible,  and  wfthout  you,  I  can 
resolve  upon  nothiag.  *  *  has  just  been  with  me, 
having  been  sent  by  *  *  to  tell  me  that  I  must  depart 
from  Ravenna  bdbre  next  Tuesday,  as  my  husband 
has  had  recourse  to  Rome,  for  the  purpose  of  either 
forcing  me  to  return  to  him,  or  else  putting  me  in  a  con- 
vent ;  and  the  answer  from  thence  is  expected  in  a  few 
days.  I  must  not  speak  of  this  to  any  one,— I  must 
escape- by  night;  for,  if  my  project  should  be  dis- 
covered, it  will  balmpeded,  and  my  passport  (which 
the  goodness  of  Heaven  has  permhted  me,  I  know  not 
how,  to  obtain)  will  be  taken  from  me.  Uyron !  I 
am  in  des^pair ! — If  I  must  leave  yon  here  without 
knowing  when  I  shall  see  f  ou  again,  if  it  is  your  will 
that  I  should  suffer  so  cruelly,  I  am  resolved  to 
remain.  They  may  put  me  in  a  convent ;  I  shall 
die, — but — ^but  then  yon  cannot  ivd  me,  and  I  cannot 
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reproach  you.  I  know  not  what  Uiej  tell  me,  for  mj 
ftgitatioQ  overwhelms  me ; — and  why  ?  Not  because 
I  fear  my  present  danger,  but  solely,  I  call  Heaven 
to  witness,  solely  because  I  must'  leave  you." 

Towards  the  latter  end  of  July,  the  writer  of  this 
tender  and  truly  feminine  letter  found  herself  forced  to 
leave  Ravenna,— the  home  of  her  youth,  as  it  was, 
now,  of  her  heart, — ^uncertaln  whither  to  go,  or  where 
she  should  again  meet  her  lover.  After  lingering  for 
a  short  time  at  Bologna,  under  a  faint  expectation 
that  the  Court  of  Rome  might  yet»  through  some 
friendly  mediation,*  be  induced  to  rescind  its  oi^er 
against  her  relatives,  she  at  length  gave  up  all  hope, 
and  joined  her  father  and  brother  at  Florence. 

It  has  been  already  seen,  from  Lord  Byron's  letters, 
tliat  he  had  himself  becq^  an  object  of  strong  suspi- 
cion to  the  Government,  and  it  was,  indeed,  chiefly* 
in  their  desire  to  rid  themselves  of  Jits  presence,  that 
the  steps  taken  against  the  Gamba  family  had  origi- 
nated ; — the  constant  benevolence  which  he  exercised 
towards  the  poor  of  Ravenna  being  likely,  it  was 
feared,  to  render  hjm  dangerously  popular  among' a 
people  unused  to  charity  on  so  enlarged  a  scale. 
^  One  of  the  principal  causest,"  says  Madame  Guic- 
cioli,  ^  of  the  exile  of  my  relatives,  was  in  reality  the 
idea  that  Lord  Byron  would  share  the  banishment  of 
his  friends.  Already  the  Government  were  averse  to 
Lord  Byron's  residence  at  Ravenna;  knowing  his 
opidions,  fearing  his  influence,  and  also  exaggerating 
the  extent  of  his  means  for  giving  effect  to  them. 
They  fancied  that  he  provided  money  for  th«  pur^ 
chase  of  turms,  &c.,  and  that  he  contributed  pecu- 
niarily to  the  wants  of  the  Society.  The  truth  is, 
that,  when  called  upon  to  exercise  his  beneflcenoe, 
he  made  no  inquiries  as  to  the  political  and  religious 
opinions  of  those  who  i^uired  his  aid.  Every  un- 
luippy  and  needy  object  had  an  equal  share  in  his 
benevolence.  The  Anti-Liberals,  however,  insisted 
upon  believing  that  he  was  the  prindpal  support  of 
Liberalism  in  Romagna,  and  were  desirous  of  his 
departure ;  but,  not  daring  to  exact  it  by  any  direct 
measure,  they  were  in  hopes  of  being  able  indirectly 
to  foree  him  into  ihis  step.''  f 

After  stating  the  particulars  of  her  own  hasty  de- 
parture, the  lady  proceeds  i-^**  Lord  Byron,  in  the 


*  Amxmg  the  persons  applied  to  by  Lord  Byron  for  their 
Interest  on  this  occasion- was  the  late  Duchess  of  Devon- 
shire, whose  answer,  ^Rted  Arom  Spa,  I  find  among  his  pa- 
pers. MTith  the  ntmost  readineM  her  Orac«  undertakes  to 
writfe  to  RoiAe  on  the  ral^ect.and  adda»  'Believe  me  also, 
my  Lord,  that  there  is  a  character  of  Justice,  goodness,  and 
beoevolence  iu  the  present  Goreniment  of  Rome,  which, 
if  they  are  convinced  of  the  jost  claims  of  the  Cknnte  de 
Chimba  and  his  son,  will  make  them  grant  their  request.* 

t  *  Una  delle  principali  ragioni  per  cni  si  erano  esigUati 
1  roiei  parent!  era  la  speranza  che  Lord  Byron  pure  lascie- 
rehbe  la  Romagna  qnando  i  suoi  amioi  fosseiis  partitl.  Oik 
da  qnalche  tempo  la  perroanenca  di  Lord  Byron  in  Ravenna 
era  mal  gradita  dal  OoTcmo  conoscendosi  le  sue  opinion!  e 
temeodos!  la  sua  influenxa,  ed  esage^ndosi  anche  i  suol 
mezzi  per  esercitarla.  8!  cndeva  cbe  egU  somministrasse 
danaro  per  provredere  toni,  e  che  provtedesse  a!  bisogni 
della  Society.  La  verlta  era  che  nello  spargere  le  sue  be* 
neiloenze  egl!  non  sinfomsava  delle  opinion!  politiche  e  re- 
ligiose di  qnelloche  avera  bis<«nodel  suotoccosao;  ognl 
misero  ed  ogni  infiplice  aveTa  un  egoale  diritto  alia  sua  gene- 
rositiL  Ma  In  ogni  mode  gli  Anti-Liberali  lo  credevano  U 
prineipale  sostegno  del  Liberallsmo  delta  Romagna.e  deside- 
ravano  la  sua  partenza;  ma  non  osando  provocarla  in  nessun 
modo  dirctto  speranado  di  ottemerla  indirettamente.* 


mean  time,  remained  at  Ravema,  in  a  town  conmlied 
by  party  spirit,  where  he  had  certainly,  on  accooot 
of  his  opinions,  many  fanatical  and  perftdbus  enemies; 
add  my  imagination  always  painted  him  surrounded 
by  a  thousand  dangers.  It  may  be  cooceired,  there- 
fore, what  tliat  journey  must  have  been  to  me>  sod 
what  I  suffered  at  such  a  distance  from  him.  Hii  let- 
ters would  haye  given  me  comfort;  but  two  days  al- 
ways elapsed  betweeti  his  writing  and  my  recdrisg 
them ;  and  this  idea  embittered  all  the  soboe  they 
would  otherwise  have  afl^ded  me,  so  that  my  heart 
was  torn  by  the  most  cruel  fears.  Yet  it  was  aeoes- 
sary  for  his  own  sake  that  he  shouM  remain  nne 
time  longer  at  Ravenna,  in  order  that  it  migM  not  be 
said  that  he  also  was  banished.  Besides,  be  bad 
conceived  a  very  great  affection  for  the  plsee  itself; 
and  was  desirous,  before  he  left  it«  of  exhaostisg 
every  means  and  hope  of  procuring  the  recall  of  my 
rektions  from  banishment.  "*'' 


LETTER  CCCCXL. 

TO  MR  HOPP.VBR. 

«  Rsrreana,  Joly  SH,  Ml. 

**  This  country  being  in  a  state  of  properiptioo,  and 
all  my  friends  exiled  or  arrested — the  whole  feoSy 
of  Gamba  obliged  to  go  to  Florence  for  theproeot- 
the  father  and  son  for  politics — (and  the  Guiecioli, 
because  menaced  with  a  convent,  as  her  fhHtufkMt 
here),  I  have  detcrmined^lo  remove  to  Switxerlaod, 
and  they  also.  Indeed,  my  life  here  is  not  supposed 
to  be  particuhirly  safe— but  that  has  been  the  esie  far 
this  twelvemonth  past,  and  is  therefore  not  the  pri- 
mary consideration. 

'^  I  have  written  by  this  post  to  Mr  Henticb,  jo* 
nior,  the  banker  of  Geneva,  to  provide  (if  poadUe)a 
house  for  me,  and  another  for  Ganiba's  hoAs  (the 
father,  son,  and  daughter),  on  the  Jura  side  of  the 
kkeofGAeva,  furnished,  and  with  stabling  (foM 
at  lea4t)  for  eight  horses.  1  shall  bring  ABefra  with 
me.  Could  you  assist  me  or  Hentsch  ia  his  re- 
searches ?  The  Gambas  are  at  Florakcei  hut  hare 
authorized  me  to  treat  for  them.  You  know,  or  do  sot 
know^  that  they  are  great  patriots— and  botb-«iit 
the  son  in  plbticular^-very  fine  Ceibws.  Tkit  I 
know,  for  f  have  seen  them  lately  in  very  awk«8fd 
situations— nof  jpecuniary,  but  persooal—tnd  they 
behaved  like  heroes,  neither  yielding  nor  retnctisg. 

^  You  have  no  idea  what  a  state  of  oppiesnoa  thii 
country  is  in-^4hey  arrested  above  a  thoosaod  of 
high  and  low  throughout  Romania— banished  loae 

♦  «  Lord  Byron  restava  frattanto  a  Ravenna  in  an  F«^ 
scouTolto  dai  partiti,  e  dove  aveva  certamente  dei  Be»w 
di  opinioni  fhnatici  e  perCdi,  e  la  nda  imaagioaxioae  we  It 
dipiogeva circondato sempre da raille  pericolL  SipvUo*- 
que  pensare  cosa  dovesse  essere  quel  viaggio  per  sie  e  csm 
!o  doTessi  soflfHre  nella  sua  lontanansa.  Le  sue  lettere 
avrebbero  potuto  easermi  di  conforto ;  ma  qnando  iole*^ 
veva  era  gik  trascorso  lo  spazio  di  duo  glomi  dsl  ■••'"^ 
in  cui  furono  acritte,  e  qoesto  petiaiero  distrugKe**  tatltu 
bene  che  esse  potevano  fknni.  e  la  mia  anisn  era  1*^^^ 
dai  piA  crudeli  timori.  Frattanto  era  neceasario  J**"  ■  * 
luiconvenienza  che  egl!  restasse  ancora  qnalcbe  t«"P^2 
RaTenna affinchi  non  avesse  a  dlrsl  che  egH  P«<« J*^ 
esiglifcto :  ed  olCtecid  egli  si  era  somniamenta  aftsKssIM 
quel  soggiomo  e  ToleTa  iriBans!  di  partite  Tedere  asssiio 
ttttti  i  tentatiTi  e  tutie  le  speranze  d^  ritonw  dd  ■» 
parent!.* 
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Others,  witbout  trial,  proeest,  or  ^  even 
U  Efeiy  bo4f  saya  they  would  hare 
the  same  hj  me  tf  thfy  dared  prooee^  dpeoly. 
Mj  BKHire,  howevei:,  for  remaming,  ia  because  every 
erne  of  my  acquainianoe,  to  the  amoiAil  of  htihdreds 
alwwt,  liaTe  been  exiled.   •  . 

"  Will  you  1)0  wfaat-you  can  in  looking  out  for  a 
eoilple  oC  taoustfs  furmehedf  and  conferring  with' 
neaCBch  for  us?  We  care  nothing 'about  Society, 
aQ4  are  ody  anxious  for  a  temporaiY  and  tranquil 
asylum  and  iodiTidual  freedom. , 

,  ^  BelieTe  me,  &c 
*'  P.  S.  Can  yoir  giv^  me  an  idea  of  the  oompara- 
tire  expenses  of  Switserland  and  Italy  ?  which  1  have 
fiorgotten.  I  speak  Hiecely  of  those  of  decent  itvM^, 
keiraee,  Icc.  And  not  of  jnxuriA  or  iiigfa  living.  Do 
mgi,  however,  decide  any  ihing  positively  till  I  have 
1  your  answer^  as  I  can  tli^n  know  bow  to  think  upon 
these  topica  of  transmigiation;  &c.  &c  fiu:." 

LETTER  CXXX3CLL 

TO  MB  MVRBAYi 

•Barenoa.  July  30th,  1831. 

"iSodosed  is  the  best  aceouat  oC  tlie DogeF^diero, 
^ifhieh  was  otAj  sent  Xo  me  from  aq  old  M3.  the 
other  day.  G^t  it  translated/and  append  il  as  a  note 
IQ  Iha-next  edition..  You  will  perhaps  be  plbased  to 
ss^  that  my  teneeptibns  of  his  diaraetsr  wer^  ootrect, 
iheogb  I  regret  not  bavteg  met  with  this  extract  be- 
fise.  Your  wiU  perceive  that  he  hlinself  said  exactly 
what  he  ismadb  ur  sa/  about  the  Bbhup  of  Treviso. 
Yovvldlsee  alaO  that '  he  spoke  veiy  little,  and  those 
BfliSy  words  of  /age  and  disdain,'  ftfter^a  arresl,^ 
which  is  the  case  ia  the  play,  except  when  he  breaks' 
oat  al  the  etose  of  Act  Fifth.  But  his  kpe^ch  to  the* 
eonspiiators  is' better  iajhe  M&Uhan  in  the4)|iy. 
TwiMk  that-l  had'  met.with  it  m  fime.  V9  not for- 
gsl  this  nste,  wkhartranstation. 
'  **  ii  'a  former  note  io  tl^e  Juans,  speaUng  of -Vol- 
taiw,  I  have  <px>ted  hisfiMnOils '  Zairof  ta  pleures,' ' 
which  is  an  error ;  H  shosld  be '  Zt^bre ,  voui  pleu- 
re»J .  Recollect  this,    '  '  '    *' 

^1  am  so  busy  here  about  those  poor  prosoihed 
ews,  who  are  soaltered  abeutf  and  witfr  trying*  to 
gel  sene  of  them  leealfed,  that  1  haVe  hardly  time  or 
patiflBfy  to  vrrit^  a  short  preface,  which  wiU  be  pro- 
ptf  for  the  two  plays.  However,  I  will  make'  it  out 
on  receivmg  the  next  proofi|. 

,    "Yours  ever,  &c 

"P.  a  Please  to  append  the  letter  about  the 
Heileepont  as  a  note  to  jronr  next  opportunity  of  the 
•vcfses  on  Leander,  &c  &c.  &c.  in  ChUde  Harold. 
Don't  forgef  it  amidst  yoar  multitudinous  avocations, 
vrhicb  I  think  otcel^tating  ia  a  Dithyrambio  Ode  to 
Albemarle-street: , 

''Are  you  aware  that  Shdley  has  written  an  Elegy 
00  Reats^  and  accuses  the  Qiuuierly  of  killing  him? 

'  Who  kill'd  John  Keats  ?' 

'  1/  Mys  the  Qnarterly. 

80  savage  and  Tartarly 
'  Twaa  one  of  my  feats.* 
*  Who  shot  the  arrow  ?' 

*  The  poet-priest  Milman, 

(So  ready  to  kill  man}* 
0r  Sonthey  or  Barrow.* 


''Yon  know  very  v^eU  that  I  did  not  approve  of 
KeaU*s  poetry  ,*oi  psinciples  of  poetry ;  or  of  hisnbuse 
of  Pope ;  but,  as  he  ib  dead,  omit  all  that  is  said  about 
him  in  any  MSS.  of  mine,  or  publication.  His  Hype> 
lion  is  8r  fine  monuu^nt,  and  wil|  keep  his  name.  I 
do  not' envy  the  man  who  wrote  the  article;— you 
Review-people  have  no  more  right  to  kill  than  any 
other  footpads.  However,  he  who  would  die  of  an 
article  in  a  Retiew,  would  probably  have  died  of 
something  else  equally  trivial.  Thasame  thing  near- 
ly happened  to  Kirke  \Yhite,  who  died  afterwards  of 
a  <9pa8umption.'' 

LETTER  CCCCXLH. 

^,  TO  MR  MOOBB. 

«  Ravenna.  Aagnst  Sd,  18S1. 
"  I  had  eertamly  answered  your  kst  letter,  though 
buf  briefly,  to  the  part  to  which  you  refer,  merely  say- 
ing, 'damn  the  controversy ;'  and  quoting  some  verses 
of  George  CoUnan's,  not  as  allusive  to  you,  but  to  the 
disputants.  Did  you  receive  this  letter?  It  imports 
m€  to  know  that  our  letters  are  not  intercepted  or 


^  Your  Berlin  drama^  is  an  honour,  unknown  since 
the  days  of  Elkanah  Settle,  whose  'Emperor  of  Mo- 
rocco', was  represented  by  the  Court  ladies,  which 
was,  as  Johson  says,  *the  last  blast  of  inflammation' 
to  poor  Dryden,  who  could  not  bear  it,  and  fell  foul 
of  Settle  without  mercy  or  moderation,  on  account 
of  that  and  a  frontispiece,  which  he  dared  to  put  be< 
fore  his  pky. 

''Was  not  your  showing  the  Memoranda  to** 
somewhat  perik>«s  ?  Is  there  not  a  facetious  allusion 
or  two  which  might  as  well  be  reserved  for  posterity  ? 

^I  know  S  *  f  well — that  is  to  say,  I  have  met  him 
ocouionally  at  6opet.  Is  he  not  also  touched  lightly 
in  ^the  Memoranda  ?  In  a  review  of  Childe  Harold, 
Canto  4th,  three  years  ago,  in  Bkickwood's  Maga- 
zine, they  quote  some  stanzas  of  an  elegy  of  S^^'s 
on  Rome,  from  which  they  say  that  I  might  have 
.taken  some  Ideas.  I  give  you  my  honour  that  I  never 
8aw4t  except  in  that  criticism,  yvhich  gives,  I  thmk, 
three  j>r  four  stanzas,  sent  them  (they  say)  for  the 
nonce  by  a  correspondent — ^perhaps  himself.  The 
fact  is  easily  proved;  for  I  dooH  undersand  Oerman, 
and  there  was,  I  believe,  no  translation— at  teast,  it 
was  the  first  time  that  I  ever  heard  of,  or  saw,  either 
transhOion  or  original. 

''I  remember  having  some  talk  with  S**  about 
Alfieri,  whose  merit  he  denies.  He  was  also  vrroth 
about  the  Edinburgh  Review  of  Goethe,  which  vras 
sharp  enough,  to  be  sure.  He  went  about  saying, 
too,  of  the  FVench — *  1  meditate  a  terrible  vengeance 
against  the  French— I  will  prove  that  Moli^re  is  no 
poet'.t 

''I  don't  see  why  you  should  talk  of  'declining.' 
When  I  saw  you,  you  looked  thinner,  and  yet  youug- 
ef,  than  you  did  when  we  parted  several  years  be* 

*  There  had  been,  a  short  time  before,  performed  at  the 
Court  of  Beriin  a  spectacle  founded  on  the  Poem  of  Lalla 
Rookh,  In  which  the  present  Emperor  of  Russia  personated 
Feramors,  and  the  Empress,  Lalla  Rookh. 

t  This  threat  has  been  since  acted  vpon  .—the  critic  in 
qoestion  having,  to  the  great  honor  of  the  French  Uterati, 
pronoonced  MoUtee  to  be  a  *  lluveor.* 
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fore.  You  may  nAj  upon  this  fts  fact.  If  it  w^e 
not,  I  should  say  nothing,  for  I  would  rather  not  say 
unpleosant  ptrtonal  things  to  any  one— hut,  as  it 
was  the  pleasant  trutht  I  tell  it  you.  If  you  had  led 
my  life,  indeed>  changing  climates  and  connexions — 
thinning  -younelf  with  fasting  and  purgatire*— be- 
sides the  wear  and  tear  of  the  vulture  passions,  and 
a  very  bad  temper  besides,  you  might  talk  in  this 
way--but  pou!  I  know  no  man  >fho  look*  so  w^ll 
for  his  yeari,  or  who  desenres  to  look  better  and  to 
be  heller,  iu  all  respects^  Yon  are  a  *  *  *;  and, 
what  is  perhaps  better  for  your  friends,  a  good  fellow. 
So,  don't  talk  of  decay,  but  put  in  for  eighty,  as  you 
well  may. 

''I  am,  at  present,  occupied  principally  about 
these  unhappy  proscriptions  and  eiules^  which  have 
token  place  here  on  account  of  politics.  It  has  been 
a  miserable  sight  to  see  the  general  desobition  in  fir* 
milies^  I  am  doing  what  I  can  for  fhem,  high  aad  low, 
by  such  interest  and  means  as  I  possess  or  can  bring 
to  bear.  There  have  been  thousands  of  these  pro- 
scriptions within  the  last  month  in  the  Exarchate,  or 
(to  speak  modemly)  the  Legations.  Yesterday,  tao, 
a  man  got  his  back  broken,  in  extricating  a  dog  of 
mine  from  under  a  mill-wheel.  The  dog  was  killed, 
and  the  man  is  in  the  greatest  danger.  I  was  not 
present— 4t  happened  before  I  was  up,  owmg  to  a 
stupid  boy,  taking  the  dog  to  bathe  in  a  dangerous 
spot.  I  must,  of  course,  provide  for  the  poor  fellow 
while  he  iives,  and  his  family,  if  he  dies.  I  w(Aild 
gladly  hare  given  a  much  greater  sum  than  that  will 
come  to  tliat  he  had  never  been  hurt.  Pray,  let  me 
hear  from  you,  and  excuse  haste  and  hot  weather. 
**  Yours,  &c. 
♦  ♦  ♦  ♦  * 

**  You  may  have  probably  seen  all  sorts  of  attacks 
upon  me  in  some  gazettes  m  England  some  moBths 
ago.  I  only  saw  them,  by  Murray's  bounty,,  the 
other  day.  They  call  me  *  Plagiary,'  and  what  not. 
I  think  I  now,  in  my  time,  have  been  accused  of 
everg  thing. 

**  1  have  not  given  you  details  of  little  events  here ; 
but  they  have  been  trying  to  make  me  out  to  be  the 
chief  of  a  conspiracy,  and  nothing  but  their  want  of 
proq^  for  an  English  investigation  has  stopped  them. 
Had  it  been  a  poor  native,  the  suspicion  were  enough, 
as  it  has  been  for  hundreds. 

''Why  don't  you  write  on  Napoleon?  I  have  no 
spirits,  nor  *  estro'  to  do  so.  His  overthrow,  from  the 
beginning,  was  a  blow  on  the  head  to  me.  Since 
that  period,  we  have  been  the  slaves  of  fools.  Ex- 
cuse this  tpng  letter.  E^co  a  translation  litend  of  a 
Fk«nch  Epigram. 

«  Exle,  beaaty  and  poet,  has  two  littie  crimes. 
She  BukM  her  own  Ittce,  and  does  not  aske  her  rhymes. 

**  I  am  going  to  ride,  having  been  warned  not  to 
ride  b  a  particular  part  of  tha  forest,  on  account  of 
the  ultrarpolitioians. 

**  Is  there  no  chance  of  your  return  to  England,  and 

of  our  Journal?    I  would  have  published  the  two 

plays  in  it— two  or  three  scenes  per  number    and, 

indeed,  a//  of  mine  in  it.    If  you  went  to  Rngknd,  I 

I  would  do  so  stiU.** 

I      About  this  time  Ifr  Shelley,  who  had  now  fixed  hit 


residence  at  Pisa»  received  a  letter  from  Lord  Byroo,  I 
eamesdy  Kquesting  to.  see  him,  in  consequence  of  ' 
which  he  immediatelly  set  out  for  Ravenna ;  and  the  * 
following  extiacts  fsom  letters,  written  during  hia  i 
stay  with  his  noble  friend,  wiH  be  read  with  that  ! 
double  feeling  of  interest  which  is  always  am  to  be  I 
exoited  in  hearing  one  man  of  genius  express  his  ops-  ; 
ofanothtr. 


«R«vsBoa,  Avgast  7th,  nn. 

**  I  airived  last  oight  at  ten  o'cbek,  and  aaC  op 
talking  vrith  Lord  Qyron  until  five  this  moming :  I 
then  went  to  sleep,  and  now  awdw  at  eleven ;  aad 
having  despatched  my  breakfastas  quick  as poaiible, 
meao  to  dbvote  the  interval  until  twdve,  wbea  the 
poet  departs,  to  you. 

**  Lord  Byron  is  very  weD,  and  was  dei^hted  to 
see  me.  He  has  in  fact  completely  reooverad'liiB 
health,  and  lives  a  life  totaUy  the  reverse  of  that 
which  he  led'at  Venice.  He  has  a  permanent  sort  of 
liaison  with  (he  Con^essa  GuiyqioK,  who  is  nam  at 
Fforence,  and  seems  Sjnm  her  letieri  to  be  a  very 
amiable  woman.  She  is  waiting  there  until  somechiag 
shaM  be  decided  as  to  their  emigration  to  SwitaeriasA 
or  stay  in  Italy,  which  is  yet  undetermined  on  either  j 
side.  She  was  compelled  to  escape  fiom  the  Pa|Ml 
territcoy  m  grealhaste,  aa measures  had  sJreadsr  hmm 
taken  toT  pkoe  her  in  a  aonvant,  where  she  would  have 
been  unrelentingly  confined  for  life«  The  opptesmon 
of  the  marriage  contract  as  existing  in.  tbe  laws  and 
opiniDni  of  Italy,  though  less  firequentily  excrciaed,  is 
fkr  sevdrerahan  that  of  England. 

^  Lord  Byron  had  ahnost  destroyed  himself  at  Ve- 
nice. His  stat^  of  debility  was  such  that  he  was  umr 
able  to  digest-any  fo^ ;  he  was  consumed  by  hectic 
fever,  and  would  speedily  have  perished  but  Csr  thb 
attachment,  which  reclaimed  him  from  the  fittsnM 
into  which  he  threw  himself,  from  carelimnsss  and 
pride^  rather  than  taste.  Poor  fettowl  he  ia  M 
quite  well,  and  immersed  in  politics  and  Utesmture. 
He  has  given  me  a  number  of  the  most  interesting  de- 
tails on  the  former  subject;  but  wc  will  not  q>cak  of 
them  in  a  letter.  Fletcher  is  here,  and— as  if,  like  a 
shadow,  he  waxed  and  waned  with  the  subafece  of 
his  master— has  also  revived  his  good  kwksi  and  ^m 
amidst  the  unseasonable  gray  hairs  a  fresh  faartest  of 
flaxen  locks  has  put  forth. 

**  We  talked  a  great  deal  Of  poetry  and  sQch  ■ettcsa 
last  night ;  and,  as  usual,  diffiered-f-and,  i  think,  ■»*« 
than  ever..  He  aflfecis  to  pcUronise  a  system  of  criti- 
cism fit  only  for  the  production  of  mediocrity ;  aad  al- 
though all  his  finer  poems  and  passages  have  heea 
produced  in  defiance  of  this  system,  yet  1  rsrngaiaii 
the  pernicious  effects  of  it  in  the  Doge  of  Veaiee;  and 
it  will  cramp  and  limit  his  future  efforts,  however 
great  they  may  be,  unless  he  gets  rid  of  it.  I  have 
readonly  parts  of  it,  or  rfither  he  himself  read  thsm 
to  me,  and  gave  me  the  plan  of  the  whole. 

'Ravenna,  Aacast  IStk,  OBL 
**  We  ride  out  m  the  evening  through  the  pine  fo> 
rests  whioli  divide  the  dty  from  the  sefe.  Our  way  of 
life  is  this,  and  I  have  aooommodated  lAyseif  to  it 
vrithout  much  diflSculty : — ^Lord  Byron  gets  op  at 
two— breakfasts— we  talk,  read,  fcc  until  six— then 
we  ride  at  eight,  and  after  dinner  sit  talkinf  oatil  fber 
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orftfe  in  tlie  monui^.  I  get  up  at  twelve,and  am 
BOwderoliDg  the  iqtenral  between  my  nnogaDd  hia 
toyoa. 

**  Lord  Byroo  is  gneatly  improTed  in  every  respect 
^in  geniBB,  in  temper,  in  moral  views,  in  health  and 
k^pineas.  His  connexion  with  La  Guioeioli  has 
iMen  an  inestimable  benefit  to  him.  He  lives  in 
considerable  splendour,  butwithk  his  income,  which 
is  now  about  four  thousand  a-year,  one  thousand  of 
whiab  lie  devot^  to  purposes  of  charity.  He  has  had 
■mchicTons  passions,  hut  these  he  seems  to  have 
sabdued ;  and  he  is  becoming,  what  be  should  be,  a 
virtumM  mo.'  The  interest  which  he  took  in  the' 
politioB  at  Italy,  and  the  actions  he  performed  in  oon- 
secpi^ieeof  it,  are  subjects  not  fit  to  be  written,  but 
•re  much  as  ^rili  delight  and  sbrprise  you. 

"He  is  not  yet  decided  to  go  to  Switierland,  a 
pbee.  Indeed,  little  fitted  for  hhn :  the  gcynip  and  the 
cahals  of  those  Anglicised  coteries  would  tonitent  him 
•s  they  €ljd~  before,  and  might  exasperale  him  into  a 
rdapse  of  hl>ertinism,  which,  he  says,  he  plunged  into 
not  from  taste^  but  from  despair.  La  GuiceioU  and 
her  brother  (who  is  Loid  Byron's  firiend  and  confidant,  • 
sad  acqoieeces  perfectly  in  her  connexion  with  him) 
wA  to  go  Switzerland,  as  Lord  Byron  says,  merely 
frsm  the  novdly  and  pleasure  of  travelling.  Lord 
Bifran  prefers  Tuscany  or  Lucca,  and  is  trying  to 
penoade  them  'to  adopt  hit  views.  He  has  made 
sii  write  a  kmg  letter  to  her  to  engage  her  te  remain. 
Am  odd  thing  enough  for  an  utter  stranger  to  write 
oi  sofaiflcts  of  the  utmost  delicacy  to  his  friend's  mis- 
tress— but  it  seems  destined  that  I  am  always  to  have 
some  active  part  in  every  body*s  affitirs  whom  I 
appnaeb.  I  have  set  deVn,  in  tame  Italian,  the 
strangest  reasons  I  can  thinh  of  against  the  Swiss 
CBJgratioiL  To  teO  you  the  truth,  I  should  be  very 
gbd  to  accept  as  my  fee  his  establishment  in  Tus- 
cany. Ravenna  is  a  miserable  place :  the  people 
tie  barbarous  and  wild,  and  their  language  the  most 
infenial  patmt  that  you  can  imagine.  He  would 
be  in  ereiy  respect  better  among  the  Tuscans. 

"  He  has  read  to  me  one  of  the  unpublished  cantos 
«f  Don  Juan,  whieh  is  asteoiBbingly  fine.  It  sets  hhn 
not  only  above  butlar  above  all  the  poets  of  the  day. 
Eveu  word  has  the  stamp  of  immortality.  This  canto 
is  a  a  style  (but  totally  free  from  indelicacy,  and  sus- 
tained with  incredible  ease  and  power)  tike  the  end  of 
the  second  canto:  there  is  not  a  word  which  the  most 
rigid  assertor  of  the  dignity  of  human  nature  could 
desffe  to  be  cancelled ;  it  fulfils,  in  a  certafai  degree, 
what  I  have  kmg  preached, — of  producing  someAing 
whoOy  new>  and  rebtive  to  the  age,  and  yet  surpass- 
ing beautiful.  It  may  be  vanity,  bat  I  think  I  see 
the  trace  of  my  earnest  exhortations  to  him,  to  ertete 
soBwthing  wholly  new. 

<*  I  am  sure,  if  I  asked»  it  would  not  be  refused ; 
yet  there  is  -something  in  me  that  makes  it  impossi- 
ble. Lord  Byron  and  I  are  excellent  friends;  and 
were  I  reduced  to  poverty,  or  were  I  a  vrriter  ,who 
had  no  daim  to  a  higher  station  thanJ  possess,  or  did 
I  poesesB  a  h^her  than  I  deserve,  we  should  appear 
m  all  things  as  such,  and  I  would  freely  ask  him  any 
favour.  Such  is  not  now  the  case :  the  demon  of 
DMtrust  and  of  pride  Itkrks  between  two  persons  in 
our  atoatkm,  poisooiog  the  freedom  of  our  inter- 


eoorse.  This  is  a  tax,  and  a  heavy  one,  which  we 
must  pay  for  being  human.  I  think  the  fault  is  not 
on  my  side;  nor  is  it  likely,— I  being  the  weaker.  I 
hope  that  in  the  next  world  these  things  wiH  be  better 
managed.  What  is  passing  in  the  heart  of  another, 
rarely  escapes  the  observation  of  one  who  is  a  strict 
Anatomist  of  his  own. 

**  Lord  Byron  here  has  splendid  apartments  in  the 
pakce  of  his  mistress's  husbamk,  who  is  one  of  the 
richest  men  in  Italy.  She  is  divorced,  with*  an  at 
lowanee  of  twelve  thousand  crowns  a  year;^-a  mise- 
rable pittance  from  a  man  who  has  a  hundred  and 
twenty  thousand  a  year.  There  are  two  monkeys, 
five  cats,  eight  dogs,  and  ten  horses^  afl  of  whom 
(except  the  horses)  walk  about  the  house  like  the 
masters  of  it.  Tita,  the  Venetian,  is  here,  and  ope- 
rates as  my  vKlet— a  fine  fellow,  vrith  a  prodigious 
black  beaid,  who  has  stabbed  two  or  three  people, 
and  is  the  most  good-natured-looking  fellow  I  evtfr 
saw. 

*  Wednesday.  Ravenna. 
^  I  toM  you  I  had  written,  by  Lord  Byron's  desire, 
to  La  Guioeioli,  to  dissuade  her  and  her  family  from 
Switzerland.  Her  answer  is  this  moment  arrived, 
and  my  representation  seems  to  have  reconciled  them 
CO  the  unfitness  of  the  step.  At  the  conclusion  of  a 
letter,  full  of  all  the  fipe  things  she  says  she  has  heard 
of  me,  is  this  request,  which  I  transcribe  :— *  Si- 
gnore,  la  vostra  bonta  mi  fa  ardita  di  chiedervi  un 
fa^ore,  me  lo  accorderete  voi?  Nan  pariitt  da 
Ravenna  $enza  MilorcT,  Of  course,  bemg  now,  by 
all  the  hiws  of  knighthood,  captive  to  a  lady's  re- 
quest, I  shall  only  be  at  liberty  on  my  parole  until 
Lord  Byron  is  settled  at  Pisa.  1  shall  reply,  of 
course,  that  the  boon  is  granted,  and  that  if  her  lover 
is  reluctant  to  quit  Ravenna  after  I  have  made  ar- 
rangements for  receiving  him  at  Pisa,  I  am  bound  to 
place  myself  in  the  same  situation  as  now,  to  assafl 
him  with  importunities  to  rejoin  her.  Of  this  there, 
is  fortunately  no  need :  and  I  need  not  tell  you  that 
there  is  no  fear  that  this  chivalric  submission  of  mine 
to  the  great  general  laws  of  antique  courtesy,  against 
which  I  never  rebel,  and  which  is  my  religion,  should 
interfere  vrith  my  soon  returning,  and  kmg  remaining 
with  you,  dear  girl. 

*  «  *  *  « 

^  We  ride  out  every  evening  as  usual,  and  practise 
pistol-shooting  at  a  pumpkin,  andI*am'not  sorry  to 
observe  that  I  approach  towards  my  noble  friend's 
exactness  of  aim.  I  have  the  greatest  trouble  to 
get  away,  and  Lord  Byron,  as  a  reason  for  my  stay, 
has  urged,  that  vrithout  either  me  or  the  Guioeioli, 
he  wiU  certainly  fall  into  his  old  habits.  I  then  talk, 
and  he  listens  to  reason :  and  I  earnestly  hope  that 
he  is  too  well  avrare  of  the  terrible  and  degrading 
consequences  of  his  former  mode  of  life,  to  be  in 
danger  from  the  short  interval  of  temptation  that  will 
be  left  him." 

LETTER  CCCCXLUL 

TO  MB,  BfURRAY. 

■  RsTenaa,  August  IDth,  18U. 
**  Your  conduct  to  Mr  Moore  is  certainly  very 
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bandfone;  and  I  would- not  say  lo  if  I  ^onld  hrip 
it,  for  jou  are  not  at  present  by  any  means  in  ny 
good  graces. 

**  With  regard  to  additions,  &c.  there  is  a  Joomal 
which  I  kept  in  1814  which  yoo  may  ask  him  fiMT; 
also  a  Journal,  which  you  must-get  from  Krs  Lieigh, 
of  my  journey  in  the  Alps,  which  contabis.  aH  the. 
girms  of  llfenlred.  I  have  also  kept  a  sftiaU  Diary 
here  far  a  few  months  lasT  winter,  whioh  I  would 
send  you,  and  nny  contmuation.  You  would  find 
easy  access  to  all  my  papers  and  letters,  and  do  itct 
negUei  this  (m  case  of  aociden(b),  on  adcount  of  the 
mass  of  confusion  in  which  they  are;  for  out  of  that 
chaos  of  papers'  you  will  find  some  curious  ones  of 
mine  and  others,  if  not  Ipst  or  destroyed.  If  circum- 
stai^es,  howerer  (which  is  afanost  impossible),  made 
me  ever  consent  to  a  publioation  in  my  13'etime,«yOtt 
WQtild  in  that  case,  I  suppose,  make  Moore  some 
advance,  in  proportion  to  the  likelihood  or,  non-like- 
lihood of  success.  Ycyi  are  both  sure  to  eunrire  toe, 
however. 

**  You  must  also  hare  from  Mr  Moore  the  corres-, 
pondence  between  me  and  Lady  B.,  to  whom  I  offered 
the  sight  of  an  which  regards  hersdf  in  these  papers. 
This  is  important.  He  has  hsr  letter,  and  a  copy  of 
my  answer.  I  would  rather  Moore  edited  me  than 
another. 

^'I  send  you  Valpy's  letter  to  decide  for  yourself, 
and  Stockdale's  to  amuse  you.  /  am  always  loyal 
with  you,  as  I  was  in  Qalignani's  afikir,  and  yov  idth 
me— now  and  then. 

**  I  return  you  Moore's  letter,  which  is  Tery  credi- 
table to  him,  and  you,  and  me. 

** Yours  ever." 

LETTER    CCC0XI.1V. 

TO  KB  MVBRAT. 

•RaTenna,  Aoffiist  IMh,  1891. 

*  I  regret  that  Hofanes  can't  or  won't  comes  it  is 
rather  shabby,  as  I  was  always  very  chril  and  pun6- 
tual  with  him.  But  he  is  but  one  ^  *  more.  One 
meets  with  none  else  afaong  the  Bngfidi. 

**  I  waU  the  proofs  of  4he  MSS,  with  proper  im- 
patience. 

^  So  you  hare  published,  or  mean  to  publish,  the 
new  Juansf  Ar'n't  you  afraid  of  the  Oonstitutfcmal 
Amassination  of  Bridge-street?  When  first  I  saw 
the  name  of  Sfnyroy,  I  thought  it  had  been  yours; 
but  was  solaced  by  seeing  that  your  synonyme  is  an 
attorney,  and  that  you  are  not  one  of  that  atrocious 


**  I  am  in  a  great  discomfort  about  the  probable 
war,  and  widi  my  trustees  not  getting  me  out  of  the 
funds.  If  thie  funds  break,  it  is  my  intention  to  go 
upon  the  highway.  Afl  the  other  English  professions 
are  at  present  so  ungentlenianly  by  the  conduct  of 
thoer  who  fisDow  them,  that  open  robbing  is  the  only 
fair  resource  left  to  a  man  of  any  principles;  it  is  even 
honest,  in  comparison,  by  being  undisguised. 

*<I  wrote  to  you  by  bstpost,  to  say  that  you  had 
done  the  handsome  thing  li^  Moore  and  the  Memo- 
randa. You  are  reiy  good  as  times  go,  and  would 
probably  be  still  better  but  for  the' march  of  events' 
(as  Napoleon  called  it),  which  won't  permit  any  body 
to  be  better  than  they  shouU  be. 


'^LoveloQiflbrd.    Bdiere  ut,  Sbe. 

^  P.S.  I  reatore  SmAh's  hstter,  w;ham  tjMok  fior 
his  goed  opiaipsi.  Is  the  bust  by  XhorwaUsa  ar- 
riVAl?^ 


LETTER  CCCCXLV. 

It)  MR  MORBAT.  / 

*  B«ven«s>  August  ;M»  Oa. . 
^Endoued  nreihe two acfs<»ireek!d.  With  re- 
«d  to  the  ohai^  about  the  shipwreck,!  tfaiakflmc 
1  ixAd  both  you  and  Mr.  HobhenK^  years  ago,  tlsat 
there  was  npia  sMi^/e  nrcwmtiane^&f  it  not  taktm 
fr(tti  yofit ;  not,  indeed,  from  any  umgte  shipwRck, 
but  1^  from  actual  fa^  ol  difi^t  wrecks.*  Al- 
most all' Don  Juan  is  f^o/  life,  either  my  own»  or  fresn 
peopfe  I  kh^w.  By  the  wAy,  much  of  the  descriptsoB 
df  tb^,^iHiftriife,in  GantaTbird,  is  lakeofiim  TW" 
ly*p  TripoU  (^y  notB  thU),  and  the  nst  from  wf 
own  observaMon.  Remember,  In^ver  maMt  i»  cod- 
eeal  thisai  aO.and  bAre  only  not  stated  it,  beoaime 
Don  Juan  bad  no  preface  nor  oan^  to  it.  Ifjov  think 
it  worth  while  to  make  this  siatefen^  do  so  in  yov 
own  way.  /laugh  at  sueb charges,  eonrioced  ikat 
ifo  writer  ever  borrowed  less,  or  made  hk 
more  his  own.  Much  is  eoineidence:^ 
La4y  Moigan  (tn  a  really  9»eelUtd  book,  f 
you,  on  Iti^f),  caUs  Venice  an  oce«ii  fi^ait :  1 
the  very  same  expreasiop  in  Foec«ri»  and  yet  yesi 
know  that  the  play  was 'written  monthfeago,  nod  aeat 


*  One  of  (he  charges  of  pksiarismtswifhi  agaimt  Afaa 
by  tome  scribbten  or  the  day  wftf  ibdhdo^Cas  I  fti^  Una^ 
observed  in  the  AM  part  of  this  ir«10  'M  hfa  havJat 
■ongfatin  the  authentic  recerds  oT  raal  aUp«leclci  tftoas 
■Mtorlsb  out  of  which  ha  has  woricedhb  own  pmmriU  «»- 
scriptipn  in  the  Second  Caqto  of  Pfltt loan.  Withwamck 
JnsUce  might  the  Italian  aathor  (Oaleani,  if  I  nteliM.1 
right),  who  wrote  a  Dfafcourse  on  the  Mililarjr  .SdsBce  db- 
played  brTanoin  Ushattka,  have  retmacbed  thiit  pact 
with  the  soorcea  flrom  which  ha  drew  his  knowledge  luilh 
Jil  maeh  jastica  might  Puytegnr  and  9errals>  wkehate 
pointed  oat  the  same  merit  in  Homer  and  Tifgfl.  have 
withheld  their  paalse,  becanae  the  aoience  on  wkl^  iHa 
merit  whsfiNnided  most  have  been  derired  bj  tbeahii«Bd 
indostry  of  these  poets  from  others 

So  little  was  Tasso  ashamed  oTIfaosa  fiaaoal  twritatlaiis  af 
other  poets  which  are  so  often  branded  as  nli«laiiaiia,  that, 
la  his  Commentary  on  his  Rime,  he  takes  paiaa  to  point 
ant  and  avow  whatever  eolnddenoes  of  this  kind  ocear  hi 


While  on  this  sufcjeptp  I  atty  he  allowed  to  mmUkin  ana 
signal  instance,  where  a  thongbt  that  had  lain  piifcapa  la- 
distinctly  in  Byron's  memory  since  Us  yonl^,  coasea  aut  so 
improved  and  brightened  as  to  be.  by  every  right  of  geaiaa* 
tis  own.  In  the  Two  Noble  Kinsmen  of  ^aoiMMrt  aad 
Fletcher  ( a  play  fo  which  the  picture  Of  paadooate  ftfaad 
ship,  delineated  in  the  character  of  Falamon  aad  hM^U^ 
would  be  sure  to  draw  the  attentloB«f  Byroa  ia  Ua  hay- 
hood)  we  And  the  fbllowing  paa^MTO  :» 

"Ohaatcr 
Shall  watwo  esercfai%  Iflce  tnim  of  Hoooar, 
Our  aroM  again,  aad /«el  awrj^trjf  kwwm 
ZAktpnmd  mw  tmdtr  mt.** 

Out  Of  this  somewhat  forced  simile,  by  a  JadfcSew  tr^ 
poaition  of  the  comparison,  and  hy  the  sidiatitatlaa  ef  Chs 
more  definite  word  •  waves*  for  'seas,*  the  dear,  aahls 
thought  in  one  of  the  Cantoa  of  ChiUe  HamM  km  heaa 
prodoced  :— 

**9Bceiaore  apoo  Ibewatrr*!  jFCt oaoe aMff« | 
And  the  w«*w  booad  beocadi  Bw.  as  a  tssad 
That  knom  his  ridan." 
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toEii8^tirf:Uie*Itat^I  receiTedonly  on  the  >6Uk 

"  Your  ftiend,  like  the  ptblioi  is  not  aware,  that 
■7  dmnatic  aimplicily  is  shtdiamsfy  Gre^k,  an^  must 
so :  110  reform  ever  sufioseded  at  first^  I 
ihe  old  Eoglisli  dnunailgt ;  but  this  is  qaite 
aaocher'  ieM,  and  baa.  nothing  ttf  do  with  theirs.  -I 
want  t»  moke  a  regular  English  t^^ama,  no  aat^ 
whether  for  the  stage  or  not,  which  is  not  nqr  object, 
— boraaMnto/lfAaa/rtf.  '  .. 

**Yo0r9. 
^P.9.  CanH  accept  ToureourtMusofTer.' 

•Per  Orfari  and  for  WtidefniTe     • 
Ton  glTe  ivacb  mo>«  ttum  me  f  «a  gave ; 
Wliich  is  not  fkirix  to  bebsre. 

My  Morrar.     ^  • 

«  Beflaose  ITa  lire  dog,  *tU  said. 
Be  worth  a  Uonfiurly  gped, 
A  Aii«  lord  most  be  m^tihiwo  dead, 
s   MyOliirraf. 

"And  ii;  as  tk^  opinion  goesi         *    * 
Vene  baft  a  better  nle.  than  pi^Dse— 
Certes^Ifllioold  baye  more  thao4lioae,  . 
Aly  Harray. 

«  Bat  BOW  tbii  sbeet  is  nearly  crannaM', 
So,  ifyoifvli?, /abi'n't  beshammd, 
AdA  if  yoa.iooii'f,  >o8  nyiy  be  damn'd, 
Vy  Manay. 

'  *T1ieBeinattanmiiBCl>o«nraB0edwiihMr.Doiig1aft 
JCfiMurd*  He  is  n^  trustee,  and  a  man  of  honour^ 
T»  liim  yon  can  state  aH  your  mercanlHe  reasons, 
wUehyoy  migbC  not  like  to  state  lb  maporsonally; 
sBeh  as, '  heavy  season'—^flat  public'—*  'doq't  go  off*. 
— *  IqiPihlEip  writes  loo  much'—'  won^  take  aiMce^ 
'  ieeUnan^  popularity'—'  dednction '  for  the.  txade^-^ 
'  naJke  very  little'—'  generally  Idse  by  him'—'  pirated 
dKtiod^— *  fbreign  edition*^' bevere  critieiuns,'  &e. 
with  other  hints  and  howls'  for  an  oration,  "wluch  I 
leave  Douglas,  who  is'ttn  orator,  to  answer.  # 

f  Yoy  can  also  stat<  them  ^mqre  freely  to  a  third 
^0wq,  as  hetweep  you  and  me  they  could  oqly 
pCDdnoe  some  smart  postscript^ ,  which  wo|dd  nol 
afiora  our  mutualarchives. . 

^'I  am  soDy  fo^  the  Queen,  and  thafs  more  thaa 
yimara." 


LETTER  CCCCXLVI.      . 

TO  MB  MOORB. 

«  aarenna,  Ancnst  9|th,  mi. 
« Yours  of  the  5lh  only  yesterday,  while  I  Nkd  let< 
ten  of  the  8th  from  Londdn.  Doth  the  post  dabble 
■Up  our  letters?  Whatever  agreement  you  make 
vrith  Murray,  if  satisfactoiy  to  you,  must  be  so  to  n^.' 
Hiere  need  be  no  ^niple,  because^  thoqgh  I  used 
sometimes  to  buffoon 'to  myself,  loving  a  quibble 
as  wen  as  the  barbarian  himself  (^hakspeare,  Id 
wit)—'  that,  Uke  a  Spartan^  I  would  sell  my  Itfe  as 
dBorlff  as  possible'— it  never  was  my  intention  to  turn 
it  to  personal,  pecuniary  ac6ount,  but  to  bequeath  it 
to  a  friend — ^yourself— in  the*event  of  survivorship. 
I  anticipated  that  period,  because  we  happened  to 


No  SMn  ever  rose  (says  Pope)  to  any  degree  of  per- 
tetlon  in  writiaf  but  tbroogfa  obstinacy  and  an  inreterata 
the  stream  of  manfcind.* 


meet,  and  I  urged  yoQ  to  make  what  was  possible  sio«o 
by  il)  for  reasons  whicir  are-  obviops.  It  has  been 
no  possible  priv^ion^to  me,  and  therefore  does  not 
Keqaire  the  acknowledgments  you  mention.  So,  for 
God's  sake,  don't  consider  it  like  *»**,♦« 

"B^  the  wajN  whe^you,  wrke  to  Lady  Morgan, 
win  yoq  thatak  ner  for  her  Imndsome  Speeches  it  her 
boob  about  m^  books  F  I  do  not -know  her  addresi. 
Ifcr  work  is  fearlesy  ani  excellent  on  the  subject  of 
'Italy— pray  tell  her  so-^and  I  know  the  oovntxy.  f 
wish  she  .had  fiiUen  ia  with  me  ;'  I  could  have  told 
her  a  thing  or  two  that  would  have  confirmed  her 
positions. 

^I  am  glad  that  you  are  satisfied  with  Munay^ 
who  seems  to  value  dead  lords  more  than  live  ones. 
*  i  have  just  sent  liim  the  fbUowing  answer  to  a  propo- 
siliQn  ofbia: —    . 

^tFer'Orlbrdand  for  Waldegrare,  Sec, 

'^The  argument  of  the  above  is,  that  he  wanted 
to- '  stmt  me  of  my^dzings,'  b$  heix  say^-that  is  to 
say,'  not  to  jaropose  'aa  extravagant  price  for  an 
extravagant  poem*  as  is  becoming,  riray  take  his 
guineas^  by  all  m^ns—i  taught  hhn  that  ^Henuufe 
me  a  fiUhy  offer  of  pounds  once,  but  I  told  hhn  that, 
lik^  physicians,  poeis  must  be  dealt  with  in  gvfaieas, 
as  being  the  only  advantage  poeta  could  have  in  the 
associalion  vrith  tMem,  as  votaries  of  Apollo.  I  write 
to  you  in  hurcy  and  bustle,  yvhkt  I  wS  expound  in 
my  next    ^ 

**  Youm  ever,  &c. 
'  ^P,  S.  Ypu  mention  something  of  an  attorai^  on 
hk  mj  to  roe  bn  legal  business.  I  have  hail  no 
warning  of  such  an  apparifion.  What  can  the 
feOofr  want  F  I  have  Boma  Jawsuits  -and  business, 
but  hare  not  heard  of  anythhig  topat  moto  the 
expense  of  a  fratM/lin^k^iiyer.  They  do  enough,  in 
that  way,  at  home. 

'  **Ah»  poor  Queen !  but  perhaps  it  klor  the  best, 
if  Herodotus'a.  anecdola  is  to  be  believed  *  * 
*.♦.♦*. 

^  Remember  me  to  any  friendly  Angles  of  our  mu- 
tual aoquaintanoa.  What  ase  you  doing  F  Here  I 
have  had  my  hands  fiiQ  with  tymnts  and  '.their  vio* 
iima.  There  never  wok  sueh  oppressioiv  even  m 
Ireland,  scarcely  !^ 


LETT  EH  QCCCXLVn. 

TO  MR  mnuiAT. 
'  '  «  Ravenna,  Aognstaist,  VOi. 
•*^1  have  reeeived  the  Juans,  which  are  printed  so 
carelessly f  especially  the  fifth  canto, as  to.be  dis- 
graceful ta  me,  and  not  creditable  to  you.  It  really 
must  be  gtme  over  again  with  the  manuscript^  the 
errors  are  so  gross ;— words  added— changed— so  as 
to  make  cacophony  and  nonsense.  You  have  bean 
careless  of  this  poem  because  tome  of  your  squad 
don't  approve  of  it ;  but  I  tell  you  that  it  will  be  kmg 
before  you  see  any  thing  half  so  good  as  poetry  or 
writmg.  Upon  what  prindple  have  you  omitted  the 
note  on  Baoon  and  Voltaire  F  and  one  of  the  conclud- 
ing stanzas  sent  as  an  addition  F— because  it  ended,  I 
suppose,  with — 
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•And  do  not  Uifli  two  Tirtnoos  ioolt  for  Ufe 
Into  that  moral  centaur ^  man  and  wife? 

**  Now,  I  must  say,  once  for  dl,  that  I  wiU  not  per- 
mit angr  human  being  to  take  racfar  liberties  with  mj. 
writings  because  I  am  absent.  I  desire  the  omissions 
to  be  replaced  (except  the  stanza  on  Semiravus)— 
partioularlj  the  stanza  upon  the  Turkish  mairiages; 
and  1  request  th«^  the  whole  be  carefully. y one  ot;er 
with  the  MS. 

"  I  never  saif  such  stuff  as  is  printed : — 6u//«ymz 
instead  of  Gui^yaz,  &c.  .Are'  you  aware  that 
Ghilbeyaz  is  a  real  name,  and  the  other  nonsense? 
I  copied  the  ctmtos  out  carefully,  so  that  there  if  no 
excuse,  as  the  printer  read,  or  at  least  printg,  the 
MS.  of  the  pUys  without  error. 

"  If  you  hare  no  leeling^fok  your  own  reputation, 
pray  have  some  little  for  mine.  J  have  read  over  the 
poem  carefully,  and  I  teU  you,  U  ir  poetty.  Your 
little  envioos  knot  of  parson-poets  may  say  what  they 
please :  timd  will  show  that  T  am  not  in  this  instance 
mistaken.    ■ 

**  Desire  my  friend  Hobhouse  to  oorrect  the  press, 
especially  of  Uie  last  canto,  fr6m  the  Aanuscript  as  it 
if.  It  is  enough  to  drive  one  out  df  one's  reason  |o 
tee  the  infernal  torture  of  words  from  the  original 
For  instance  the  line^— 

«  And  pair  tbelrihymes  as  Vfeaos  yokes  her  doves- 
it  printed — 

«  And  praitt  their  rhymes,  Stc. 

Ako  *  preeariou*,*  for  *  precocious  ;'  and*  this  line, 
stanza  133, 

«  And  this  ttroHff  ejrtrenu  ejfUt  to  tire  no  hnger. 

Now  do  turn  to  the  manueorip^  and  see'  if  I  ever 
Wrote  such  a  Uno :  it  is  not  u$r$e, 

**  No  wonder  the  poem  should  fiul  (which,  how- 
ever it  won't,  you  will  see)  with  such  things  alk>wed 
to  creep  about  it.  Replaoe  what  is  omitted,  and  cor- 
rect what  is  so  shamefully  misprinted,  and  let  the 
poem  have  fair  play ;  and  I  fear  nothing. 

''I  see  in  the  last  two  numbers  of  the  Quarteily  a 
strong  itching  to  assail  me  (seethe  review  of  *  The 
Etonian ') :  let  it,  and  see  if  they  shaVt  have  enough 
of  it.  I  do  not  allude  to  Giffi>rd,  who  has  always 
been  my  friend,  and  whom  I  do  not  consider  as  re- 
sponsible for  the  articles  written  by  others. 

**  YoQ  win  publish  the  plays  when  ready.  I  am 
in  such  a  humour  about  this  printing  of  Don  Juan  so 
inaccurately  that  I  must  ck>se  this. 

"YoUre. 

**  P.  8.  I  presume  that  you  have  no/  lost  the 
ttauMa  to  which  I  allude?  It  was  sent  afterwards : 
k>ok  over  n^  letters  and  find  it." 


LETTER  CCCCXLVIH.' 

TO  ME  Mim&AY. 

''The  enchMed  letter  is  written  m  bad  humour, 
but  not  without  provocation.  However,  let  it  (that 
is,  the  bad  humour)  go  for  little ;  but  I  must  request 
your  serious  attention  to  the  abuses  of  the  printer, 

*  Written  in  the  envelope  of  (he  preceding  Letter. 


which  ought  never  to  have  been  permitted.  Yov 
forget  that  all  the  fools  in  Londoa  (the  chief  pop- 
chasers  of  yoor  publicatians)  will  condemn  m  nse  tbe 
stupidity  of  your  printer.  For  instance,  in  the  notes 
to  Canto  Fifth,  *  the  Adriatic  shore  of  the  Bdepho- 
rus'  instead  of  the  Awiaiid!  All  this  may  seem 
little  to  you,^  so  fine  a  genttema*  with  your  ministerial 
connexioos ;  but  it  is  serious  to  me,  who  am  tboaaaodz 
of  miles  off,  and  have  ntf  opportunity  of  jiot  provi^ 
myself  the  fool,  your  printer  makes  me,  except  jovr 
pleasuve  and  leisure,  forsooth.  *     - 

^'Tlie  gods  pVo8i>er  you,  and  forgive  yoo,  tar  I 
can't." 

L^TTEftOGCCXUX. 

TO  MR  MOOBE. 

*  Ravenna,  September  3d,  IttL 
■  **fiy  BIrMawman  (a'paymastcr  in  the  corps,  ■■ 
which  you  and  1  are  privates)  I  yesterday  expedited 
10  your  address,  uader  cover  one,"  two  paper-boofci, 
containing  the  Giaour-nai,  and  a  thing  or  two.  It 
won't  all  do— even  for  the  posthumous  publio — Imt 
extracts  from  it  may.  It  is  a  brief  and  fidthful  chio- 
nide  of  a  month  or  so— parts  of  it  not  v^y  discreet, 
but  su£9cient]y  sincere.  Mr  Mawraan  aaith  that  be 
will,  in  person  or  per  friend,  have  it  delivered  to  fan 
in  your  EHysian  fidds. 

^If  you  have  got  the  na|r  Juans,  reooOect  duU 
there  are  Some  very  gross  printer's  blunders,  parti- 
euhurly  m  Fifth  Ca^to,— such  as  'praise'  for  '  pair ' 
— *  precarious'  for  *  precocbus'— 'Adriatic'  for  'Asi- 
atic '— *  case '  for '  chase  '—besides  gifts  of  addifinaal 
words  and  tylkbtes,  which  make  but  a  caeophoooos 
rbythmus.  Put  the  pen  through  the  said,  as  I  woald 
mine  through  *  **s  oars,  if  I  were  ak^gside  him.  At 
it  is,  I  have  tent  him  a  ratding  letter,  as  abusive  at 
p<9sible.  Though  he  is  publisher  to  the  *  Board  of 
LongitutUt*  he  is  in  no  danger  of  disooveriog  it. 

**  I  am  packing  for  Pi8a---bat  direct  your  4eilas 
Aere,  till  further  notice. 

"  Tourt  ever,  fee" 

One  of  the  **  paper-books"  mentioned  in  this  letter 
as  intrusted  to  Mr  Mawman  for  me,  contained  a  por- 
tion, to  the  amount  of  nearly  a  hundred  pages,  of  a  | 
prose  stbry,  relating ,  the.  adventures  of  a  young  Aa- 
dalusian  nobleman,  which  had  been  begun  hy  hiss,  | 
at  Venice,  in  1817.    Tbe  following  passage  it  all  I  | 
than  extract  from  thit  amusing  Fiagmenu  j 

^A  few  hours  aflerwards  we  were  very  good 
friends,  and  a  feW  days  after  she  set  out  for  Amgon, 
with  my  son,  on  a  visit  to  her  father  and  mother.*  I , 
did  not  accompany  her  immediately,  having  been  it  j 
4rragon  before,, but  was  to  join  the  fiunily  in  Ihcir  i 
Moorish  chateau  within  a  few  weeks.  j 

**  During  her  journey  I  received  a  very  affcctioialc 
letter  from  Donna  Josepha,  apprising  me  of  the  wd- 
fore  of  heriMilf  and  ipy  son.  On  her  arrival  at  the 
chateau,  I  received  another  still  more  ateotioaats^ 
pressing  me,  in  very  fond,  and  rather  foolish,  terns, 
to  join  her  immediately.  As  I  was  preparing  to  stt 
out  from  Seville,  I  received  a  third--this  was  frooi 
her  father,  Dun  Jote  di  Gardoao,  who  requested  me. 
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ia  the  politMt  manner,  to  dEfBohe  my  marriage.  I 
aasweied  wiUi  equal  politeness,  that  I  would  do  no 
saek  thing.  A  fourth  letter  arrived— it  was  iiom 
Doosa  Josepha,  in  whioh  she  informed  ma  that  her 
Culler's  letter  was  written  bj  her  particular  desire. 
I  requested  the  reason  by  return  of  post — she  re- 
plied, bj  express,  that  as  reason  h^d  nothing  to  do 
with  the  matter,  it  was  unneeessaiy  to  give  any — but 
that  the  was  an  injured  and  excellent  woman.  I 
then  inquired  why  she  had  written  to  me  the  two 
preceding  affectionate  letter^,  requesting  me  tf  come 
to  Arragon,  She  answered,  that  Was  because  she 
believed  me  out  of  my  senses — that,  being  unfit  to 
t^e  eare  of  myself,  I  had  only  to  set  out  on  this 
jouniey  alone^  and  making  my  way  without  4UfficuUy 
ID  Don  Jose  di  Cardozo'a,  1  sbbuld  there  have  found 
the  teaderest  of  wives  and — a  strait  waistcoat 

**!  had  nothing  to  reply  to  this  piece  of  affection 
bat »  reiteration  of  my  request  for  some  lights  upon 
the  sub^L  I  wM  aasweitd  that  they  would  only 
be  related  to  the  Inquisition.  In  the  mean  time,  Our 
doneotie  discTepaaoy  bad  become  a  publio  topic  of 
discussion;  and  the  world,  which  always  decides 
justly,  not  onfy  in  Arragon  but  in  Andalusia,  detor- 
mined  that  1  was  not  only -to  blame,  but  that  all 
^ain  could  produce  nobody  so  blameable.  My  case 
was  supposed  to  comprise  all  the  crimes  which  could, 
aad  several  which  could  not,  be  committed,  and 
fittle  less  than  an  auto-da-if^  was  anticipated  aa  the 
rcsuk.  But  let  no  man  say  that  we  are  abandoned 
hf  our  friends  in  adversity-^it  was  just  the  reverse'. 
IGne  thrmiged  furound  me  to  condemn,  advise,  and 
eoDsole  me  with  their  disapprobation. — They  told  me 
all  that  was^  would,  or  could  be  said  on  the  subject. 
They  shook  their  heads— they  exhorted  me— deplored 
■e,  with  tears  m  their  eyes,  and— went  to  dinner." 


LETTER  CCCCL; 

TO  MR  BfUltRAY. 

*  Ravenna,  September  4th,  1821. 

"  Bf  Saturday's  post,  I  sent  you  a  fierce  and  furi- 
bond  leMer  upon  the  subject  of  the  printer's  blunders 
IB  Don  Juaa  I  must  solicit  your  attention  to  the 
topic,  though  iqy  wrath  bath  subsided  into  suUen- 
neas. 

**  Yesterday  I  received  Mr ,  a  friend  of  yours, 

and  becauae  he  is  a  fneod  of  jfours;  and  that's 
■sore  tinn  I  wouM  do  in  an  EngiisA  case,  except  for 
those  whom  I  honour.  I  was  as  civil  as  I  ccilild  be 
among  packages  even  to  the  very  chain  and  tables, 
for  I  am  going  to  Pisa  in  a  few  weeks,  and  have 
sent  and  am  sending  off  my  chattels.  It  regretted 
me  *  that,  my  books  and  every  thing  being  packed,  I 
eould  not  tend  you  a  fow  thmgs  I  meant  for  you ;  but 
th^  were  all  sealed  and  baggaged,  so  as  to  have  made 
it  a  month's  work  to  get  at  them  again.    I  gave  him 

*  It  win  be  obwrved,  from  this  and  «  ftw  other  instances, 
that  Dotwltbstaadiiiff  the  wonderfu]  purity  of  English  be 
was  able  to  preserve  in  his  writings,  i»hile  living  coutantly 
with  peswDS  spealdng  a  different  language,  lie  had  already 
began  so  liir  to  feel  the  inftoence  of  this  habit  as  to  ftOl 
occasionally  into  Italianisms  in  hii  fiuailiar  letten.—* I  am 
hi  tbe  case  to  know*— « I  have  caused  write*—*  It  regrets 
ms,*  gw. 


an  envelope,  with  tha  Italian  scrap  in  it,*  alluded  to 
in  my  Gilchrist  defence.  Hobhouse  will  make  it  out 
for  you,  and  it  will  make  you  laugh,  and  him  too,  the 
spelling  pfurticulariy.  The  '  Merieemi,'  of  whom 
they  call  me  the  *  Capo'  (or  Chief),  mean  'Americans,' 
which  .is  the  name  given  in  Remagna  to  a  part  of 
fthe  Carbonari;  that  is  to  say,  to  the  popular  part, 
the  troepsM  the  Carbonari*  They  are  originally  a 
society  of  hunters  in  the  forest,  who  took  the  name  of 
Amerioans,  but  at  present  cemprise  some  thousands, 
&c ;  but  I  sha'n't  Jet  you  further  into  the  secret, 
which  may  be  participated  with  the  postmasters.  Why 
they  thought  me  their  Chief,  I  know  not :  their  Cfiiefo 
are  like '  ^^egion,  beingmany.*  However,  itis  a  postof 
more  honour  than  profit,  for,  now  that  they  are  per- 
secuted, it  is  fit  that  I  should  aid  them;  and  so  I  have 
done,  as  far  as  ny  means  would  permit.  They  will  rise 
again  someday,  for  these  fools  of  the  government  are 
bhmdering :  they  actually  seem  to  know  nothing^  for 
they  have  arrested  and  banished  many  of  their  oum 
party,  and  let  others  escape  who  are  not  their  friends. 

'^  What  think'st  thou  of  Greece  ? 

'^  Address  to  me  here  as  usual,  till  you  hear  fiuther 
from  me. 

**  By  Mawman  I  have  sent  a  Journal  to  Moore; 
but  it  won't  do  for  the  public,— at  least  a  great  deal 
of  it  won't;— ^orfo  may. 

^  I  reftd  over  the  Juans,  Which  are  excellent. 
Your  squad  are  quite  wrong;  and  so  you  will  find  l^ 
and  by.  I  regr6t  that  I  do  not  go  on  with  it,  for  I 
had  all  the  plan  for  several  cantos,  and  different  eoua- 
tries  and  climes.  You  say  nothing  of  the  note  I 
enclosed  to  you,t  which  will  explain  why  J  agreed  to 

discontinue  it  (at  Madame  G 's  request);  but 

you  are  so  grand,  and  sublime,  and  occupied,  that 
one  would  thi^k,  instead  of  publishing  for '  the  Board 
of  Longitude  f*  that  you  were  trying  to  discover  it 

^  liet  me  hear  that  Gifford  is  httigr.  He  can't  be 
spared  either  by  you  or  me." 


LETTER  CCCCLI. 

TO  MB  MUmtAT. 

'Ravenna,  September  IS,  tSKk. 
**  By  Ttiesday's  post,  I  forwarded,  in  three  packets, 
the  drama  of  Cain  in  three  acts,  of  which  I  request 
the  acknowledgment  when  arrived.  Ta  the  kwt 
speech  of  Eve,  in  (he  last  act  (L  e.  where  she  curses 
Cain),  add  these  three  lines  to  the  oonchidlng  01 


r  *  An  snonymons  letter  which  be  had  received,  threaten- 
ing him  with  aasasainatifm. 

t  In  this  note,  so  ^Uy  honourable  to  tha  flOr  writer, 
she  ssyi,  "Remember,  my  Byron,  tbe  promise  yon  hare 
made  me.  Nerer  shall  I  be  able  to  tell  you  the  satislbetion 
I  feel  from  it,  so  great  are  tlie  sentiments  of  pleasore  and 
confldence  with  which  tbe  Sacrifice  yon  MiTe  sMde  ba»  In- 
spired me.*  In  a  postscript  to  tlie  note  she  adds,  «I  am 
only  sorry  that  Don  Juan  was  not  left  in  the  iufrmal  re- 
gions.*—* Ricordati,  mio  Byron,  della  promessa  cbe  mi  hal 
fhtta.  Non  potrei  mai  dirti  la  soddiafiizione  chio  ne  prove  ( 
— sono  tanti  i  sentimenti  di  piacere  e  di  confldenxa  che  U 
tuo  sacrifldo  m'lnspira."— ^  Mi  rincresoe  solo  che  Don 
Giovanni  uon  resti  all'  Inferno.* 

In  enclosing  the  lady's  note  to  Mr  Murray,  July  4th,  Lord 
B.  says.  *  This  isUhe  note  of  acknowledgment  for  tbe  pro- 
mise not  to  r^mtlnue  Don  Juan.  She  says,  in  tbe  post- 
script, that  die  is  only  sorry  that  D.  J.  does  not  rwaote  in 
HeU(oryo  there).* 
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A.  D.  1881. 


«  May  41i»  snua  wit&erfrom  thrfoot  t  the  woods 
Don  J  tlieo  «lieller !  eartti  a  Borne  I  the  diut  . 
▲  grave  1  the  iwahis  light  I  and  Hoafea  her  Ood  I 

**  There's  at  prettf  a  pie«6  of  Imprecation  for 
joa,  wb«D  j«ined  (b  the  lines  already  lenC,  as  jou 
mff  ymh  to  meet  with  in  the  courte  of  your  htuor' 
nesB.  But  don't  forget  t^  ad^tion  of  the  above  three 
lines,  which  are  clinchers  to  Eve's  speech.  ^ 

**Let  me  know  what  Gjfford  thinka  (if  tUe.  play 
arrives  !n  safety) ;  for  I  have  a  good  opmion  of  the 
piete,  as  poetty ;  it  js  in  ijy  gay  mWaphyjical  style, 
and  in  the  Manned  line.    .    ^   - 

M  You  mmt  at  Idasl'  coinniend  my  facility  and  'ne- 
riety,  when  yen  consider  what  I  have  done  withfcthe 
Inst  fifledi  moilthsi  with  my  head,  too,  fuU^  <?tber 
and  of  mundane  matters.  Bkit.no  doubt  you  will, 
avoid  saying  an^  good  of  it,  for  fear  I  shopld'  raisf 
the  price  upon  yott:  that's  right  t  stick  to  budness. 
Let  me  know.what  y9ur  other  ragamuffins' are  writ' 
ing,  for  I  suppose  you  don't  like  starthig  too  many  of 
your  vagabonds  at  once.  You  nay  gite  them  the  * 
start,  for  any  thing  I  care.  ' 

•*  Wfcy  don't  you  publish  my  Ftffct— the  very  best 

thing  I  ever  wrote,~wkh  the  Kalian  t»  it?    I  wish! 

was  akmgside  of  you ;  nothing  is  ever  doon  in  attan^ 

absence ;  eveiy  body  runs  counter,  because  th^  •aj 

!  if  ever.  I  do  return  to  England  inthxck  I  sha'Df, 

though),  I  win  wtils  a  poem  lo  which,  'fioglish 

I  Bards,'  &p.  shall  be  ne#  milk,  in  comporiftm.  ^  -Your 

I  pi^Kdt  Uteravy  vporld  of  mountebanks  stands  in  need 

of  such  an  Avatar.    Bul.T  am  not  yet  quite  bilious 

enough :  a  season  or  two  mofC;  and  a  provocation  or 

two,  will. wind  me  up  to  ifcc  pomt,  and  tiien  have  at 

the  whole  setl 

**  I  have  po  patience  with  the^rt  of  trash  you. 
send  roe  out  by  way  of  books;  except  Seott^s  novels, 
and  three  or  four  o&er  thSdgs,  I  never  sarv^cuch  work, 
or  woiks.  CampbaD  is  leoturing— fttoore.  idling—' 
S  *  ♦  twaddling— W  •  *  driveling— 0- *  *  muddlhiff 
—  *  *  piddling— B  *  *  quibbling,  sqvabUing,  and 
aniteling.  *  ^  will  dg,  tf  he  don't  cant  too  much, 
nor  imitate  Sonthey:  the  feliaw  has  poe^  in  him; 
bill  he  is  envious,  and  unhappy,  as  all  the  envious 
ai«.  Sdn  he  is  agiong  the  best  of  Ihe'day.  B*  >» 
C  *  *  vrin  do  hfetter  by-and-by»  I  "daw  say,  if  he 
don't  get  spoiled  by  green  lea,  and  the  praniN  of 
Pentonville  and  Paradise-row.  tlie  pily  of  these  lien 
ia^  that  they  never  lived  in  high  Itfe,  nor  in  solitude : 
there  is  no  medium  for  the  knowledge  of  the  busy  or 
the  9tiU  ^orld.  If  admitted  into  high  life  for  a 
season,  it  is  merely  as  spectators— they  form  no  part 
of  the  mechanism  tfMiV)f.  Ndw  Moore  and  I,  Ihe 
one  by  circumstances,  and  the  other  by  birth,  hap- 
pened to  be  free  of  the  corporation,  and  to  have  jen^ 
tered  into  its  pulses  an4  pv*ions,  qucarum  partes 
Jmmua.  Both  of  us  have  learnt  by  this  much  which 
nothing  dse  oouki  have  taught  us. 

"Yours. 

**  P.  8.  I  saw  one  of  your  brethreb,  another  of  the 
allied  sovereigns  of  Grub-street,  the  other  day, 
Mawman  the  Great,  by  whom  I  sent  due  homage  to 
your  imperial  self.  To-morrow's  post'  may  perhaps 
bring  a  letter  from  you,  but  you  are  the  moat  un- 
grateful and  ungracious  of  correspondents.  But 
therv  is  sume  excuse  for  you,  with  your  perpetual 


levee  of  politicians,  parstftfs,  ambUeia,  and  laoicen. 
Seme  day  I  w0i  give  yon*a  poetical  eatalogaeof 
them:** 


'   LBTTER  CCbCLU. 

«0  MR  WbQSX, 

^  Ravenna,  8eplamhec,17U^  UH. 
fAe  cnck)^  lines,  *  as  you  wdl  directly  p«roehre, 
arewiftleaby  theilev /W,  L.  B«^    OToMine  it 
,  is  for  im  tfrjdeny  them  if  they  are  not/ . 
^  ^  ftdiere  meyounTever  and  moat  asectibiMttelyt 

^       ,         ,  "p. 

'^.t.  S.  Can  you  forgive  this  ?.  It  itf  only  a.  xw^y 
40  your.liaie  agaiQst  my  Italians.  Of  course  I  %3 
stcmd  bf  my  hnes  agfl^nst  alf  men;  but  It  ia  heart- 
'breaioag  to^4^  ^uch  thinp>hi  a  people  as  the  i«eep- 
lion  erf  that  unreideemed  *<****  »  fainoppfcaa- 
ed  aountry.  Your  apotheosis  ii  now  reduqpd  ta  a 
level  wHh  bis  weloome,  fmd  their  gratitude  to^  Omt- 
tan  is  canpeOed  hj  their  atiocfo<i  adalation  ^Am, 
8uwSBC«eci'» 


LETTER  OCCJCUIL 

,10  MR  MOORB.- 

.  «ftarem)a,8epteni&erl9tl»ML 
**!  am"  in  aD  the  sweat,  dust,  aad  blasphemy  of  an 
uniyeraa\,  packing  of /J!  mj  tUngs,  f lyni^ire,  ko^for 
Pisa,  whither  I  go  for  the  winlff.  ISie  caivt  Ima 
been  the  ^ule  of*  all  my  follow  (!:brbtmieB,  and, 
amonjat  themr«f  the  whole  fomlly  of  Madaaifc^^ 
-who;yotf  know,  wba  divorced  from  har  livsfaaod  la« 
week,  *  on  aocount  of  P.  P.,  derk  of  t^  jMorisli^'  md 
who  is  obliged  to  job  her  ^adier  andrelaaves,  liow  id 
exile  thert),  lo.' avoid  beiog  shot  «p  id  a  mnnastrs>. 
becatise  the  PqpeW  decree  9fsepaiation  reouirfdlier 
te  reside  ia  cuMpatemm^  or  else,  (at  jeconmi'ls 
lake,  in  a  codvent.  .'As  I  c^d  not  say,  with  Haso- 
,  let,  *  Get  thee  to  o^uDnefy,'  I  aiaprepeihi^  lb  foiow 
tham.- 

^It  ib  4$vful  woiJL,  this  We,  and  poraita  ai.a 
mftn's  projects  of  good  *  gbjty.  I  wani^  to  gt^le 
Greece  lately ,  (as  «vei7  thing'  seems  tp  Af^  l«th 
bier  brother,  wIiO.Ib  a  rery  fine,  bMMre  f«ll0W  (I  ba«» 
seed  him  put 'to  t6ei>rDof),  and  wild  about  hlteily. 
But  the  jtears  of  awooan  who  has  left  h0r  hnsfcawt 
for  a  man,  itnd  the  weaknes^of  one^  own  bAtt  am 
paramount  to  these  prqje<3s,  and  I  cuihafdj^lvhilge 
them.^ 

**  We  were  divided  "m  choice  betfro^n  SwitteAld 
and  Tuscany,  and  t^gare  ny  vofo  for  l%a>  aabeusr 
•the  Mediterranean,  which  I  k>ve  for  iheaakerof  the 
shores  which  it  Washes,  alid  for  my  young  taftnlh  i<Snns 
of  1809.  S!nta6rland4s  a  eurst  seUlsh,  swidi4i«oaa- 
tiy  of  brutes,  placed  ip  tlj^  most  rpmaalic  sagioa  if 

«« The  Iriih  Avatar*  la  this eopy  the  %llOfwiat stt- 
tence  (taken  frdln  a  letter  o< Carraa,  ia  thOb-abae  life^ 
that  true  Irishman,  by  his  son)  Is  )>reflx«d  as  a  BOtto  Is 
the  Poem :-« Aart  Ireland,  Uke  a  hastina^oc^  elcphart 
kneeUng  to  recette  the  paltry  rider.*— Leftfr  ^  Currm»» 
W* vol.  U.  fage336.  At thoend  ofthe  veraas  are  One 
words :~« (Signed)  W.  L.  B.  •  *,  M.  A.,  aid  vrittea  wlik 
a  view  to  a  Blshoprick.* 
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the  worU.  I  never  could  bear  the  inhabitm&ts,  and 
wHH  lesB  their  EqglMiTisttors ;  for  which  reason,  after 
wriliog  for  tome  information  about  hoaees,  upon  hear- 
ag  that  there  was  a  colony  of  English  alt  orer  the 
qmtniwi  of  OeneTa,  &c.,  i  itaimediately  gate  up  the 
tboagbt,  and  penoaded  the  Oambas  to  do  the  same. 

^  %  last  post  I  sent  you  '  the  Irish  Aratar/^what 
thmk  you?  The  last  line — *  a  name  nerer  spoke  but 
with  curses  or  jeerB'— must  run  either  *a  name  only 
ottered  ^with  curses  or  jeers/  or,  *a  wretch  nerer 
Bsuned  but  with  curses  or  jeers.'  Beccwe  as  how, 
*  apoke*  is  not  grammar,  except  in  the  House  of  Com- 
asoas;  and  I  doubt  whether  we  can  say  *a  name 
tpoten,*  for  mentiomed.  I  have  some  doubts^  tod, 
about  *  repay,*— 'and  for  murder  repay  with  a  shout 
aada  smile.'  Shouldit  not  be,  'and  for  murder  repay 
lam  with  shouts  and  a  smile,'  of 'reward  hfm  with 
■boots  and  a  smile?* 

**  So,  pray  put  your  poetical  pen  through  the  MSk, 
and  take  the  least  bad  of  the  emendations.  'Aho,  if 
there  be  any  further  breaking  of  Priscian's  head,  will 
yoQ  apply  a  plaister  ?  I  wrote  in  the  greatest  hurry 
aad  fmry,  and  sent  it  you  the  day  after ;  so,  doubtless, 
there  wiD  be  some  awful  constructions,  and  a  rather 
kwfesB  oonseription  of  rhy  thmus. 

*^  With  respect  to  what  Anna  Seward  calls  *  the 
liberty  of  transcript,'— when  oompfauning  of  Miss 
Mitflda  Muggleton,  the  accomplished  daughter  of  a 
choral  vicar  of  Worcester  Cathedral,  who  had  abused 
the  said  'liberty  of  transcHpt,'  by  inserting  in  the 
Malvern  Mercuiy,  Bliss  Seward's '  Elegy  on  the  South 
Pole;*  as  her  oKw  productioo,  >rith  her  own  signa- 
ture, two  years  after  having  taken  a  copy,  by  per- 
■iwjioit  of  the  authoress— with  regard,  I  say,  to  the 
'Kherty  of  transcript,'  I  by  no  means  oppose  an  occa- 
sional  copy  to  the  benevolent  few,  provided  it  does 
not  degenerate  into  such  Koentiousoess  of  Verb  and 
Noon  as  may  tend  to  *  disparage  my  parts  of  speech' 
by  the  carelessness  of  the  OTinscribblers. 

"  I  do  not  think  that  there  is  much  danger  of  the 
'King:**  Press  being  abused'  upon  the  occasion,  if 
the  publishefs  of  journals  have  any  regard  for  their 
iwnaining  fiberty  of  person.  It  is  as  pretty  a  piece 
of  invective  as  ever  put  publisher  in  the  way  to  *  Bo- 
tany.' Therefore,  if  (hep  meddle  with  it,  it  is  at 
tkeir  peii.  As  for  myself,  I  will  answer  any  jontle- 
Ban — though  I  by  no  means  recogniae  a  ^right  of 
search 'into  an  unpublished  production  and  una- 
vowed  poem.  Hie  same  applies  io  things  published 
tamo  consent.  I  hope  you  like,  at  least,  the  conclud- 
ing lines  of  the  Pome  ? 

**  What  are  you  doings  and  where  are  you  f  in  Eng- 
land ?  Nkil  Murray-'Oail  him  to  his  own  counter, 
tiO  he  ihelb  out  the  thirteens.  Since!  wrote  to  you, 
I  have  sent  him  another  tragedy — *  Cain '  by  name 

making  three  in  MS.  now  in  his  hands,  or  in  the 
printer's.  It  is  in  the  Manfred,  metaphysical  style, 
and  fall  of  some  Titanic  d^lamation ; — Ludfer  being 
one  of  the  dram,  pers.,  who  takes  Cain  a  voyage 
among  the  stars,  and,  afterwards,  to  *  Hades,'  where 
he  shows  hiDn  the  phantoms  of  a  former  world,  and  its 
mhahitanta  I  have  gone  upon  the  notion  of  Cuvier, 
that  the  world  has  been  desdroyed  three  or  four  times, 
and  was  inhabited  by  mammoths,  behemoths,  and 
what  not ;  but  fwi  by  man  till  the  Mosaic  period,  as 
indeed,  is  profed  by  the  strata  of  bonos  found; — 


those  of  all  unknown  animals,  and  known,  being  dug 
out,  but  none  of  mankind.  I  have,  therefore,  sup- 
posed Cain  to  be  shown,  in  the  raiionai  Pre- 
adamites,  beings  endowed  with  a  higher  intelligence 
than  man,  but  totally  unlike  him  in  form,  and  with 
much  greater  strength  of  mind  and  person.  You 
may  suppose  the  small  talk  which  takes  place  be- 
tween him  and  Lucifer  upon  these  matters  is  not  quite 
.canonical 

**  The  consequence  is«  that  Cain  comes*  back  and 
kills  Abel  in  a  fit  of  dissatis&ction,  partly  with  the 
politics  of  Paradise,  whioh  had  driven  them  all  out 
of  it,  and  partly  because  (as  it  is  written  in  Genesis) 
Abel's  sacrifice  was  the  more  aceeptable  to  the  Deity. 
I  trust  that  the  Rhapsody  has  arrived— it  is  m  three 
acts,  and  entitled  *  A  Mystery,'  according  to  the  for- 
mer Christian  custom,  and  in  honour  of  what  it  pro- 
bably win  remain  to  the  reader. 

"Your^&c." 

LETTER  CCCCLIV. 

to  MRMOOBE. 

«  September  aotk,  1831. 
**  After  the  stanza  on  Gratlan,  concluding  with  *  His 
soul  o'er  the  freedom  impkued  and  denied,'  will  it 
please  you  to  cause  insert  the  foUowing  'A^nda,' 
which  I  dreamed  of  during  to-day's  Siesta : 
«  Ever  glorioos  Orsttan  I  ace.,  fte..  Sec. 

I  will  tell  you  what  to  do.  Get  me  twenty  copies  of 
the  whole  carefully  and  privately  printed  off,  as  pour 
lines  were  on  the  Napks  aflfkir.  Send  me  aix,  and 
distribute  the  rest  according  to  your  own  pleasure. 

^  I  am  in  a  fine  vem,  *  so  full  of  pastime  and  pro- 
digality !  '—So,  bere'sto  your  health  in  a  glass  of  grog. 
Praf  write,  that  I  vmj  know  by  return  of  post— ad- 
dress to  me  at  Pisa.    The  gods  give  you  joy  I 

"Where  are  you  ?  in  Paris?  Let  us  hear.  You 
will  take  care  that  there  be  no  printer's  name,  nor 
author's,  as  in  the  Naples  stanzas,  at  least  for  the  pre- 
sent." 

LETTER   CCCCLV. 

-    TO  MB  MURBAY. 

I 

*  Ravenns,  September  SOth,  1891. 

^  You-  need  not  send  '  the  Blues,'  which  is  a  mere 
bufibonery,  never  meant  for  publication.* 

**  The  papers  to  which  I  allude,  in  case  of  survi- 
vorship, are  collections  of  letters,  &c.  since  I  was 
sixteen  years  aid,  contained  in  the  trunks  in  the  care 
of  Mr  Hobhouse.  This  coflection  is  at  least  doubled 
by  those  I  have  now  here,  all  received  since  my  last 
ostracism.  To  these  I  should  wish  the  editor  to  have 
access,  not  for  the  purpose  of  abvsmg  eot^fideneee, 
nor  oi  hurting  the  feelings  of  correspondents  living, 
nor  the  memories  of  the  dead;  but  there  are  things 
which  would  do  neither,  that  I  have  left  unnoticed  or 
unexplained,  and  which  like  all  such  things  time 
only  can  permit  to  be  noticed  or  explained^  though 
some  are  to  my  credit.  The  task  will  of  course 
require  delicacy;  but  that  will  not  be  wanting,  if 
Moore  and  Hobhouse  survive  me,  and,  I  may  add, 

*  Tkh  abort  nlire ,  wblcb  !•  wboUy  onwortby  of  bii  pen, 
appeared  aftenrsixb  in  the  Liberal. 
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yoonelf ;  aud  that  you  may  aQ  three  do  so  i«,  1  as- 
sure you,  my  Tery  sincere  wish.  I  am  not  lure  that 
long  life  is  desirable  for  one  of  my  temper,  and  con- 
stitutional depresnon  of  spirits,  which  of  course  I 
suppress  in  society;  but  which  breaks  out  when 
alooe,  and  in  my  writings,  in  spite  of  myself.  It  has 
been  deepened,  perhaps,  by  some  long-past  erents 
(I  do  not  allude  to  my  marriage^  &c. — on  the  con- 
trary, thai  raised  them  by  the  persecution  giTing  a  fillip 
to  my  spirits) ;  but  f  call  it  constitutional,  as  I  hare 
reason  to  think  it.  You  know,  or  you  do  not  know, 
that  my  maternal  grandfather  (a  Teiy  deTcrman,  and 
amiable,  I  am  told)  was  strongly  suspected  of  suicide 
(he  was  found  drowned  in  the  Avon  at  Bath)  and 
that  another  rery  near  relative  of  (he  same  branch 
took  poison,  and  was  merely  saved  by  antidotes.  For 
the  first  of  these  events  (here  vras  no  apparent  cause, 
as  he  was  rich,  respected,  and  of  considerable  in(el- 
lectual  resouroes,  hardly  forty  yean  of  age,  and  not  at 
all  addicted  to  any  unhinging  vice.  It  was,  however, 
but  a  s(rong  suspicion,  owing  to  the  manner  of  his 
death  and  his  melancholy  temper.  The  second  had 
a  cause,  but  it  does  not  become  me  to  (ouch  upon  it : 
it  happened  when  I  was  far  too  young  to  be  aware 
of  it,  and  I  never  heard  of  it  till  after  the  death  of 
that  relative,  many  years  afterwards.  1  think,  then, 
that  I  may  ct\\  th»  dejection  eonstitutionai.  1  had 
a  ways  been  told  that  I  ressembled  more  my  maternal 
grandfather  than  any  of  mjfather^B  family — that  is, 
in  the  gloomier  part  of  hb  temper,  for  he  was  what 
you  call  a  good-natured  man,  and  I  am  not 

^The  Journal  herel  sent  to  Moore  (he  other  day ; 
but  as  it  is  a  mere  diary,  only  parts  of  it  would  ever 
do  for  publication.  The  other  Journal  of  the  Tour 
in  1816, 1  shoukl  think  Augusta  might  let  you  have  a 
copy  of. 

**  I  am  much  mortified  that  Giflfbrd  don't  take  to 
my  new  dramas.  To  be  sure,  they  are  as  opposite  to 
the  English  drama  as  one  thing  can  be  to  another ; 
but  I  have  a  notion  that,  if  undenKood,  they  will  in 
time  find  favour  (though  not  on  the  stage)  with  the 
reader.  The  simplicity  of  plot  is  intentional,  and 
(he  avoidance  of  rant  also,  as  also  the  compression  of 
the  speeches  in  the  more  severe  situations.  What 
I  seek  to  show  in  '  the  Foscaris'  is  the  svppretsed 
passk>ns,  rather  than  the  rant  of  the  present  day. 
For  that  matter-— 

'  Nay,  if  thoa  It  mootk, 
1 11  rsntai  wellsa  thoo— * 

would  not  be  difficult,  as  I  think  I  have  shown  in  my 
younger  productions, —  not  dramatic  ones,  to  be 
sure.  But,  as  I  said  before,  I  am  mortified  that 
Oifibrd  don't  like  them ;  but  I  see  no  remedy,  our 
notkms  on  that  subject  being  so  difierent  How  is 
he  f— well,  I  hope  ?  let  me  know.  I  regret  his  demur 
the  more  that  he  has  been  always  my  grand  patron, 
and*  I  know  no  praise  which  woukl  compensate  me 
in  my  own  mind  for  his  eennure.  I  do  not  mind  i2#- 
pmD*$,  as  I  can  work  them  at  their  own  weapons. 
"Yours,  &c. 
**  Address  to  me  at  Pisa,  whither  I  am  gohig. 
The  reason  is,  that  all  my  Italian  frioids  heie  have 
been  exiled,  and  are  met  there  for  the  present,  and 
I  go  to  join  them,  as  agreed  upon,  for  the  winter." 


LETTER  CCCGLVL 

TO  MB  MimiUT. 

•  Ravanna,  Septtater  Mifa,  Un. 

'^  I  have  been  thinking  over  our  late  eorrespoiKkBoe, 
and  wish  to  propose  to  you  the  following  artiolea  fior 
our  future : 

**  Isdy.  That  you  shall  write  to  me  of  yoursdf.  of 
the  health,  wealth,  and  welfare  of  all  friettda;  but  of 
me  {quocui  me)  litde  or  nothing. 

''ddly.  That  you  shall  send  me  soda-pdwdtts, 
tooth-powder,  tooth-brashes,  or  any  such 
talgic  or  chemical  articles,  as  heretofore,  *  ad 
upon  being  reimbursed  for  the  same. 

**3dly.  That  you  shall  not  send  mo  any  moden^  er 
(as  they  are  called)  new  publications,  in  EmgiiaA^ 
whatsoever,  save  and  excepting  any  writing,  prase 
or  verse,  of  (or  reasonably  presumed  to  be  of)  Walter 
Scott,  Crabbe,  Moore,  Oampbeil,  Rogeit,  OXard, 
Joanna  BailUe,  Irving  (the  American),  Hogg,  ^Ustti 
(Isle  of  Palms  man),  or  anp  especial  singh  work  of 
fancy  which  is  thought  to  be  of  oonsiderabie  Berk; 
Voyages  and  Travels,  provided  that  they  are  issi'fAi'i 
in  Greece,  Spatn^  Asia  Minor,  Albania,  nor  liafy, 
will  be  welcome.  Having  travelled  the  ooaitiies 
mentioned,  I  know  that  vrhat  is  said  of  them  can 
convey  nothing  farther  which  I  desin  to  know  about 
them.— No  other  English  vrorks  whatsoerer. 

^4thly.  That  you  send  me  no  periodical  worts 
wliatsoever— no  Edinburgh,  Quarterly,  Monthly,  Bor 
any  review,  magazine,  or  newspaper,  EngUiii  or 
foreign,  of  any  description. 

**6thly.  That  you  send  me  no  opinions  vrkaltoevcr, 
either  good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  of  yonrseV,  or  yoor 
friends,  or  others,  coaoemiag  any  work  or  woricn  of 
mine,  past,  present,  or  to  come. 

'^ethly.  That  all  negotiations  in  matter*  cfboBBMss 
between  you  and  foe  pass  through  the  mediam  of  the 
Hon.  Dougbs  Khmaird,  my  friend  and  troatee,  or 
Mr  Hobhouse,  as  'Alter  ego,'  and  fsnfnimum  to 
myself  during  my  absence — or  presence. 

^Some  of  these  propositiotts  may  at  iial  aeem 
strange«  but  they  are  founded.  The  quantily  of  tnsk 
I  have  received  as  books  is  incalculable,  and 
amused  nor  ins(ruc(ed.  Reviews  and 
at  the  best  but  ephemeral  and  superficial 
who  thinks  of  the  grand  article  of  last ' 
given  Review?  In  the  next  place,  if  they  ngard 
myself,  they  tend  to  increase  egotism.  If  fovooraUe, 
I  do  not  deny  that  the  praise  elates,  and  il 
able,  that  the  abuse  irritates.  The  huter  dm 
duct  me  to  inflict  a  species  of  satire,  vrbich 
neither  do  good  to  you  nor  to  your  friends:  lAsy  msy 
smile  now,  and  so  m«y  gou;  but  if  I  took  you  al  is 
hand,  it  woukl  not  be  difficult  to  cut  yon  up  Eke 
gourds.  I  did  as  much  by  as  powerful  people  at 
nineteen  years  old,  and  I  know  little  as  yet  in  tWse- 
and-thirty,  which  should  prevent  me  fron  makisg  al 
your  ribs  gridirons  for  your  hearts,  if  such  ircre  my 
propensity :  but  it  is  not;  therefore  let  ne  hear  aene 
of  your  provocations.  If  any  thing  occurs  so  vsiy 
gross  as  to  require  my  notiee,  I  shall  hear  of  it  bsm 
my  legal  friends.  For  the  rest,  I 
be  left  in  ignoiiuioe. 
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^  The  Mine  a|>p]ie8  to  qiiniooi,  good,  bad,  or  m- 
djfferemtf  of  penoos  m  coavenatioa  or  correspond- 
cBce.  Tlieee  do  not  mtemqtt,  but  they  soil,  the 
emreni  of  mj  muuL  I  am  seasitiTe  enough,  but  not 
tai  I  am  traubM;  and  here  I  am  beyond  the  touch 
of  the  aliort  arms  of  literary  Englahd,  except  the  few 
Ibclen  of  the  polyput  that  crawl  oyer  the  channels  in 
thc.way  of  extract 

''An  these  precautions  m  England  would. be  use- 
less; the  libeller  or  the  flatterer  would  there  reach  roe 
m  spile  of  aU ;  but  in  Italy  we  know  little  of  literary 
Eagtaad,  and  think  less,  except  what  reaches  us 
thiDugii  some  garbled  and  brief  extredt  in  some  mi- 
serable gazette.  For  two  years  (excepting  two  or 
three  articles  cut  out  and  sent  ioyou  by  the  post)  I 
never  read  a  newspaper  which  Was  not  forced  upon 
ne  by  some  accident,  and  know,  upon  the  whole,  as 
Ettle  of  England  as  you  do  of  Italy,  and  God  knows 
thai  is  little  enough,  with  all  your  travels,  &c.  &c.  &c. 
Hie  English  travellera  know  Italy  as  you  know 
Qnemeey :  how  much  is  that? 

"If  any  thmg occurs  so  violently  gross  or  personal 
ss  requires  notice,  Mr  Douglas  Kfnnaird  will  let  me 
but  of  praise,  1  desire  to  hear  nothing. 
You  will  say,  '  to  what  tends  all  this?'  I  will 
that; — to  keep  my  mindyrre  and  unbiassed 
by  ai  paltry  and  personal  irritabilities  of  praise  or 
censure — to  let  my  genius  take  its  natural  direction, 
while  my  fieelings  are  like  the  dead,  who  know  nothing 
and  feel  nothing  of  all  or  aught  that  is  said  or  done  in 
their  regard. 

^If  you  can  observe  these  conditions,  you  will 
spare  yourself  and  others  some  pain :  let  me  not  be 
worked  upon  to  rise  up ,  for  if  I  do,  it  will  not  be  for 
a  little.  If  you  can  not  obserre  these  conditions,  we 
shall  cease  to  be  correspondents, — but  not  friends, 
for  I  shall  always  be  yours  evtfr  and  truly, 

**Byrox. 

'^  P.  S.  I  have  taken  these  resolutions  not  from  any 
kntation  against  you  or  yours,  but  simply  upon  re- 
fleetion  that  all  reading,  either  praise  or  oensure,  of 
mysdf  has  done  me  harm.  When  I  was  in  Switzer- 
land and  Greece,  I  was  out  of  the  way  of  liearing 
either,  and  how  I  wrote  there!— ^In  Italy  I  am  out 
of  the  way  of  it  too;  but  latterly,  partly  through  my 
fault,  and  partly  through  your  kindness  in  wishing  to 
send  me  the  newest  and  most  periodical  publications, 
I  have  had-a  crowd  of  Reviews,  &c.  thrust  upon  me, 
which  have  bored  me  with  their  jargon,  of  one  kind  or 
another,  and  taken  off  my  attention  from  greater  ob- 
I  Jects.  You  have  also  sent  me  a  parcel  of  trash  of 
poetiy,  for  no  reason  that  I  can  conceive,  unless  to 
proToke  me  to  write  a  n^w  'English  Bards.*  Now 
this  1  wish  to  aTuid ;  for  if  ever  I  do,  it  will  be  a 
strong  production ;  and  1  deflire  peace  as  long  as  the 
fools  will  keep  their  nonsense  out  of  my  way."  • 

*  It  Woold  be  difflcult  to  describe  more  ftrongly  or  more 
coavfoeio^r  than  Lord  Byron  has  done  in  thii  letter  the 
•oct  of  petty,  but  thwarting,  obBtructiont  and  diatractiona 
which  are  at  present  thrown  acrosa  the  path  of  men  of  real 
talent,  by  that  twarm  of  minor  critics  and  pretenders  with 
whom  the  want  of  a  vent  in  other  professions  has  crowded 
all  the  walks  of  Uteratnre.  Nor  is  it  only  the  writers  of 
the  day  that  auttn  from  this  moltiAu-ious  nuh  into  tho 
mart;— the  readers  also,  from  havioK  (as  Lord  Byron  ex- 
preaaes  it  in  another  letter)  ''tlie  saperHcies  of  too  many 
chinga  presented  to  them  at  Mice,*  come  |o  lose  by  degrees 


LETTER  CCCGLVU. 

TO  Va  MOORE. 

«  September  17th,  lan. 

**  It  was  not  Murray's  fault  I  did  not  send  tlfe  MS* 
overture,  but  I  send  it  now^*  and  it  may  be  re- 
stored;— or,  at  any  rate,  you  may  keep  the  original, 
and  give  any  copies  you  please.  I  send  it,  as  written, 
and  as  I  read  it  to  you — I  have  no  other  copy. 

**  fiy  last  week's  two  poets,  in  two  packeto,  I  sent 
to  your  address,  at  Paris,  a  k>ngish  poem  upon  the 
late  Irishism  of  your  countrymen  in.their  reception  of 
♦  *  *.  Pray,  have  you  received  itf  It  is  in  'the 
high  Roman  fashion,'  and  full  of  ferocious  phantasy. 
As  you  could  not  well  take  up  the  matter  vrith  Paddy 
(being  of  the  same  nest),  I  have ;— but  I  hope  still  that 
I  have  done  jostice  to  his  great  men  and  his  good 
heart.  As  for  ♦  ♦  ♦,  you  will  find  it  laid  on  with  a 
trowel.  I  delight  in  your  *  fact  historical^— is  it  a 
fact? 

••Yours,  &c. 

**  P.  8.  You  hare  not  answered  me  about  Schlegel 
^why  not?  Address  to  me  at  Pisa,  whither  I  am 
going,  to  join  the  exilea-4i  pretty  numerous  body,  at 
present.  Let  me  hear  how  you  tfre,  and  what  you 
mean  to  do.  Is  there  no  chance  of  your  recrossing 
the  Alps  f  If  the  G.  Rex  marries  again,  let  him  not 
want  an  Epithalamium— suppose  a  joint  concern  of 
jou  and  me,  like  Stemhold  and  Hopkins !  *^ 


LETTER  CCCCLVIII. 

TO  MR.  MTTRRAY. 

«  September  9Sth,  UN. 

**  I  add  another  cover  to  request  you  to  ask  Moore 
to  obtain  (if  possible)  my  letters  to  the  late  Lady 
Melbourne  from  Lady  Cowper.  They  are  very  nu- 
merous, and  ought  to  have  been  restored  k>ng  ago,  as 
I  was  ready  to  give  back  Lady  Melbourne's  in  ex- 
change. These  latter  are  in  Mr  Hobhouse's  custody 
with  my  other  papers,  and  shall  be  punctually  re- 
stored if  required.  I  did  not  choose  before  to  apply 
to  Lady  Ck>wper^  as  her  mother's  death  naturally  kept 
me  from  intruding  upon  her  feelings  at  the  time  of  its 
occurrence.  Some  years  have  now  elapsed,  and  it  b 
essentia]  that  I  should  have  my  ovm  epistles.  They 
are  essential  as  confirming  that  part  of  the  'Me- 
moranda' which  refers  to  the  two  periods  (1812  and 
1814)  when  my  marriage  with  her  niece  was  in  con- 
templation, and  will  tend  to  show  what  my  real  views 
and  feelings  were  upon  that  subject. 

^  You  need  not  be  alarmed ;  the  *  fourteen  years,f 

their  powers  of  discrimination;  and,  in  the  same  manner 
as  the  palate  becomes  confused  in  trying  varions  wines,  so 
the  pnbUe  taste  declines  in  proportion  as  the  impressions 
to  which  it  is  exposed  moKiply. 

*  Tlie  lines  «  OhWelUngton,"  which  I  had  missed  in  their 
originiri  place  at  the  opening  of  the  Third  Canto,  and  took 
for  granted  that  they  had  l»een  suppressed  by  his  publisher. 
•  t  He  here  adverts  to  a  passing  reroerk,  in  one  of  Hi*  Mar- 
ray's  letters,  that,  as  his  lordship's  *  Memoranda*  were  not 
to  be  published  in  his  lifetime,  tlie  sum  now  paid  for  tlae 
work.  £2100,  would  most  probably,  upon  a  reasonable  eal- 
eolation  of  surviTorship,  amount  ultimately  to  no  less 
than  £8000. 
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will  banllj  elapie  without  WMiie  mortality  amongst 
ui :  it  18  a  bng  lease  of  life  to  speculate  upon.  So 
jour  calculation  will  not  be  in  so  much  peril,  as  the 
*  argosie'  will  sink  beforethat  time^  and  *  the  pound  of 
flesh'  be  withered  preTiouslj  to  your  being  so  kng 
out  of  a  return. 

**  1  also  wish  to  gite  you  ahint  or  two  (as  you  hare 
really  behaTed  Tery  handsomely  to  Moore  in  the  busi- 
ness, and  are  a  fine  fellow  in  your  line)  for  your  ad- 
vantage. J^hj  your  owa  management  you  can  ex- 
tract any  of  my  epistles  from  Lady ,  (*  *****), 

they  might  be  of  use  in  your  collection  (sinking  of 
course  the  names  and  ail  tttch  circumstanees  as 
might  hurt  livmg  feelings,  or  thote  of  survivon); 
they  treat  of  more  topics  than  loTe^occasionally. 

♦  ♦  ¥  ♦  * 

**  I  win  teD  you  who  may  happen  to  have  some  let- 
ters of  mine  in  their  possession :  Lord  Powerscourt, 
some  to  his  hUe  brother;  Mr.  Long  of— (I  forget  his 
place)— but  the  father  of  Edward  Long  of  the  Guards, 
who  was  drowned  in  going  to  Lisbon  early  in  1809; 
Miss  Elizabeth  Pigot,  of  Southwell,  Notts  (the  may 
be  MisireMs  by  this  time,  for  she  had  a  year  or  two 
more  than  I) :  thep  were  not  love-letters,  so  that  you 
might  have  them  without  scruple.  There  are^  or 
might  be,  some  to  the  late  Rev.  J.  C.  Tattenall,  in  the 
hands  of  his  brother  (half-brother)  Mr.  Wheatley, 
who  resides  near  Canterbury,  I  think.  There  are 
some  of  Charles  Gordon,  now  of  Dulwich;  and  some 
few  to  Mrs.  Cliaworth ;  but  these  latter  are  probably 
destroyed  or  inaccessible, 

»  ♦  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

**  I  mention  these  people  and  particulars  merely  as 
okancet.  Most  of  them  have  probably  destroyed  the 
letters,  which  in  fact  are  of  Uttk  import,  many  of 
them  written  when  very  young,  and  several  at  school 
and  college. 

"Peel  (the  second  brother  of  the  Secretaiy)  vras  a 
correspondent  of  mine,  and  also  Porter,  the  son  of  the 
Bishop  of  Clogher ;  Lord  Clare  a  very  voluminous  one ; 
WHliam  Haniess  (a  friend  of  Mifanan  's)  another ; 
Charles  Drummond  (son  of  the  banker);  William 
Bankes  (the  voyager),  your  friend;  R.  C.  Dallas,  Esq.; 
Hodgson;  Henry  Drury ;  Ijbbhouse  you  were akeady 
aware  of. 

**l  have  gone  through  this  long  list*  of 

*  To  all  the  penoni  upon  thii  lUt  who  were  acceiBibIa, 
applicatioa  liu,  of  coone,  been  mad*,— with  what  nicceM 
it  is  ia  the  reader's  power  to  judge  flrom  the  communica- 
tiou  that  have  been  laid  before  him.  Amonn  the  compa- 
iiioiis  of  the  poet's  boyhood  there  are  (as  I  have  alreadj 
luMl  occasion  to  mentioa  and  regret)  but  few  traces  of  his 
yootlkftU  correspondence  to  be  foond ;  and  of  all  those  ulio 
blew  lum  at  that  period,  his  fidr  SootliweU  correspondent 
alone  seems  to  have  been  sufflciently  endowed  with  the  gitt 
of  second-sight  to  anticipate  the  Byron  of  a  future  day. 
and  foresee  the  compound  interest  that  Time  and  Fame 
would  accumulate  on  every  precious  scrap  at  the  young 
bard  which  she  hoarded.  On  the  whole,  however,  it  is  not 
■nsatisflictory  to  be  able  to  state  that,  with  the  exception 
of  a  very  smidi  minority  (only  one  of  whom  is  possessed  of 
any  papers  of  much  importance),  every  distinguished  asso- 
ciate and  intimate  of  the  noUe  poet,  ft'om  the  very  outset 
to  the  close  of  his  extraordinary  career,  have  come  forward 
oordiaUy  to  communicate  whatever  memorials  they  pos- 
sessed of  him.— trusting,  as  I  am  willing  to  flatter  myself, 
that  they  confided  these  treasures  to  one,  who,  if  not  able 
to  do  full  iosticetothe  memory  of  their  common  friend, 
would,  at  least,  not  willingly  suffer  it  to  be  dishonoured  in 
his 


'  The  cold,  the  IhUhletf.and  the  dead,* 

because  I  know  that,  like  *  the  curious  in  fish^uoe/ 
you  are  a  researcher,  of  such  things. 

"Besides  these,  there  are  other  oocasioDal  onea  to 
literary  men  and  so  forth,  oompbmtntary,  &c.  See. 
&c«  not  worth  much  more  than  the  rest  There  are 
some  hundreds,  too,  of  Italian  notes  of  mine,  scribbM 
vrith  a  noble  contempt  of  the  gnunmar  and  dictiooaiy, 
in  very  English  Etruscan;  for  I  speak  Italian  Toy 
fluently,  but  write  it  carelessly  and  incorrectly  to  a 
degree." 

LETTER  CCCCLIX. 

TO  MB  MOORE. 

•  Sepiember  S9th,  VBl. 
''I  send  you  two  rough  things,  prose  and  vene, 
not  much  in  themselves,  but  which  will  show,  one  of 
them,  the  state  of  the  country,  and  the  other,  of  your 
friend's  mind,  when  they  were  written.  Neitfacr  of 
them  were  sent  to  the  person  concerned,  but  jonisfll 
see,  by  the  stjle  of  them,  that  t^ey  were  sincere,  aa  I 
aminsigmng  myself 

**  Yours  ever  and  tn^y. 

Of  the  two  enckwures^  mentJooed  in  the  fiategoiug 
note,  one  was  a  letter  mtended  to  be  sent  to  lady-  Bjy- 
ron,  rekUive  to  his  money  invested  in  the  fuads,  of 
which  the  foUowing  are  extracts. 

« Ravenna,  Marsa  bao*  UBl. 

*^  I  have  received  your  message,  through  my  sister^ 
letter,  about  English  securi^,  &c.  &c  It  is  eoBsade- 
rate  (and  true,  even),  that  suck  is  to  be  found— b«t 
not  that  I  shall  find  it.  Mr.  *  *,  for  his  own  views 
and  purposes,  vriD  thwart  aU  such  attempts  tiU  be  koe 
accomplished  his  own,  viz.  to  make  me  lead  nqr  fortoao 
to  some  client  of  his  choosing. 

^  At  this  distance— after  this  absence,  and  with  wtf 
utter  ignorance  of  affairs  and  busincni  with  b^  tem- 
per and  impatience,  I  have  neither  the  means  nor  the 
mindtoresist  ♦♦*♦*♦  Tirinking  of  the 
funds  as  I  do,  and  wishing  lo  secure  a  reversion  to  my 
sister  and  her  children,  I  shoukl  jump  at  moat  expe- 
dients. 

^  What  I  told  you  is  come  to  pass— the  Nwipolitaa 
vrar  is  declared.  Your  funds  will  fall,  and  I  diall  be 
in  consequence  ruined.  That's  nothing— but  my 
blood  reUtions  will  be  so.  You  and  your  efaiki  are 
provided  for.  Live  and  prosper— I  vrish  so  amoh  lo 
both.  Live  and  prosper— you  have  the  meana.  I 
think  but  of  my'real  kin  and  kindred,  who  may  be 
the  victims  of  this  accursed  bubUe. 

**  You  neither  know  nor  dream  of  the  ronaaqoiaoii 
of  this  war.  It  is  a  war  of  men  vrith  mooarcba,  and 
will  spread  like  a  spark  on  the  dry,  rank  grasa  of  the 
vegetable  desert.  What  it  is  vrith  yea  and  year 
English,  you  do  not  know,  for  ye  sleep.  What  H  m 
with  us  here,  I  know,  for  it  is  beforet  and  around, 
and  within  us. 

^  Judge  of  my  detestatkm  of  England  and  of  aU 
thatjt  inherits,  when  I  avoid  returning  to  your  ooon- 
try  at  a  time  when  not  only  my  pecuniary  inteiestt. 
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biit,itiiiaj  be,  even  {nypenonal  security,  require  it 
I  en  say  BO  more,  for  aO  letters  are  opened.  A 
short  time  will  dedde  upon  what  is  to  be  done  here, 
and  then  you  wiK  learn  it  without  being  moce  troubled 
with  me  or  my  eorrespoodenc^.  Whatever  happens, 
an  individual  is  little,  so  the  cause  is  forwarded. 

"  I  have  no  more  to  say  to  jou  on  the  soore  of  affiurs,- 
or  OD  any  other  sul^ect.'' 

The  second  endoeure  in  the  note  consisted  of  some 
verses,  written  by  him,  December  10th,  1820,  on  ste- 
iag  the  following  paragraph  in  a  newspaper.  ^  Lady 
Byron  is  this  year  the  lady  patroness  at  the  annual 
Charity  BaU  given  atthe  Town  Hall  At  Hinckly,  Lei- 
cestershire, and  Sir  G.  Crewe,  fiart.  the  principal 
steward.''  These  verses  are  full  of  strong  and  in- 
<fignant  feeling, — every  stanza  concluding  pointedly 
with  the  words  **  Charity  Ball,'*-r4uid  the  thought 
that  predominates  through  the  whole  may  be  collected 
Crania  few  of  the  opening  lines : — 

*  Wtet  matter  (lie  pugs  of  a  hnaband  and  flither. 
If  his  lorrowt  in  exile  be  great  or  be  nnall, 
8o  the  Fbartgee't  gloriea  aronnd  ber  the  gather. 
And  the  Saint  patronizes  hec  '  Charity  Ball.* 

«  What  maftera—a  heart,  which  though  fttalty  was  feeUng , 
Be  dthtsu  to  excasies  which  once  could  appal— 
Tbmt  the  Sinner  shonld  suffer  is  only  lUr  dealing. 
JU  the  Saint  keeps  her  charity  back  for '  the  Ball.'  *  &«. 


LETTER  CCCCLX. 

TO  MR  MOOBK. 

'September— no— October  1, 1821. 

**  I  have  written  to  you  lately,  both  in  prose  and 
verse,  at  great  length*  to  Paris  and  London.  I  pre- 
somn  that  Mrs  Moore,  or  whoever  is  your  Paris  de- 
puty, will  forward  my  packets  to  you  in  London. 

**  I  am  setting  off  for  Pisa,  if  a  slight  incipient 
intermittent  fever  do  not  pre? ent  me.  I  fear  it  is 
not  strong  enough  to  give  Murray  much  chance  of 
realizing  his  thirteens  again,  f  hanHy  should  regret 
it,  I  think,  provided  you  raised  your  price  upon  him 
—an  what  Lady  Holdemess  (my  sister's  grandmother, 
a  Dutchwoman)  used  to  call  Augusta,  her  Residee 
Legiiioo-—w  as  to  provide  for  us  all ;  my  bones  with 
a  splendid  and  larmoyante  edition,  and  you  with  dou- 
ble vrhat  is  exlraotable  during  my  lifetime. 

**  1  have  a  strong  presentiment  that  (bating  some 
out  of  the  way  accident)  you  will  surviTe  me.  The 
difference  of  eight  years,  or  whatever  it  b,  between 
our  ages,  is  nothing.  I  do  not  feel  (nor  am,  indeed, 
anxious  to  feel)  the  principle  of  life  in  me  tend  to 
kmgevity.  My  father  and  mother  died,  the  one  at 
thirty-five  or  six,  and  the  other  at  forty-five;  and 
Doctor  Rush,  or  somebody  else,  says  that  nobody 
fives  long,  witlmut  having  one  parent,  at  least,  an  old 
stager. 

**  I  should,  to  be  sore,  Uke  to  see  out  my  eternal 
BOtfao'-in-law;  not  so  much  for  her  heritage,  but  from 
ny  natural  antipathy.  But  the  indulgence  of  this 
natural  desire  is  too  much  to  expect  from  the  Provi- 
dence who  presides  over  old  women.  I  bore  you' with 
an  this  about  lives,  because  it  has  been  put  in  my  way 
by  a  cakukUon  of  Insurances  which  Murray  has  sent 


me.  I  rsa^^Atnit  you  shouW  have  more,  if  I  eva- 
porate within  a  reasonable  time. 

**!  wonder  if  my  *  C^n'  has  got  safe  to  Enghnd. 
I  have  written  since  about  aixty  stanzas  of  a  poem, 
in  octave  stanaas  (in  the  Puld  style,  which  the  fools 
m  England  think  was  invented  by  Whistlecraft— it 
is  as  old  as  the  hills  in  Italy)  called  *The  Vision  of 
Judgment,  by  Quevedo  Redivivus,'  with  this  motto— 

A  Daniel  come  to  Judgment,  yea.  a  Daniel : 
I  thank  thee,  Jew,  for  teaching  me  that  word.' 

'^In  this  it  is  my  intent  to  put  the  said  George's 
Apotheosis  in  a  Whig  point  of  view,  not  forgetting 
the  Poet  Laureate  for  his  preface  and  his  other  de- 
merits. 

*<  I  am  just  got  to  the  pass  where  Saint  Peter, 
hearing  that  the  royal  defunct  had  opposed  Catholic 
Emancipation,  rises  up  and,  interrupting  Satan's 
oration,  declares  Ae  will  change  places  with  Cerberus 
sooner  than  let  him  into  heaven,  while  ko  has  the 
keys  thereof. 

*^  I  must  go  and  ride,  though  rather  feverish  and 
chilly.  It  is  the  ague  season;  but  the  agues  do 
me  rather  good  than  harm.  The  feel  after  the  Jit 
is  as  if  one  had  got  rid  of  one's  body  for  good  and 
aU. 

^  The  gods  go  with  you !— Address  to  Pisa. 
**  Ever  yours. 

**  P.  S.  Since  I  came  back  I  feel  better,  though 
I  staid  out  too  late  for  this  malaria  season,  under  the 
thin  crescent  of  a  very  young  moon,  and  got  off  my 
horse  to  walk  in  an  avenue  with  a  Signora  for  an 
hour.    I  thought  of  you  and 

'  When  at  ere  thou  rorest 
By  the  star  thou  lovest.* 

But  it  was  not  in  a  romantic  mood,  as  I  should  have 
been  once;  and  yet  it  was  a  neto  woman  (that  is, 
new  to  me),  and,  of  course,  expected  to  be  made 
love  to.  But  I  merely  made  a  few  common-place 
speeches.  I  feel  as  your  poor  friend  Curran  said, 
before  his  death,  *a  mountain  of  lead  upon  my  heart,' 
which  I  belicTe  to  be  constitutional,  and  that  nothing 
will  remove  it  but  the  saipe  remedy." 


LETTER  CCCCLXL 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

•Otober<Hh,I»l. 
^  By  this  post  I  have  sent  my  nightmare  to  balance 
the  incubus  of  ^  ^  ^'s  impudent  anticipation  of  the 
Apotheosis  of  George  the  Third.  I  should  like  you 
to  take  a  look  over  it,  as  I  think  there  are  two  or 
three  things  in  it  which  might  please  'our  puir  hill 
folk.' 

^  Dy  the  hist  two  or  three  posts  I  have  written  to 
you  at  length.    My  ague  bows  to  me  every  two  or 
three  days,  but  we  are  not  as  yet  upon  intimate  speak- 
ing terms.    I  have  an  intermittent  generally  every 
two  yecu9,  when  the  climate  is  favourable  (as  it  is 
■  here),  but  it  does  me  no  harm.    What  I  find  worse, 
I  nnd  cannot  get  rid  of,  is  the  growing  depression  of  my 
;  spirits,  without  sufficient  cause.    I  ride — I  am  not 
;  intemperate  in  eating  or  drinking— and  my  general 
I  health  is  as  usual,  except  a  slight  ague,  which  rather 
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doM good4]Mui not.  ItnmitbeooottituUoiuJ; fori 
know  nothing  more  than  uiual  lo  deprew  me  to  that 
degree. 

**  How  do  yom  manage?  I  think  yo«  toM  me,  at 
Venice,  that  your  epiriis  did  aoi  keep  up  without  a 
Httleelarei  I  eon  drink,  and  bear  a  good  deal  of 
wine  (aa  jou  may  reooQeot  in  Engfamd) ;  but  it  don't 
exhilarate— it  makes  me  savage  and  suspicious,  and 
even  quarrelsome.  Laudanum  has  a  similar  efiect ; 
but  I  can  take  much  of  it  without  any  eflfect  at  all. 
The  thing  that  gires  me  the  highest  spirits  (it  seems 
absurd,  but  true)  is  a  dose  of  $aUs—l  mean  in  the 
afternoon,  after  their  efl^.*  But  one  can't  take 
I  tkim  like  champagne. 

**  Excuse  this  old  woman's  lettec;  but  my  lemam" 
okoijf  don't  depend  upon  hcnith,  for  is  it  just  the 
same,  well  or  ill,  or  here  or  there. 

•*  Yours,  &e.'» 


LETTER  CCCCLXII. 

TO  m  MUftBAT. 

•RaTeniM.  October  Mb,  tm. 

^  You  win  please  to  present  or  convey  the  enckMed 
poem  to  Mr  Moore.  I  sent  him  another  oopj  to 
Paris ;  but  he  has  probably  left  that  city. 

**  Don't  forget  to  send  me  my  first  aot  of '  Werner* 
(if  Hobhouse  can  find  it  amongst  my  papers — send  it 
by  the  post  (to  Pisa) ;  and  also  cut  out  Sophia  Lee's 
*  German's  Tale'  from  the  *  Canterbury  Tales/  and 
send  it  in  a  letter  also.  I  began  that  tragedy  in 
1816. 

**  By  the  way,  you  have  a  good  deal  of  my  prose 
tracts  in  MS.  ?  Let  me  have  proofs  of  them  a// again 
—I  mean  the  controverskd  ones,  inchiding  the  last 
two  or  three  years  of  time.  Another  question  I— The 
Epistle  of  St  Paul,  which  I  translated  from  the  Ar- 
menian, for  what  reason  have  you  kept  it  back, 
though  yon  published  that  stuff  which  gave  rise  lo 
the  'Vampire?*  Is  it  because  you  ara  afraid  to 
print  any  thing  in  opposition  to  the  eant  of  the  Quar- 
terly about  Manicheism?  Let  me  have  a  proof 
of  that  Epistle  directly.  I  am  a  better  Christian 
than  those  parsons  of  yours,  though  not  paid  for 
being  so. 

**  Send— Faber's  Treatise  on  the  Cabiri. 

**  Sainte  Croix's  Mystires  du  Paganisme  (scarce, 
perhaps,  but  to  be  found,  as  Mitford  refers  to  his 
work  frequently). 

**  A  common  Bible,  of  a  good  legible  print  (bound 
in  russia).  I  Move  one ;  but  as  it  vras  the  but  gift 
of  my  sister  (whom  1  shall  probably  never  see  again), 
I  can  only  use  it  carefully,  and  1ms  frequently,  be- 
cause I  like  to  keep  it  in  good  order.  Don't  forget 
this,  for  I  am  a  great  reader  and  admirer  of  those 

*  It  was,  no  doobC,  ft«m  a  •Imllar  experience  of  its 
effectt  that  Dryden  slway*  took  physic,  when  shout  to 
write  nmr  thing  of  importanre.  His  caricsture.  Bayes, 
U  aocordincly  made  to  lay,  «  When  I  have  a  frand  derign, 
I  ever  take  phytic  and  let  blood :  for,  when  yoa  would 
have  pore  ■wiAneaa  of  thought  and  flery  flints  of  ftncy,  yoa 
roost  ha?e  a  care  of  the  pecsive  part ;— in  short.*  &c.,  &c. 

On  this  subject  of  the  effects  of  medicine  upon  the  mind 
and  spirits,  aoMecurioas  faets  and  illustrations  hare  been, 
with  his  usual  reaearcb,  collected  by  Mr  d'lraeU,  in  his 
amusing  "Curiooitlea  of  Literature.* 


id  had  rsiMl  them  Ibraogh  and  tbraugh  bc^ 
fora  I  was  eight  yean  old,— that  is  to  sny*  the  Oid 
Testament,  for  the  New  struck  me  as  a  task,  but  lbs 
other  as  a  pleasare.  I  speak  as  a  ^,  from  the 
reooUeotod  htqwession  of  that  period  at  AberdMS  m  i 
1796. 

**Any  novels  of  Soott,  or  poetry  of  the  aasM. 
Ditto  of  Crabbe,  Moore,  and  the  Bleat;  but  mum  of 
your  curst  common-pbce  trash, — unless  sonBethmf 
starts  up  of  actual  merit,  which  amy  veiy  wdl  be,  for 
'tis  time  it  shouU.^ 


LETt^R  OQPCLnn. 

TO  MR  MI7EBAV. 

«  October  »tt.lttl. 

^ff  the  eiTon  ars  in  the'Jf  A  write  me  down  an 
ass:  they  lure  not^  and  I  am  content  to  undergo  any 
penalty  if  they  be.  Besides,  the  emiited  stanza  (laat 
but  one  or  two),  sent  qfierwardff  was  thai  in  tka 
MS.  too! 

^  As  to  *  honour,*  I  will  trasl  no  man's  faonoor  in 
affairs  of  barter.  I  wiU  tdl  yon  why :  a  state  of  baiu 
gain  is  Hobbes's'  'state  of  nature— a  state  of  vrar.* 
ft  is  so  with  all  men.  If  I  ooaMtoafriend,  andMj, 
*  Friend,  lend  me  five  hundred  pounds,— -be  citlwr 
does  it,  or  says  that  he  can't  or  ^on't ;  but  if  I  cooee 
to  ditto,  and  say,  *  Ditto,  I  have  an  excellent  boose, 
orhorse,  or  carriage,  or  MSS.,  or  books,  or  pictures*  or 
&0.  &C.&C.  &C.&C.,  honestly  worth  a  ihousaodpoyada, 
you  shall  have  them  for  five  hundred,'  what  does  tXuo 
say?  why  he  k>oks  at  them,  he  ktamt,  he  ilo**,— be 
Aumbugg^  if  he  can,  to  get  a  bargain  as  che^^y  ne  he 
can,  because  it  is  a.  baigain. — ^This  is  in  the  bbKNt* 
and  bone  of  mankind ;  and  the  same  man  who  would 
lend  another  a  thousand  poundft  without  interest, 
would  not  buy  a  horse  of  hhn  for  half  its  value  if  be 
could  help  it.  It  is  so  :  there's  no  denying  it ;  mmd 
therefore  I  will  have  as  much  as  I  can,  and  you  w3l 
give  as  Utile ;  and  there's  an  end.  All  men  are  i 
steal  rascals,  and  I  am  only  sony  that,  not  be 
dog,  I  can't  bite  them. 

*'  I  am  filling  another  book  for  you  with  little 
dotes,  to  my  own  knowledge,  or  well  aothentiealed,  td 
Sheridan,  Curran,  &c.  and  such  other  public  men  aa 
I  recollect  to  have  been  acquainted  with,  for  I  knew 
most  of  them  more  or  less.  I  vriO  dowhat  I  can  Id 
prevent  your  losing  by  my  obsequies. 

-Youfi.fce." 


LETTER- CCOCLXnr. 


•Ravenna,  OetoterSlsl.  MM. 

^'Ishallbe  (the  gods  vriUing)  in  Boktgna  oa  Sator 
day  next.  This  is  a  curious  answer  to  your  letter; 
but  I  have  taken  a  house  in  Pisa  for  the  winter,  m 
which  all  my  chattels,  furniture,  horseo,  camagcs, 
and  live  stock  are  abeady  removed,  and  I  am  prepar- 
iog  to  foUow. 

''The  cause  of  this  removal  is,  shortly,  the  exile  er 
proscription  of  all  my  friends' jelatiooB  and  eoaoexisoi 
here  into  Tuscany,  on  aocoigit  of  our  late  politic ;  And 
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wbejie  Atf  go,  I  acoonpaaj  Ibem.  I  nierelj  re- 
BBDed  till  luiw  to  §ett]e  tonie  armngemento  about 
■qr  daughter,  and  to  giTe  time  for  my  furniture,  &c. 
to  precede  me.  I  have  aot  here  a  aeat  or  a  bed  hard- 
ly, except  eoBie  jury  chairs,  and  tables,  aad  a  mat- 
tress for  the  week  to  coine. 

**  If  you  wiB  go  on  with  me  to  Pisa,  I  can-lodge  yon 
for  as  long  as  you  like  (they  writo  that  the  house,  the 
njasxo  Lanfranchi,  is  spacious :  it  is  on  the  Amo) ; 
and  I  have  four  carriages,  and  as  maqy  saddle  horses 
(sach  as  they  are  in  these  parts),  with  all  other  oon- 
Temences  at  your  command,  as  also  their  owner.  If 
you  could  do  this,  we  may,  at  least,  cross  the  Apen- 
niiies  together ;  or  if  you  are  going  by  another  road,  we 
shall  meet  at  Bologna,  I  hope.  I  address  this  to  the 
post-office  (as  you  desire),  and  you  will  probab^  find 
me  at  the  Albergo  di  iSan  Mnreo.  If  you  aurir e 
firrt,  wait  fill  I  come  up,  which  will  be  (barring  acci- 
dents) on  Saturday  or  Sunday  at  farthest. 

**  I  presume  yon  are  alone  in  your  voyages.  Moore 
is  in  London  ineog.  according  to  my  latest  advices 
from  those  climates. 

**  It  is  better  than  a  lustre  (five  years  and  six  months 
and  none  days,  more  or  less)  since  we  met ;  and,  like 
the  man  from  Tadcaster  in  the  farce  ('  Love  laughs  at 
Loeksauths')  whose  acquaintances,  including  the  cat, 
and  the  terrier,  *  who  caught  a  halfpenny  in  his  mouth,' 
were  all  *  gone  dead,'  but  too  many  of  our  acquain* 
taacea  have  taken  the  same  path.  Lady  Melbourne, 
Orattan,  Sheridan,  Curran,  &c  &c.  almost  every 
body  of  much  name  of  the  old  school  But  *8o  am 
not  I,  said  th.e  foolish  hx  scullion,'  therefore  let  us 
make  the  most  of  our  remainder. 

**  Let  me  find  two  lines  from  you  at  '  the  hostel  or 


•Yours* 


tr,  &e. 
•«B.'> 


LETTBR  CCCCLXV. 

TO  MB  HOOBB. 

•  Ravenni,  Oct.  SStta,  1891. 
****  *T!s  the  middle  of  night  by  the  castle  clock,'  and 
in  three  hours  more  I  hare  to  set  out  on  my  way  to 
Ksa — silting  up  all  night  to  be  sure  of  rising.  I  have 
just  nuide  them  take  off  my  bcd-clothes — blankets 
indosive — in  case  of  temptation  from  the  apparel  of 
sheets  to  my  eyelids. 

*•  Samuel  Rogers  is — or  is  to  be — at  Bologna,  as 

he  writes  from  Venice. 

**  I  thought  our  Magnifioo  -^ould  *  pound  you,'  if 

I  possible.    He  is  trying  to  '  pound'  me,  too ;  but  I'll 

I  specie  the  rogue— or,  at  least.  111  have  the  odd  shil- 

I  Uiigs  out  of  him  in  keen  iambics. 

**  Your  approbation  of  'Sardanapaluti'  is  agreeable, 
for  more  reasons  than  one.  Hobhouse  is  pleased  to 
think  as  you  do  of  it.  and  so  do  some  Others — but  the 
'Arimaspian,' whom,  like*  a  Gryphon  in  thewikier- 
nessy'  I  will  *  foltow  for  his  gold,'  (as  I  ertorted  you 
to  do  before)  did  or  doth  disparage  it^— *  stinting  me 
in  my  siaiags.'  His  notable  opinions  on  the '  Foscari' 
and  'Cain'  he  hath  not  as  yet  forwarded ;  or,  at  least, 
I  have  not  yet  received  them,  nor  the  proofs  thereof, 
though  promised  by  last  post. 
•^I  see  the  way  that  he  and  his  Quarterly  people 


ara  tendinfl^— they  want  a  rmo  with  me,  'and  they 
shall  have  it.  I  only  regret  that  I  am  not  in  Engkind 
for  the  nonc9;  as,  here,  it  is  hardly  fair  ground  for 
me,  isolated  and  out  of  the  way  of  prompt  rsjoindcr 
and  information  as  I  am.  But,  though  backed  by  all 
the  corruption,  and  infamy,  and  patronage  of  thdr 
master  rogues  and  skve  renegadoes,  if  they  do  once 
rouse  me  up, 

'  They  hsd  better  gsn  the  devil,  Salislmry.' 

"  I  have  that  for  two  or  three  of  them,  which  they 
had  better  not  move  me  to  put  in  motion ;— and  yet, 
after  all,  what  A  fool  I  am  to  disquiet  myself  about  such 
feOows !  It  was  all  very  well  ten  or  twelve  years  ago, 
when  I  vras  a  *«urled  dfirliog,'  and  minded  such 
things.  At  present,  I  rate  them  at  their  true  value ; 
but,  from  natural  temper  and  bile,  am  not  able  to 
keep  quiet 

''Let  me  he%r  from  you  on  your  return  from  Ire- 
land, which  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  see  you,  after  her 
Brunswick  blarney.  I  am  Of  Longman's  opinion^ 
that  you  should  allow  your  friends  to  liquidate  the 
Bermuda  olaim.  Why  shoukl  you  throw  away  thf. 
two  tliousand  pounds  (of  the  non-guinea  Murray) 
upon  that  cursed  piece  of  treacherous  inveiglement? 
I  think  jrou  carry  the  matter  a  little  too  far  and  scru- 
puk>usly.  When  we  see  patriots  begging  publicly, 
and  know  that  Gralten  received  a  fortune  from  his 
country,  I  really  do  not  see  why  a  man,  in  no  whit  in- 
ferior  to  any  or  all  of  ihem,  should  shrink  from  accept- 
ing that  assistance  from  his  private  friends,  which 
every  tradesman  receives  from  his  connexions  upon 
much  less  occasions.  For,  after  aD,  it  was  not  your 
dtbt-Ai  was  a  piece  of  swindling  against  you.  As 
to  *  *  *  *,  and  the  'what  noble  creatures!*  &c. 
&c.,'  it  is  all  very  fine  and  very  well,  but,  till  you  can 
persuade  me  that  there  is  no  credit,  and  qo  seff'-ap- 
plause  to  be  obtained  by  being  of  use  to  a  celebrated 
man,  I  must  retain  the  same  opinion  of  the  human 
wpocies,  which  I  do  of  our  friend  M'  Specse.** 

In  the  month  of  August,  Madame  Ouiodoli  had 
joined  her  father  at  Pisa,  and  was  now  superintending 
the  preparations  at  the  Casa  Lanfranchi, — one  of  the 
most  ancient  and  spacious  palaces  of  that  city, — for 
the  reception  of  her  noUe  k>ver.  **  He  left  Ravenna," 
says  this  lady,  "with  great  regret,  and  with  a 
presentiment  Uiat  his  departure  would  be  the 
forerunner  of  a  thousand  evils  to  us.  In  every  letter 
he  then  wrote  to  me,  he  expressed  his  displeasure  at 
this  step.  *If  your  father  should  be  recalled,'  he 
said, '  /  immediately  return  to  Ravenna;  and  if  he 
is  recalled  previous  to  my  departure,  /  remttin* 
In  this  hope  he  delayed  his  journey  for  several  months ; 
but  at  last,  no  longer  having  any  expectation  of  our 
immediate  return,  he  wrote  to  me,  saying — *  I  set  out 
most  unwillingly,  foreseeing  the  roost  evil  results  for 
aU  of  you,  and  principal^  for  yourself.  1  say  no 
more,  but  you  will  see.'  And  in  another  letter  he 
says : '  I  leave  Ravenna  so  unwillingly,  and  with  such 
a  persuasion  on  my  mmdthat  my  departure  will  lead 

«  I  had  mentioned  to  him.  with  all  the  pndM  snd  yn- 
titude  raeh  flriendahip  deaerred,  some  (eneroiu  tOSen  of  aid 
which,  ttcm  more  than  one  qauter,  I  had  received  at  Uiit 
period,  and  which,  though  declined,  have  been  not  the  lew 
warmly  treasnred  in  my  recollection. 
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from  one  miseiy  to  anothet,  each  greater  than  the 
former,  that  I  hare  not  the  heart  to  utter  another 
word  on  the  subject.'  He  always  wrote  to  me  at 
that  time  in  Italian,  and  I  transcribe  his  exact  words. 
How  eotirebr  were  these  presentiments  Terified  by 
the  event  l"* 

After  describing  his  mode  of  life  whBe  at  RaTemia, 
the  hidy  thus  proceeds: — 

''This  sort  of  simple  life  he  led  until  the  hUd  day 
of  his  departure  for  Greece,  and  the  few  Tariations 
he  made  from  it  may  be  said  to  hare  arisen  solefy 
from  the  greater  or  smaller  number  of  oecasioas 
which  were  offered  him  of  doing  good,  and  from  the 
generous  aMions  he  was  continually  performing. 
Bfany  families  (in  Ravenna  principally)  owed  to  him 
the  few  prosperous  days  they  ever  ^enjoyed.  His 
arrival  in  that  town  was  spoken  of  as  a  piece  of 
public  good  fortune,  and  his  departure  as  a  public 
oalamity;  and  this  is  the  life  which  many  attempted 
to  asperse  as  that  of  a  Ubertine.  But  the  world 
must  at  last  learn  how,  vrith  so  good  and  generous  a 
heart.  Lord  Byron,  susceptible,  it  is  true,  of  die 
most  energetic  passions,  yet,  at  the  same  time,  of  the 
sublimest  and  most  pure,  and  rendering  homage  in 
his  acts  to  every  virtue — how  he,  I  say,  could  afibrd 
such  scope  to  malice  and  to  calumny.  Circumstances, 
and  also,  probably,  an  eccentricity  of  disposition 
(which,  nevertheless,  had  its  origin  in  a  virtnoos 
feeling,  an  excessive  abhorrence  for  hypocrisy  and 
aflbctation),  contributed  perhaps  to  cloud  the 
splendour  of  his  exalted  nature  in  the  opinion  of 
many.  But  you  will  weHknow  how  to  analyse  these 
contra<flctions  in  a  manner  worthy  of  your  noble 
friend  and  of  yourself  j  and  you  will  prove  that  the 
goodness  of  his  heart  was  not  inferior  to  the  grandeur 
of  his  genius.  **! 

At  Bok>gna,  according  to  the  appointment  made 
between  them,  Lord  Byron  and  Mr.  Rogers  met ;  and 
the  record  which  this  klter  gentleman  has,  in  his 
Poem  on  Italy,  preserved  of  their  meeting  conveys  so 
vivid  a  picture  of  the  poet  at  this  period,  with,  at  the 
same  time,  so  just  and  feeling  a  tribute  to  his 
memory,  that,  nairowed  as  my  limits  are  now 
becoming,  I  cannot  refraro  from  giving  the  sketch 


«  BOLOGNA. 
*  Twss  nif hi ;  the  notoe  and  bostle  ofttae  day 
.  Wereo*er.   The  monntebank  no  longer  wroji^t 

)  Miracnloas  cores— he  and  his  stage  were  gone ; 

And  he  who,  when  the  crisis  of  his  tale 

*  *  E^li  era  partite  con  motto  rincreacimento  da  Ra- 
venna, e  col  preeenUmento  che  la  sua  partena  da  Ra- 
venna ci  saiebbe  cagione  di  snolti  mail,  lo  ognl  lettera  rhe 
egli  mi  KriTeTa  allora  egli  mi  esprimera  il  mo  di<piacere 
di  lasdare  Ravenna.  '  Se  pap&  h  richtamato  (mi  acrtveva 
egli)  io  tomo  in  quel  istante  a  Ravenna,  e  se  i  richiamato 
prima  della  mia  partenza*  io^oMparlo.*  In  qoestaspe- 
ransa  egli  dilTert  varii  mesi  a  partire.  Ma,  flnahnente,  noa 
potendo  ptil  sperare  il  nostro  ritomo  proarimo,  egli  mi 
serlveva— '  Io  parte  molto  mal  volentieri  prevedendo  dei 
smU  affai  graadi  per  Toi  altri  e  massime  RBr  Toi :  altro  non 
dice,— lo  vedreto.'  E  in  «a  altra  lettera,  *  Io  lasdo  Ra- 
venna cosi  mal  volentieri,  e  coal  perroaso  che  la  mia  par- 
tensa  non  pod  ehe  eoadnrre  da  on  male  ad  nn  altro  pHi 
grande  che  non  bo  cuore  di  aorivere  altro  in  qnesto  panto  * 
BgU  mi  serlveva  allora  aempre  in  Itallano  e  trascrivo  le 
sae  precise  parole— ma  coote  onei  snoi  presentimenti  ai 
veriflcaroBo  poi  in  uppnmo  I  * 

t  The  leaf  that  contains  the  original  of  tUs  extract  I  have 
nalocUly  adflaid. 


Came,  and  an  stood  breathless  with  hope  and  ftar. 

Sent  roond  his  cap;  and  he  who  thnnmn'd  his  wire 

And  tang,  with  pleading  look  and  plaintive  strain 

Melting  the  pamehger.   Thy  thoosand  criea,* 

80  well  pourtray'd.  and  by  a  Mm  of  thine. 

Whooe  voice  had  swell'd  the  hnUmb  in  Ub  yooth. 

Were  htuh'd,  Boloona,  ailenoe  in  the  atreets. 

The  squares,  when  hark,  the  clattering  of  fleet  hoodh  t 

And  KKm  a  courier,  potting  as  from  fitf. 

Housing  and  holster,  boot  and  belted  coat 

And  donblet,  stain*d  with  many  a  Taritma  soil, 

Stopt  and  alighted.   Twaa  where  hangs  aloft 

That  ancient  sign,  the  Pilgrim,  welcoming 

All  who  arrive  there,  all^rttaps  save  those 

Clad  like  himself,  with  sUlTand  acaUop-abell, 

Tliooe  on  a  pilgrimage :  and  now  approach  VI 

Wheels,  through  the  lofty  porticoes  resosmdinf. 

Arch  beyond  arch,  a  shelter  or  a  shade 

As  the  sky  changes.   To  the  gate  they  came ; 

And,  ere  the  man  had  half  his  story  done. 

Mine  host  received  the  Master-«ne  long  nsed 

To  sojourn  among  strangers,  every  where 

(Go  where  he  would,  along  the  wildest  track) 

Flinging  a  charm  that  Shall  not  soon  be  lost. 

And  leavtag  footsteps  to  be  traced  by  those 

Who  love  the  hsnats  of  Genius;  one  who  saw» 

Obser? ed,  nor  shnnn'd  the  busy  scenes  of  Ufc, 

But  mingled  not :  and  mid  the  din,  the  atir. 

Lived  as  a  aeparate  Spirit. 

Much  had  paas*d 
Since  last  we  parted ;  and  those  fire  short  yeara- 
Much  had  they  told  I  His  cluatering  locks  were  tara*4 
Gray :  nor  did  anght  recall  the  Youth  that  swam 
FromSeatostoAbydos.   Yet  his  voice, 
Stni  it  was  an  eet :  stiU  from  his  eye  the  tkonght 
Flashed  Ifghtning-Uke,  nor  linger'd  on  the  way, 
Waitiiv  for  words.   Fu-,  Car  into  the  night 
We  sat,  conversing— no  unwekosae  bssir. 
The  hour  we  s»et ;  and,  when  Aurora  roaa. 
Rising,  we  oUmb'd  the  ragged  Apennine. 

Well  1  remember  how  the  golden  sua 
Fiird  with  its  beams  the  unflUhomable  gnlft. 
As  on  we  travell'd,  and  along  the  ridge, 
*Mid  groves  of  coric.  and  cistos.  and  wild  flg. 
His  motley  household  came.— Not  last  nor  leaat 
Battista.  who  upon  the  moonMght-aea 
Of  Venice  had  so  ably,  sealonsly 
Served,  and  at  parting  thrown  his  oar  away 
To  follow  through  the  world ;  who  withovt  state 
Had  worn  so  long  that  bononrabls  badge,  f 
Tim  gondolier's,  in  a  Patrician  House 
Arguing  unlimited  trust.— 19ot  last  nor  least. 
Thou,  though  declining  in  thy  beauty  and  atreacth. 
Faithful  Moretto,  to  the  latest  hour 
Guarding  his  chunber-door.  and  now  along 
The  silent,  sullen  strand  of  MtsflDkOMBi 
Howlfaig  in  grief: 

He  had  Just  left  thait  Flaee 
Of  old  renown,  once  in  the  Adriak  sea4 
lUvBNNA ;  where  firom  Dantb*s  sacred  tomb 
He  had  so  oft,  as  many  a  verse  declares. 
Drawn  inspiration :  where,  at  twilight-time. 
Through  the  pine^orest  wandering  with  looae  lei^ 
Wandering  and  lost,  he  had  so  oft  beheld** 
(What  is  not  visible  to  a  poet's  eye?) 
The  spectre^night,  the  hell-hounds,  and  their  prer. 
The  chase,  the  slaughter,  mmI  the  festal  nalrtb 
.  Suddenly  Wasted.    TWas  a  theme  he  fcnred. 
But  others  clalm'd  their  turn ;  and  many  a  tower, 
Shatter'd.  uprooted  f^om  its  native  reck. 
Its  strength  the  pride  of  some  heroic  age. 


I 


*  *  See  the  Cries  of  Bologna,  as  drawn  by  i 
racd.   He  was  of  veiy  bumble  origin :  msd,  to  t 
brother's  vanity,  once  sent  him  a  portrait  of  thefar  ftfti 
the  tailor,  threading  his  needle.' 

t  "The  principal  goadottar,  il  flmte  di  poppa,  waai 
roost  always  in  the  confldenoe  of  his  aaaster.  stbd  « 
ployed  on  occasions  that  required  Judgment  and  atddrss 

t  *  Adrianum  mare.— 010880.** 

$  «See  the  Prophecy  of  Dante.* 

**«  See  the  tele  M  told  by  Beecaode  ted  IHty*A.'* 
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Appaur'd  and  vaniah^d  (many  a  sturdjr  lieer* 
Yoked  and  nnyoked),  while,  ai  in  ha|>pier  days, 
He  ponr'd  ]ki«  apirit  forth.    The  past  foivot, 
All  waa  en}oyment.    Not  i  cl6ud  obacored 
Pretent  or  future. 

He  b  now  at  reftt ; 
And  praiae  and' blame  flill  on  hi«  ear  alike, 
Now  doU  in  death.   Yes,  Braofi,  thou  art  gone. 
Gone  like  a  star  that  throof  h  the  firmainent 
Shot  and  was  lost,  in  its  eccentric  course 
Daasling,  perplextni.    Yet  thy  heart,  mettfnks, 
Was  saHerous,  noble— noble  in  its  scbm 
Of  all  things  low  or  little ;  nothing  there 
Sordid  or  serrile.   If  imagined  wrongs 
Rnnsaed  thee,  urging  thee  sometimes  to  do 
Things  long  regretted,  eft,  as  many  know, 
NoneiiMtfe  than  I,  thygrat|^de  wouldbaild 
On  slight  foundations :  and,  if  in  thy  life 
Not  happy,  in  thy  death  thou  surely  wert. 
Thy  wish  accompiish'd ;  dying  in  the  land 
Where  thy  young  mind  had  caught  ethereal'flre, 
I^yiBg  in  Grbbcb,  and  in  a  cause  so  glorious ! 
They  in  thy  train— ah.  little  difl  they  think. 
As  round  we  ^ent,  that  they  so  soon  should  sit 
Mourning  beside  thee,  while  a  Nation  monm'd, 
qainging  her  festal  for  her  funeral  song  ; 
That  they  so  aoon  should  hear  the  m^ute-gun, 
As  morning  gleam'd  on  what  remain 'd  of  thee. 
Roll  o'er  the  sea.the  mountains,  numbering 
Thy  years  of  joy  and  sorrow. 

Thou  art  gone ; 
And  he  who  would  assail  thee  in  thy  grave. 
Oh,  let  him  pause !    For  who  among  us  all. 
Tried  as  thou  «i^rt— even  from  thine  earliest  years. 
When  wandering,  yet  unspoilt  a  highland-boy-,: 
Tried  as  thou  wert,  and  with  thy  soul  of  flame ; 
Pleasure^  while  ytt  the  down  was  on  thy  cheek, 
*tJplifting,  pressing,  and  to  lips  like  thine. 
Her  charmed  cup— ah,  who  among  us  all 
Could  say  he  had  not  err'd  hs  much,  and  more  ? 


On  the  road  to  Bologna  he  had  met  with  hia  early 
■ad  dearest  friend,  Loid  Clare,  and  tKe  following  de- 
•cription  of  their  short  inter?iew  v  given  in  his  ^  De- 
tached Thoughts;'^ 

Pisa.  Noyemher  &th,  1821. 
" '  There  is  a  strange  coincidence  sometimes  in  the 
Cttltf  things  of  this  world,  Sancho/  sa^s  Sterne  in  a 


for  me  at  Bologna,  becatise  the  people  with  whom 
he  was  travelling  could  not  wait  longer. 

'^  Of  all  I  have  ever  knovm,  he  has  always  been 
the  least  altered  in  every  thing  from  the  excellent 
quklilies  and  kind  affections  whiiA  attached  nie  to 
him  so  strongly  at  school.  I  should  hardly  hav^ 
thought  it  possible  for  society  (or  the  world,  as  it  is 
Called)  to  leave  a  being  with  so  little  of  the  leaVcn  of 
bad  passiqns.     * 

**  I  do  not  speak  from  personal  Experience  only, 
but  from  all  I  have  ever  h^ard  of  him  from  others, 
during  absence  and  distance."* 

After  remaining  a  day  at  Bok>gna)  Lord  Byron 
crosised  the  Appenines  vrith  Mv  Rogers^  and*  I  find 
the  flWowmg  note  of  their  visit  together  to  the  Gallery 
%t  Florence. 

•  ♦ 

•  "  I  revisited  the  Florence  Gallery,  8cc.  My  former 
impressions  were  confirmed ;  buLthere  were  too  many 
visitors  there  to  allow  one  to  feel  My  thing  properly. 
When  we  were  (about  thirty  or  forty)  all  .stuffed  into 
the  cabinet  of  gems  and  knick-knackeries,  in  a  cohier 
of  one  of  the  galleries,  I  told  Rogers  that  it '  felt  like 
being  in  the  watchhouse.'  1  left  him'^to  make  his 
obeisanc'es  to  some  of  his  acquamtances,  and  strolled 
on  alone— the  only  four  minutes  )  could  snatch  o^ 
any  feeling  for  the  works  around  me.  I  do  not  mean 
to  apply  this  to  a  tSle  a-tdte  scrutiny  with  Hogersi 
who  has  an  excellent  taste,  and  deep  feeling  for  the 
arts  (indeed  much  moro  of  both  than  f  can  possess, 
for  of  the  pors^  I  have  not  moch),  but  to  the 
crowd  of  jostling  starers  and  travelling  talkers  around 
me. 

'  ^  I  heard  one  bokl  Briton  dechir&to  the  woman  on 
his  arm^looking  at  the  Venus  of  Titian,  *  Well,  now, 
this  is  really  very  fine  indeed,'— an  observation  which, 
like  that  of  the  kndlord  in  Joseph  Andrews  on  *  the 
certainty  of  death,'  was  (as  the  landlord's  wife  ob- 
served) 'extremely  trtle.' 

"^  In  the  Pitti  Palace,  I  did  not  omit  Goldsmith's 
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Adam,  Eve,  A^ah,  and  Abel,  as  pious  as  the  ca- 
tecfiism? 

^  Gifford  is  too  wise  a  man  to  thinV  that  sueb 
things  can  have  any  seriotu  efSeeti  who  was  ever 
altered  by  a  poem  7  I  beg  leave  to  observe*  that 
I  there  is  no  creed  nor  personal  hypothesis  of  mine  in 
all  this ;  but  I  was  obliged  (o  make  Cain  and  Lucifer 
talk  consistently,  and  surely  this  has  always  been 
permitted  to  poesy.  Cain  is  a  proud  man :  if  Lucifer 
promised  him  kingdom,  &c.  it.  would  ektte  hffn :  the 
object  of  the  Demon  is  to  depress  him  still  further  in 
his  own  estimation  ^iftn  he  was  before,  by  showing 
him  infinite  things  and  bis  own  abasement,  till  he  falls 
into  the  frame  of  mind  that  leads  to  the  catastrophe, 
fronwnere  intenud  irritation,  not  premeditation,  or 
envy  of  Atel  (whnch  wodid  have  made  hiM  con- 
temptible),  but  from  rage  and  fury  against  the  inade- 
quacy of  his  st&te  to  his  cfTnceptions,  and  which  dis- 
charges itseu  rather  against  life,  and  the  author  of 
life,  than  the  mere  living. 

^Uis  subsequent  remorse  is  the  natural  effect  of 
looking  on  his  au'dden  deed.  Had  the  deed  been 
ptemediiated,  his  repeAtance  would  have  been 
tardier. 

**  Either  dedicate  it  to  Walter  Scott,  or  if  you 
think  he  would  like  the  dedication  of  *  tho  Foscaris ' 
better,  put  the  •dedication  to  'the  Qoscaris.'  Ask 
him  wliich. 

^  Your  first  iA>te  was  queer  enough ;  but  your  two 
^  other  lellen,  with  Moore's  and  Gifibrd's  opinions,  set 
an  right  again.  I  told  you  before  that  I  can  never 
recast  any  thing.  I  am  like  the  tiger :  if  I  miss  the 
first  spring,  I  go  grumbling  back  to  my  jungle  again ;  < 
but  if  I  (^  AiV»  it  is  crushing.  *  *  *  You 
disparaged  the  last  thre^cantos  to  me,  and  kept  them 
back  above  a  yiar;  but  I  have  heard  from  England 
that  (notwithstanding  the  errors  of  the  press)  they 
are  well  thought  of;  for  instance,  by  American  Ir- 
ving, which  last  is  a  feather  in  my  (foors)  cap. 

^  You  have  received  my  I^(ler  (open)  through  Mr 
Kinn^ird,  and  so,  pray,  send  me  no  more  reviews  of 
any  kind.  I  will  rM  no  more  of  evil  or  good  in  that 
Une.  '  Walter  Scott  has  not  read  a  review  of  himself 
for  thirteen  years, 

''The  bust  is  not  my  property,  but  Hobhouse's, 
I  addressed  it  to  you  as  an  Admiralty  man,  great  at 
tl^  custom-house.  Pray  deduct  the  expenses  of  the 
',-and  aH  others. 

"  Yours,  &c.» 


LETTER   CCCCLXVn. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

'«P!fi,Noy.9|h,I01/ 
"  •*  I  never  read  the  Memoirs  at  all,  not  even<innee 
they  were  written ;  and  I  niver  will :  fhe  pain  of 
venting  theiQ  was  enough ;  you  may  spare  roe  that 
Of  a  perusal.  .  Mr  Moore  has  (or  may  have)  a  discre- 
tionary power  to  omit  Any  repetition,  or  expressions 
which  do  not  seem  good  tojkim,  who  is  a  better  judge 
ihan  you  or  I. 

t  **  Enclosed  is  a  lyrical  drama  (entitled  *a  Afystery,' 
from  its  sufa|eol),  which,  perhaps,  may  arriveiin  time 
for  the  Tohune.    You  wUI  find  it  pious  enoughv  I 


trust, — at  least  some  of  the  Chorus  might  have  been 
written  by  Slerahold  and  lilopkins  thennelves  for  that, 
and  perhaps  for  mek>dy.  As  it  It  longer,  and  more 
lyrical  and  Greek,  than  I  intended  at  first,  I  have  noc 
divided  it  Ihto  acts,  but  called  what  1  have  went  Pari 
First,  as  there  is  a  flHBpenskm  of  the  action,  whieh 
may  either  close  \here  without  impropriety,  or  be 
continued  in  a  way  that  I  have  in  view.  I  wish  tbe 
first  part  to  be  publislied  before  the  second,  became, 
if  it  don't  succeed,  it  is  better  to  stop  there  tban  to  go 
on  in  a  fruitless  experiment 

**  I  desire  you  to  acknowledge  tbe  arrival  of  this 
packet  by  return  of  post,  if  yon  can  oonvenisally,  with 
a  proof.  • 

Your  obedient,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  My  wiA  is  to  have  it  published  at  the  aune 
time,  and,  if  possible,  in  the  same  volume,  vijth  the 
others,  because,  whatever  the  merits  or  demerits  of  1 
these  pieces  mayH>e,  it  will  perhaps  be  afiowed  that  | 
each  is  of  a  difierent  kind,  and  iir  a  difereut  style;  I 
so  that,  including  the  proee  and  the  Don  Joaos,  &e.,  ' 
I  have  at  least  sent  you  9€tnety  during  the  fast  jeftr 
or  two.**  ■• 


LETTER  OCCCLXVni. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  Pisa,  Novenber  Wh,  m. 

*^  There  b  here  Mr  **  *,  ai^  Irish  genius,  with  wboai 
we  are  acquainted.  He  hath  written  a  really  excel- 
lent Commentaiy  on  Dante,  fidl  of  new  and  tnie  in- 
formation, and  much  ingenuity.  But  his  verse  is  such 
'as  it  hath  pleased  Ood  to  endue  him  vrithal.  Never- 
theless, he  is  so  firmly  persuaded  of 'iu  equal  exe^ 
lence,  that  he  won't  divorce  the  Conuneniary  firon  the 
traduction,  as  I  ventured  delicately  to  hint, — oot 
having  the  fear  of  Ireland  before  niy  eyes,  and  upon 
the  presumption  of  having  shotten  lerf  well  in  his 
presence  (with  common  pistob  too,  not  with  a^y  Hus- 
ton's) the  ^y  before. 

"  But  he  is  eager  to  publish  aO,  andnnost  he  gra- 
tified, though  the  Reviewera  will  make  him  siii^ 
more  tortures  than  there  are  m  his  original  Indeed, 
iheifotes  are  well  worth  publication;  but  he  iaaiatB 
.upon  the  transhUion  -for  company,  so  that  Ifaif  wS 
come  out  together,  like  Lady  '  C^  *  t  chaperosi^^ 
Miss  *  *.  I  read  a  letter  of  yours  to  him  yesterday,  rimI 
he  begs  me  to  write  {o  you  about  his  Poeshie.  He  is 
really  a  good  fellow,  apparently,  and  I  dare  aay  that 
his  verse  is  very  good  Irish. 

**  Now  what  shall  we  do  for  him  ?  He  sRys  that 
he  will  risk  part  of  the  expense  with4he  publisher. 
He  win  never  rest  till  he  is  published  and  aboaed — for 
he  has  a  hig^opinion  of  himself  and  I  see  nnthiif 
left  but  to  gradfy  him  so  as  to  have  him  alwMcd  at 
little  as  possible ;  ior  I  think  it  would  kiD  liim.  Tor 
must  write,  then,  to  Jefflrey  to  beg  him  not  to  review 
him,  and  I  will  do  the  same  to  Gillbrd,  through  Mnr- 
ray.  Perhaps  they  might  notice  the  Comment  wiih- 
ORt  touching  the  text.  But  I  doubt  (he  dngs  %t 
text  is  too  tempting.     *  *  *  *. 

^  I  have  to  thaak  yoq  again,  as  I  beUeve  I  did  be- 
fore, for  your  opinion  of  *  Cain,'  (cc. 

**  You  are  right  to  allow lo  settle  the  daiR, 

but  I  do  not  see  why  you  should  repay  hin  o«l  of 
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yfwr  legacy — at  least,  not  yet*  U  yoa  fmi  about  it 
(as  jou  are  ticklish  on  such  points)  pay  him  the  in- 
terest now,  and  the  principal  when  you  are  strong 
is  cash ;  or  pay  him  by  instalments;  or  pay  him  as 
i  do  my  citditore — that  is,  not  till  they  make  me.  * 

"I  address  this  (o  you  at  Pacis,  as  you  desire. 
Beplly  soon,  and  bclieye  me  erer.  Sec 

**  P^.  What  I  wrote  to  you  about  low  spirits  is, 
Ikywerer,  Tery  true.  At  present,  owing  to  the  cU- 
■aie,  &c.  (I  can  walk  down  into  my  garden,  and 
phick  my  own  oranges;  Itnd,  by  the  way,  have  got 
a  diarrhoea  in  consequence  of  indulging  in  this  meri- 
diaa  luxury  of  proprietorship),  my  spirits  are  much 
better.  You  seem  to  think  that  I  could  not  have 
written  the '  Vision,'  &c.  under  the  influence  of  low 
spirits ; — but  I  think  there  you  err.f  A  man's  poetry 
is  a  dialinct  faculty,  or  Soul,  and  haa  no  more  to  do 
with  the  every-day  individual  th^  the  Inspiration 
with  tbe  Pythones»when  removed  from  her  tripod.*^ 

The  correspoadence  which  I  ,am  now  about  to 
insert,  though  knig  since  published  by  the  gentlem 
with  whom  it  originated,  ^  will*  I  have  no  doubt, 
eves  by  those  already  acquainted  with  all  the  circum- 
stances, be  reperused  with  pleasure ;  as,  among  tRe 
■any  aliange  and  afiecting  ibcidents  with  which  these 
pages  abouad,  there  is  not  one,  perhaps,  so  touching 
and  aingufaur  as  that  to  which  the  feUowing  letters 
fdier. 

TO  LORD  BYBON. 

«  Frane,  Somenet,  November  Slst,  18(1. 
^MTLORD, 

"  Mora  than  two  yeaps  since,  ak>vely  and  beloved 
wife  wa^  taken  from  me,  bj  Imgering  diseadd,  after  a 
very  abort  union.  She  possessed  unvarying  gentle- 
Dcas  and  fortitude,  and  a  piety  so  retiring  as  rarely 
to  diadose  itself  in  words,  but  so  influential  as  to  pro- 
doee  unifbnn  benevolence  of  condi^ct.  In  the  last 
boor  of  life,  after  a  farewell  look  on  a  lately  bom  and 
oaly  ifliant,  for  whom  she  had  evinced  inexpressible 
tfeetioa,  her  last  whispers  were,'  Ood's  Wppiness ! 
God's  happiness !'  Since  the  second  anniversary  of 
h«r  decease,  I  have  read  some  papers  wliich  no  one 
bad  seen  daring  her  4ife,  ,and  which  contain  her  most 
secret  thoughts.  I  am  induced  to  communicate  to 
foor  fordship  a  passage  from  these  papers,  which, 
there  is  no  doubt,  refers  to  yourself;  as  I  have  more 


*  aaring  4iM0V«red  that,  -while  I  was  abfoad,  a  kind 
friend  Wul.  witltout  anjr  communicatidhi  with  myvcl/, 
placed  at  the  disposal  of  tlie  person  who  acted  for  me  a 
large  ram  for  the  diacharge  of  this  claim,  I  thonght  it  right 
to  allow  the  noney,  thus  geueroaslf  destined,  to  be  em- 
ployed as  was  intended,  and  then  immediately  repaid  my 
Mead  out  of  the  «um  given  by  Mr  Binrray  for  the  manu- 

li  mav  seem  obtrusive,  I  fi»r,  to  enter  into  this  sort  of 
personal  details ;  bat,  without  some  few  words  of  explana- 
ti«i»  each  passages  as  the  above  would  be  unintelligible.^ 

t  My  remaric  has  been  hasty  and  inconsiderate,  and  Lord 
Byron's  is  the  view  borne  dut  by  all  experience.  Almost 
all  tbe  tragic  and  gloomy  writers  have*  been,  in  social  life, 
mirtliftU  persons.  The  author  of  tbe  Miight  Thoughts  was 
a  «  fellow  of  infinite  jtft ;'  and  of  the  pathetic  Rowe.  Pope 
says—'  He  •  why.  he  would  laugh  all  day  long— he  would 
do  nothlAR  else  but  laugh.* 

S  See  "  TbonghU  on  Prirate  Devotion,"  by  Mr  Sheppard. 


than  once  heard  the  writer  mention  your  agility  on 
the  locks  ai  HaAings. 

"  *  Oh,  my  God,  I  take  encouragement  from  the 
assurance  of  thy  <word,  to  pray  to  Thee  in  behalf  of 
one  for  whom  I  have  lately  been  much  interested. 
May  the  person  to  whom  I  allnde  (and  who  is  now, 
we  fear,  as  much  distinguished  for  his  neglect  of 
Thee  as  for  the  transcendent  talents  thou  hast  bestow- 
ed on  bim)»  be  awakened  to  a  sense  of  his  own  danger, 
and  led  to  seek  that  peace  of  mind  in  a  proper  sense 
of  religion,  which  he  has  found  this  world's  enjoy- 
ments unable  to  procure  1  Do  Thou  grant  that  his 
future  example  ma^  be  productive  of  far  more  exten- 
sive benefit  than  his  paflt  conduct  and  writings  have 
been  of  evil ;  and  may  theBun  of  ifghteouisness,  which, 
we  trust,  will,  at  some  future  period,  arise  on  him, 
be  bright  in  proportion  toihe  darkness  of  those  clouds 
which  guilt  has  saised  aronnd  bun,  abd  the  balm 
which  it  bestows,  healing  and  8ooth{]i}g  in  proportion 
to  the  keenness  of  that  agony  which  the  punishment 
of  his  vices  has  inflicted  on  him !  Mat  the  hope  that 
the  sincerity  of  my  own  eAbrts  for  t^&  attainment  of 
holiness,  and  the  approval  of  my  own  love  to  the 
great  Author  of  religion,  vrill  render  this  prayer,  and 
every  other  for  the  welfare  of , mankind,  more  efiica- 
cious. — Cheer  me  in  the  path  ofduty ; — but,  let  me 
not  forget,  that,  while  we  are  permitted  to  animate 
ourselves  to  exertion  by  every  innocent  motive,  these 
are  but  the  lesser  streams  which  ma v  serve  tfi  increase 
the  current,  but  which,  deprived  of  the  grand  foun- 
tain of  good  (a  deep  conviction  of  inborn  sin,  and  firm 
belief  in  the  efficacy  of  €krist's  death  for  the  salva- 
tion, of  those  who  tf|^  in  him,  and  really  wish  to  serve 
him,)  would  Sfon  dry  up,  jand  leave  us  barren  of 
every  virtue  as  before.' 

'July  31st,  1814. 
'Hastings.' 

**  There  is  nothing,  my  k>rd,  in  this  extra6t  which, 
in  A  literary  sense,  can  at  ail  interest  you ;  but 
it  may,  perhaps,  appear  to  you  worthy  of  re- 
flection how  deep  and  expansive  a  concern  for  the 
happiness  of  others  the  Christian  faith  can  awaken 
in  the  midst  of  youth  and  prosperi^.  Here  is  no- 
thing poetical  and  splendid,  as  in  the  expostulatory 
homage  of  M .  Delamartine;  but  here  Is  the  sublime, 
my  lord ;  for  this  intercession  Wins  ofiered,  on  your 
account,  to  tiie  supreme  tmrce  of  happiness. .  It 
sprang  from  a  faith  more  confirmed  than  that  of  the 
French  poet;  and  from  a  charity  which,  in  9ombina<^ 
tion  with  faith,  showed  its  power  unimpaired  amidst 
the  languors  and  pains  of  approaching  diss9lution.  I 
will  hope  that  a  prayer,  which,  I  am  sure,  was  deep^ 
sincere,  may  not  be  always  unavailing. 

**  It  vrould  add^fioMm^,  my  lord,  to  the  fame  with 
wbic|i  your  genius  has  surrounded  you,  for  an  un- 
known and-  obscure  individual  t6  express  his  admi- 
ration of  it.  I  had  rather  be  numbered  with  those 
who  wish  Ind  pray,  that  *  wisdom  from  above,'  and 
'peace,'  and  'joy,'  may  enter <uch  a  min^. 

**  John  Shbppard." 

,  However  romantic,  m  the  eyes  of  the  cold  and 
workHy,  the  piety  of  this  young  person  Inay  appear, 
it  were  to  be  wished  tlut  the  truly  Christian  feeling 
which  dictated  her  prayer  were  more  common  among 
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all  who  profess  the  Mbe  cmM ;  and  that  those  indi- 
calioos  of  a  beU«r  nature,  so  Tisibie^eu  Ihrough  the 
clouds  of  his  character,  which  induced  this  innocent 
young  woman  to  piaj  for  Byron,  while  living,  could 
Lave  the  effect  of  inspiring  others  with)nore  ch«iiy 
lowafds  his  memory,  now  that  he  is  dead. 

The  following'  is  Lord  Byron's  answer  to  this  af- 
fecting communication. 


LETTER  CCCCLXIX. 

TO  MR  SHEPPARP. 

«  PiM,  December  8th,  1831. 

^  1  liare  feoeiyed  your  letter,  I  need  not  say,  Ihtd 
the  extract  which  it  contains  has  aflected  me,  because 
it  would  imp^  a  want  of  all  feeling  to  have  read  it 
with  indifference.  Though  I  am  not  quite  sumb  that 
it  was  intended^by  the  writer  for  me,  yet  the  date, 
the  place  whem  it  was  written,  with^ome  other  cir- 
cumstances thAt  you  men^on,  render  the  allusion 
pro!)able.  But  for  whomerer  it  was  meant,  I  bare 
read  it  with  all  the  pleasure  which  can  arise  from  so 
melancholy  a  topic.  I  say  p/«a«t«re— because  your 
brief  and  simple  picture  of  the  life  and  demennour  of 
theexceUeht  person  whom  I  trust  you  will  again' 
meet,  cannst  be  contemplated  without  the  admiration 
due  to  her  rirtues,  and  her  pure  and  unpretending 
piety.  Her  last  moments  were  particulaiiy  striking; 
and  I  do  not  know  that,  in  the  course  of  reading  the 
story  of  mankind,  and  still  less  in  my  observations 
upon  the  existing  portion,  I  ever  met  with  any  thing 
ss  unostentatiously  beautiful.  Incfisputably,  the  firm 
belierers  in  the  gospel  have  a  great  aorantage  over 
all  others, — for  this  simple  reason^  that,  if  true,  they 
will  have  their  reward  hereafter;  and  if  there  be  no 
hereafter,  tjieyscan  be  but  with  tlie  infidel  in  his 
eternal  sleep,  having  had  the  assistance  of  an  exafted 
hope,  through  life,  without  subsequent  disappomt- 
ment,  4nce  (at  (he  worst  for  them)  *out  of  nothing, 
nothing  can  arise,'  not  even  sorrow.  But  a  man's 
creed  does  not  depend  upon  kkmeff:  who  can  say, 
I  will  belicTe  this,  that,  or  the  other?  and  least  of 
all,  that  which  he  least  can  comprehend.  I  have, 
however,  obs^rred,  that  those  who  have  begun  life 
with  extreme  faith,  have  in  the  end  greatly  narrowed 
it,  £^  Chillingworth,  Claire  (who  ended  as  an  Ariaa), 
Bayle,  and  Gibbon  (once  a  Catholic),  and  some 
others;  while,  on  the  other  hand,  nothing  is  more 
common  than  for  the  early  'Mseptic  to  end  ii»  a  firm 
belief,  like  Maupcrtuia,  and  Henry  Kirke  White. 

**  But  my  business  is  po  acknowledge  your  letter, 
and  not  to  make  a  dissertation.  I  am  obliged  to  you 
for  your  gopd  wishes,  and  more  than  obliged  by  the 
extract  from  the  papers  of  the  bebved  object  whose 
qualities  you  have  so  well  described  in  a  few  words. 
1  can  assure  you  that  all  the  fame  which  ever  cheated 
hmnanity  intd  higher  notions  of  its  own  importance 
would  never  weigh  in  my  mind  against  the  pure  and 
pious  interest  which  a  virtuous  being  may  be  pleased 
to  take  in  my  wel&re.  In  this  point  df  view,  I  would 
not  exchange  Aie  prayer  of  the  deceased  in  my  behalf 
for  the  united^ lory  of  Homer,  Coasar,  and  Napoleon, 
could  such  be  accumukted  upon  a  living  head.  l}o 
me  at  least  the  justice  to  suppose,  that 


'Video  meNon  proboqne/ 

howerer  the  *  d^Meriora  seqnor'  may  have  been  applied 
to  my  conduct 

*<  I  baTo  the  honour  to  be 

^  your  obliged  and  dbedient  servant, 
"Dntotr* 
*<P.  S.  I  do  not  know  that  I  am  addrrasing  a 
clergyman ;  but  I  presume  that  you  wiH  not  be  af- 
fronted by  the  mistake  (if  it  is  one^  on  the  addr«M  of 
this  letter.  One  who  has,  so  wdl  eitplainedy  and 
deeply  felt  the  doctrines  of  religion,  will  excuse  the 
error  which  led  mo  to  believe  him  its  minister." 


LETTER  CCCCLXX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Pisa.  December  4th,  1821. 

"  By  extracts  in  the  English' papers, — in  ycmr  ho^ 
ally,  Galignani's  'Messenger,'— I  p^ceive  that 'the 
two  greatest  examples  of  human  vanity  in  the 
age'  are,  firstly,  ^  the  ex-Emperor  Napoleon,' 
second^,  *  his  lordship,  '&c.,  the  nobte  poet,'  met 
y«ur  humble  servant,  *poor  guiltless  I.' 

^  Poor  Napoleon !  he  little  dreamed  to  what  vfle 
comparisons  tbb  turn  of  the  wheel  woald  redote 
him  !         '       ,      ' 

^  I.  have  got  here  into  a  famous  old  feudal  palazao, 
on  the  Amo,  large  enough  for  a  garrison,  with  dm- 
geons  below  and  cells  m  th«  walls,  and  so  full  of 
ffhosU,  that  the  leaned  Fletcher  (my  valet)  has 
begged  leave  to  change  his  room,  and  then  refused 
to  occupy  his  new  room,  because  there  were  BKwe 
ghosts  there  than  in  the  other.  It  is  quite  tKte  that 
there  are -most  ext»ordinary  mises  (as  in  all  oU 
buildings),  which  have  terrified  the  servants  so  as  |» 
incommode  me  extremety .  There  is  one  placs  where 
people  were  evUeatly  waUed  19),  for  there  is  bat 
one  possible  passage,  brokeii  through  the  wall,  s^d 
then  meant  to  b^tlosiedagainvpoa  the  inmate.  Tlie 
house  belonged  to  the  Lanfinmchi  family  (die  sane 
mentioned  by  Ugolino  in  his  dream,  as  his  penecatnr 
vrith  Sismondj),  and  has  had  a  fierce  owner  or  tw9 
in  its  time.  The  staircase,  &c.  is  said  toli^are  been 
built  by  Michael  ^geb.  It  is  not  yet  cold  enough  ftr 
afire.    What  a  climatei 

^  I  am,  however,  bothered  about  these  speetiea  (aa 
thp7  say  the  kst  occupants  were,  top),  of  whom  I 
have  as  yet  seen  nothing,  nor,  indeed,  heard  {m^se(fj: 
but  all  the  other  ears  have  been  regaled  by  all  fci«»4f 
of  supernatural  sounds.  The  first*  night  1  thooght  I 
heard  an  odd  noise,  |)ut  it  has  not  been  rq>eated.  I 
bav^  now  been  here  more  than  a  month. 

"  Yours,  &c'» 


LETTER  OCCCLXXI. 

TD  MR  MURRAY. 

«  Pisa. -December  MCb,  MBL 
^  This  day  and  this  hour  (one,  on  the  dock,)  mf 
daughter  is  six  years  old.    I  wcoder  when  I  Aatt  set 
her  again,  or  if  ever  I  shall  see  her  at  all 

**  I  have  remarked  a  curious  ooinddenoe,  whiA 
ahnost  looks  like  a  fatality. 
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"  Mj  mother,  my  wffe,  mj  daughter,  my  ka^- 
stMieTf  mf  sister^s  mother,  my  natural  daughter 
[as  far  at  least  as  Jam  concerned),  and  mytejf,  are 
aD  on/jf  children. 

**  My  father,  by  his  first  marriage  with  Lady  Con- 
yers  (an  onW  child);  had  only  my  s&ter;  and  by  his 
•ecood  mamage  With  an  only  child,  an  only  child  again. 
Lady  Byron,  as  you  know,  Was  one  alv,  and  so  is  my 
daughter,  &c. 

''Is  not  this  rather  odd— such 'a  complication  tf 
nij  chikhreoj^'  iSy  the  way,  send  me  my  daughter 
Ada's  miniature.  I  hare  only  the  prin^  which  gives 
Bide  or  no  idea  of  her  complexion. 

«Vours,'&c. 


LETTER  CXX3CLXXII. 

TO  HR  MOOBE. 

«  Ftea,  December  IStb,  ]»I. 

"  What  you  say  about  Galignani's  two  biographies 
is  veiy  amusing;  and,  if  I  were  ootlazy,  I  would  cer- 
lualy  do  what  you  desire.  JBul  I  doubt  my  present 
stock  of  faceciousness— that  is,  of  good  serious  btn 
moor,  so  as  not  to  lei  the  cat  out  of  the  bag.*  I 
wish  you  would  undectake  it.  I  will  forgivtf  and  m- 
da(g€  yon  {like  a  Pope)  beforehand,  for  any  thing 
IndicrouB,  that  might  keep  those  fools  in  their  own 
dear  belief  that  a  man  is  a  loup  garou. 

**  I  suppose  I  told  you  thai  the  Giaour  story  had 
actual^  fome  foundation  on  facts ;  or,  if  T  did  not, 
yOQ  win  one  day  fitad.  it  in-  a  letter  of  Lord  Sligo's, 
written  to  me  ^er  the  publication  of  the  poem.  ,  I 
should  not  like  marrels  to  rest  upon  any  account  ^f 
Biy  own,  and  shall  sav  nothing  about  it.  However, 
tbe  real  incidsnt  is  sull  remote  enough  from  the  poe> 
tieal  one,  being  just  such  as,  happening  to  a  man  of 
any  inuigination,  might  snggest  such  a  composition, 
llie  worst  of  any  real  adventures  is  that  they  iitvolve 

living  people — dse  Mrs 's,  '• %  &c.  are  as  '(Jer- 

man  to  the  matter'  as  Mr  Maturin  could  desfire  for  hi^ 


*^  Hie  consummatidn  you  mentione<]  for  pooc  *  * 
was  near  taking  place  yesterday.  Riding  pretty 
sharply  after  Mr  Medwio  and  mysotf,  in  turning  the 
oofaer  bf  a  kne  between  Pisa  and  the  hOls^  he  was 
tfnltj — and,  besides  losing  some  claret  on  the  spot, 
braised  himselCa  good  deal,  but  is  in  no  danger.  'He 
was  bled  and  keeps  his  room.  As  I  was  a-head  of 
him  some  hundred  yards,  I  did  not  see  the'acoident; 
but  my  servant,  who  was  behind,  did,  and  says  the 
Aoree  did  not  fififl — the  uluol  exQuse  «f  floored  eques- 
trians. As  *  *  piques  himself*  upon  his  horse- 
maothip*  and  his  horse  is  really  a  pretty  horse  enough, 
I  long  for  his  penonal  narrative, — as  }  never  yet  met 

•  Mr  Oalignain  having  expressed  a  wish  to  be  Aimished 
with  a  AiOTt  Memoir  of  Lord  Byron,  for  th«  purpose  of 
prefUing  it  to  the  Plreneh  edition  of  hb  worlcs,  I  bad  ssSd 
jeatiDf  ly  in  a  pf«ce(flng  letter  to  hislordsUp,  that  it  would 
be  bat  a  /air  saUre  on  thi  disposition  of  tbe  world  to  «  be- 
Monster  bis  feattres,"  if  be  would  write  for  tbe  pnblic, 
Baclish  9f  well  as  French,  a  sort  of  mock-heroie  account  of 
Unaelf,  outdoing,  in  horrors  and  wonders,  all  that  bad 
been  yet  related  or  beliered  of  him.  aud  leaving  even 
Oo^the'a  story  of  the  double  murder  at  Floirence  fhr  be- 


I 


the  man  who  would/airi|y  claim  a  tumble  as  1 
own  property. 

^  Couki  not  you  send  me  a  printed  copy  of  t 
*  Irish  Avatai'  ? ' — I  do  not  know  what  has  become 
Bogers  since  we  parted  at  Florence. 

**  Don't  let  the  Angles  keep  you  from  writii 
Sam  tokl  me  that  you  were  somewhat  dissipated 
Paris,  which  I  can  easily  believe.  Let  me  h< 
from  you  at  your  best  leisure. 

**  Ever  and  truly,  &c. 

•P.  8.  December  13th. 

^I  enckwe  you  some  lines  vrritten  not  long  a{ 
which  you  may  do  what  you  like  with,  as  they  i 
very  harmless.  *  Only,  if  copied,  or  printed,  or  s 
1  couM  wish  it  more  correetly  than  in  the  usual  wi 
in  which  one's  'nothings  are  monstered,'  as  Corio 
nus  says. 

"You  must  really  get  *  *  published— he  nei 
win  rest  till  he  is  jk>.  He  Is  juA  gone  with  his  brok 
head  to  Lucea,  at  my  desire,  to  try  to  save  a  m 
from  being  burnt.  The  Spanish  *  *  «,  that  has  I 
petticoats  over  Lucca,  had  actually  condemned  a  p< 
devil  to  the  stake>  for  stealing  the  wafer-box  out  o 
church.  Shelley  and  I,  of  course,  were  up  in  ar 
against  this  piece  of  piety,  and  have  been  disturb! 
every  bo^y  to  get  the  sentence  changed.  *  *  is  gc 
to  see  what  can  be  done. 


LETTER  CCCCLXXIII. 


TO  MR  8HELLKY. 

"  December  ISth,  ran. 

^irr  DEAR  SH^LLBY, 

*^  Enclosed  is  a  note  for  you  fh>m .    His  n 

sons  are  all  very  true,  I  dare  say,  and  it  might  a 
may  be  of  personal  inconvenience  to  us.  But  tl 
does  not  appear  to  me  to  be  a  reason  to  allow  a  be 
to  be  burnt  without  trying  to  save  him.  To  save  li 
by  any  means  but  remonstrance,  is  of  course  oul 
the  question ;  but  I  do  not  see  why  a  temperate 
monstrance  should  hurt  any  one.  Lord  Guilforf 
the  man,  if  he  would  undertake  it.  He  knows  i 
Grand  Duke  personally,  and  might,  perhapi,  pre^ 

*  The  following  are  the  lines  enclosed  in  this  letter, 
one  of  his  Journals,  where  they  are  also  given,  he  has  s 
joined  to  them  the  following  note  :— "  I  composed  th 
stanzas  (except  the  fourth,  added  now)  a  few  days  ago, 
the  road  from  Florence  to  Pisa. 

*'  Oh,  tykoot  to  me  of  s  name  great  in  story; 
Tbe  day*  of  our  youth  are  Ibe  d«yt  of  our  glory ; 
Aod  the  myrtle  and  Iry  of  sweet  two-snd-twenty 
An  worth  all  your  Isoreb,  tfaoogh  everMplofity. 

'•  What  are  garUnds  and  crewnc  to  tbe  brow  Uiat  i«  wrinki 
Til  bnt  a*  a  dead-flower  with  May-dew  bevprinkled. 
Then  away  with  all  nich  frbm  the  head  that  b  hoary  I 
What  care  I  for  the  wreaths  that  can  ouljf  gi?e  glory  ? 

*'  Oh  Fame  I  if  I  e'er  took  deHght  In  Uiy  prainei, 
T  was  lew  for  the  sake  of  ihy  hlgh-Mnndingpkraaes, 
Than  to  mc  th«  bright  eye*  of  ihe  «lear  One  discuTer 
Sheiboogbt  Ulat  I  was  not  anwortby  to  love  jier. 

•'  There  chiefly  I  sought  thee,  there  only  I  found  thee  ; 

Her  glance  was  the  best  of  the  rays  that  Bonoand  thee ; 

When  It  sparkled  o'er  aught  that  was  bright  In  my  story. 
'l  knew  it  WW  lore,  and  I  felt  it  was  glory." 
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NOTICES  OP  THE 


▲.!».  lass. 


upon  him  to  interfeK.  But,  m  be  gon  to-norrow, 
you  mutt  be  quick,  or  it  will  be  useleas.  Make  aoy 
uie  of  Mif  aame  that  you  please. 

"  Voun  erer,  fcc.** 

LETTER  CCCCLXXIV. 

TO  MR  MOORS. 

**  I  tend  yon  the  two  notes,  which  will  teD  you  the 
ttory  I  «Ihide  to  of  the  Auto  da  F^.  SheOey't  allu- 
ttoo  to  his  'Cellowserpent'  is  a  bufibonery  of  nine. 
Goethe's  MephistoQIus  caUs  the  serpent  who  tempted 
Etc  '  my  aunt,  the  renowned  snake ; '  and  I  always 
insist  that  SheDey  is  nothing  but  one  of  her  nephew^ 
walking  about  on  the  tip  of  his  tail." 

TO  LORD  BYRON, 

•3o*dock,TudMta7Monifaiff.   . 
''MT  DRA«  LORD, 

**  Although  strong]^  persuaded  that  the  story  must 
be  either  an  entire  fabrication,  or  so  grots  an  exaf- 
geration  as  to  be  nearly  so;  yet,  in  order  to  be  iJble 
to  disooTer  the  truth  beyond  aH  doubt,  and  to  sti 
your  mind  quite  at  rest,  I  have  taken  the  detenmna* 
tion  to  go  myself  to  Lucca  this  morning.  Should  it 
prore  less  fi^se  than  I  am  convinced  it  is,  I  shall  not 
fail  to  exert  mjMMmev^iy  tooy  that  I  can  imagine 
may  have  any  success.    Be  assured  of  this. 

**  Vour  kMtlship's  most  truly, 
a*  ♦ 

*<  P.  S.  To  prevent  bavardage,  I  prefer  going  in 
person  to  sending  my  servant  with  a  letter.  It  is  bet- 
ter for  you  to  mention  nothing  (except,  of  course,  to 
SheOey)  of  my  excursion.  The  person  I  visit  there 
is  oneon  whomi  can  have  every  dependence  in  every 
wajt  both  as  to  authority  and  truth." 

TO  LORD  BTRO.M. 

«  Thandhiy  lloniinff . 
**MY  DBAR  LORD  BYRON, 

**  I  hear  this  morning  that  the  design,  which  cer- 
tainly had  been  in  contemplation,  of  burning  my  fel- 
tow-serpsDt,  has  been  abandoned,  and  that  he  has 
been  condemned  to  the  gafleyt.  Lord  Guilford  is  at 
Leghorn ;  and  as  your  courier  applied  to  me  to  know 
whether  he  ought  to  leave  your  letter  for  him  or  not, 
I  have  thought  it  best  sinee  this  information  to  teD 
him  to  take  it  back.    , 

''Ever  faithfully  yours, 

*iP.  a  Shblley." 

*LETTER  COCCLXXV. 

TO  SIB  WALTER  f  COTT,  BART. 

*  Hn,  JsoiuuT  KMb,  US. 
''MY  DBAR  SIR  WAITBR, 

**  I  need  not  say  how  grateful  I  am  for  your  letter, 
but  I  must  qwn  my  ingratitude  in  not  baring  vrritten 
to  you  again  k>ng  ago.  Since  I  left  England  (and  it 
isnotibrall  the  usual  term  of  transportation)!  have 
scribbled  to  ive  hundfied  blookbeads  on  business, Jcc. 
without  difficulty,  though  with  no  great  pleasure ;  and 


yet,  with  the  notion  of  addressiogyoo  ahundred 
in  ray  head,  and  always  in  my  heart,  I  have  not  done 
what  I  ought  to  have  done.  I  can  only  account  for 
it  on  the  same  principle  of  tremulous  anxiety  vnth 
which  one  sometimes  makes  k>ve  to  a  beautiful  vromaa 
of  our  own  degree,  with  whom  one  w  enamoured  is 
good  earnest;  whereas,  we  attack  a  fresh- coknired 
housemaid  without  (1  speak»  of  course,  of  earlier 
times)  any  sentimental  remorse  or  mitigntioii  of  our 
virtuous  purpose. 

"  I  owe  to  yod  far  more  than  the  usual  obligalioo 
for  the  courtesies  of  literature  and  common  friendsbip, 
for  you  went  out  of  your  way  in  1817  to  do  me  a  ser- 
vice, when  it  required  not  merely  kindness,  but  cou- 
rage to  do  so ;  to  have  been  recorded  by  you  in  sooh 
a  manner  would  have  been  a  proud  memorial  at  any 
time,  but  at  such  a  time,  wtien  '  AH  the  world  and 
his  wife, '  as  the  proverb  goes,  were  trying  to  trample 
.upon  me  was  something  still  higher  to  my  self-estee■^ 
—I  allude  to  the  Quarterly  Review  of  the  Thfrd  Caoto 
of  Chikle  Harold,  which  BiAirray  told  me  was  wrilien 
by  you, — and,  indeed,  I  should  have  known  it  widi> 
out  his  information,  as  there  couki  not  be  iwvit^ 
cotti(/ and  toott/cf  have  done  this  at  the  time.  Hadk 
been  a  common  criticism,  however ^loqaentorpanegy. 
rical,  I  sbouki  have  felt  pleased,  undoubtedly,  smiI 
grateful,  but  not  to  the  extent  which  (he  exiraoidi- 
nary  good-Jieartedness  of  the  whole  proceeding  msmH 
induce  in  any  mind  capable  of  such  sensations.  The 
very  tardineM  of  this  acknowledgment  will,  at  Icttst, 
show  that  I  have  not  forgotten  the  obUgatkn;  aftd  1 
can  assure  you  that  my  sense  of  it  has  been  out  at 
compound  interest  during  the  delay.  I  shall  oi^  mdd 
one  word  upon  the  subject,  which  is,  that  I  think  Ifasft 
you,  and  Jeffrey,  and  Leigh  Hunt  were  the  only  B«»- 
rary  men,  of  numbers  whom  I  know  (and  mmt  of 
whom  I  had  served),  who  dared  venture  evenanaMK 
nymous  word  in  my  favour  just  then;  and  that,  oC 
thoie  three,  I  had  never  seen  oiw  at  aU---of  the  aeeoad 
much  less  than  I  desired  and  that  the  thvd  w«a 
imder^no  kind  of  obligation  tome  whatever;  winfe 
the  other  two  had  been  actually  attacked  by  ne  as 
a  former  occasion;  one,  indeed,  with  some  provocsi- 
tioo,  but  the  other  wantonly  enough.  So  you  see  yma 
have  been  heaping  *  coals  of  fire,  &c*  in  the  trae  goo* 
pel  manner,  and  I  can  assure  you  that  they  have  booiK 
down  to  my  very  heart.. 

^  I  am  glad  that  you  accepted  the  InscriptioB.  I 
meant  10  have  inscribed  *  the  Poocarini' to  you  inalead; 
butfirst,  I  heard  that  *C;ain' was  thought  the  least  bsMd 
of  the  two  as  a  composition;  and  2dly,  I  have  abvsed 
S  *  ^  likea pickpocket,  in  aoote  to  the  PoOQaini,a«4 
I  reoelleoted  that  he  is  a  friend  of  yours  (tbov^  not  of 
mine),  and  that  it  would  not  bUhehandnne  thing  lo 
dedioOe  to  one  friend  any  tiling  cnntaiaing  tuph  naA- 
ten  about  another.  However,  TQ  work  the  Laureate 
before  I  have  done  with  him,  as  soon  as  I  can  nniatcr 
Billingsgate  tlierefor.  I  like  a  row,  and  always  di4 
from  a  boy,  in  the  course  of  which  propensity,  I  SMiat 
need'say,  that  I  have  found  it  the  most  eai^  of  al  lo 
be  gratfficd,  personally  and  poetically.  _  You  liiai'liim 
'  jealousies ;'  but  I  would  ask,  as  BosweR  did  of  John- 
son, of  wkiom  could  yotf  be  jeo/oM,'— of  none  of  the 
h'viag,  certainly,  and  Staking  all  and  aO  into  eoasidem- 
tion)  of  which  of  the  dead!  l^len't  Kkelobofv  yoa 
about  the  Scoth  novels  (as  they  call  {hem,  though  two 
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of  them  are  whoDy  EDglisb,  aad  the  rest  half  so),  but 
BOlhiiig  can  or  could  ever  |ienuade  me,  since  I  was 
the  fint  ten  mmutee  in  your  company,  that  you  are 
»oi  the  man.  To  me  those  novels  have  so  much  of 
*  Auld  king  syne'  (I  was  bred  ti  canny  Scot  till  ten 
year  oM)  that  I  never  move  without  them ;  and  when 
I  removed  from  Ravenna  to  Pisa  the  other  day,  and 
sent  DO  my  library  before,  they  were  the  only  books  | 
that  I  kept  by  me,' although  I  already  have  them  by  > 
hsart. 

"  Jtmarj  27th,  1899. 

**!  ddayed  till  now  conchiding,  in  the  hope  that  I 
Aonid  h^e  got  'the  Pirate,'  who  is  under  way  for 
me,  bat  has  not  yet  hove  in  sight  I  hear  that  your 
daughter  is  married,  and  i  suppose  by  this  time  you 
are  half  a  grandfather— a  young  one,  by  the*  way^  I 
have  heard  great  things  of  Mrs  Lockhart's  personal 
and  menial  channsv  and  much  good  of  her  lord :  that* 
yoa  may  liv  to  see  as  maay  novel  "Scotts  as  there  are 
Mft^  novels,  is  the  very  bad  pun,  but  sincere  wish 
cf  '  "Yours  ever  most  affectionately,  &c. 

*<^.  S.  Why  don't  you  take  a  turn  in  Italy? 
Yoa  wouM  fifld  yourself  as*  well  known  and  as 
wdoome  as  in  the  Highlands  among  the  natives.  As 
for  the  English,  you  would  be  with  them  as  in 
London;  and  \  need  not  add,  that  I  should  be 
deKghted  to  see  you  again^  which  is  far  more  than 
I  shall  ever  feel  or  say  for  England,  or  (with  a  few 
ezceptiona  'of  kith,  kin,  and  allies')  any  thing  that  it 
eentains.  But  my  *  heart  warms  to  the  tartan,'  or 
to  any  thing  of  Scotland,  which  reminds  me  of 
Aberdeen  and  other  parts,  not  so  far  finom  the 
Highlands  as  that  town,  about  Invercauld  and 
Braemar,  where  I  was  sent  to  drink  goat's  fey  in 
1796-6,  in  consequence  of  a  threatened  decline  after 
the  scarlet  fever.  But  I  am  gossipiog,  so,  good  night 
—and  the  gods  be  with  your  dreams  1 

**Pny,  present  my  respects  to  Lady  Scott,  who 
■ay  perhaps  recollect  having  seen  me  in  town  in  1815. 

**  I  see  that  one  of  your  supporters  (for,  like  Sir 
Ifildebrand,  I  am  fond  of  Guillin)  is  a  mermaid;  it 
is  mj  ereet  too,  and  vrith  precisely  the  same  curl  of 
tail  There's  concatenation  for  you ! — I  am  building 
a  little  eotter  at  Genoa,  to  go  a  cruising  in  the 
I  know  yoM  like  the  sea  too." 

LETTER  CCCCLXXVI. 


"Pin,  Febmaiy  Sth,  I8». 
"'^Try  back  the  deep  lane,'  till  we  find  a  publisher 
for '  the  Vision ;'  and  if  none  such  is  to  be  found,  print 
fifty  copies  at  my  expense,  distribute  them  amongst 
my  acquaintance^  and  you  will  soon  see  that  the 
booksellers  will  publish  them,  even  if  we  opposed 
tbem.  That  they  are  now  afraid  is  natural;  but  I 
do  not  see  that  I  ought  to  give  way  on  that  account. 
I  know  nothing  of  Rivington's '  Remonstrance'  by  the 
'eminent  Churchman;*  but  I  suppose  he  wanta  a 

*  This  letter  has  been  already  published,  with  a  few 
others,  in  a  periodicsl  work,  and  is  known  to  have  been 
addressed  to  the  late  Bfr  Dottg}as  Kinnaird. 


living.  I  once  heard  of  a  preacher  at  Kentish  Town 
against '  Cain.'  The  same  outcry  vras  raised  against 
Priestley,  Hume,  Gibbon,  Voltaire,  aad  all  the  men 
who  dared  to  put  tithes  to  the  question. 

**!  have  got  S — ^'s  pretended  reply,  to  which  I  am 
surprised  that  you  do  not  allude*  What  remains  fo 
be  done  is,  to  call  him  out.  The  question  is,  would 
he  coiie?  for,  if  he  would  not,  the  whole  thing  would 
appear  ridicuk>us,  if  I  were  to  lake  a  k>ng  and 
expensive  journey  to  no  purpose. 

**  You  must  be  my  second,  and,  as  such,  I  wish  to 
consult  you. 

**!  apply  to  you,  as  one  well  versed  In  the  dueUo, 
or  monomachie.  Of  course  I  shall  come  to  England 
as  privately  as  possible,  andleawe  it  (supposing  thai 
I  was' the  survivor)  in  the  same  manner;  having  no 
other  object  which  could  bring  me  to  that  country 
except  to  settle  quarrels  accumulated  during  my 
absence. 

''By  the  last  post  I  transmitted  to  you  a  letter 
upon  some  Rochdale  t6U  business,  from  which  there 
are  moneys  in  prospect.  My  agent  says  ^loo  thousand 
p<rands,  but  supposing  it  to  be  only  one,  or  even  one 
kumfredy  st31  th^  be  moneys;  and  I  have  lived 
hmg  enough  to  have  an  exeeeding  respect  for  the 
smallest  current  coin  of  any  reahn,  or  the  least  sum, 
which,  altboogfa  I  may  not  want  it  myself,  may  do 
something  for  others  who  may  need  it  more  tlian  I. 

**  They  say  that  *  Knowledge  is  power  ;* — I  used  to 
think  80 ;  but  I  now  know  that  th^  meant  *  money  .*' 
and  when  Socrates  declared^  *  that  all  he  knew  was, 
that  he  knew  nothing,'  he  merely  intende((  to  de- 
dare,  that  he  had  not  a  draehm  in  the  Athenian 
world. 

^  The  cireulare  are  arrived,  and  dreakting  like 
the  vortices  (or  vortex's)  of  Dncartes.  Still  I  have 
a  due  care  of  the  needful,  and  keep  a  look  out  ahead, 
as  n^  notions  upon  the  score  of  moneys  coincide  with 
yours,  and  with  all  men's  who  have  lived  to  see  that 
every  guinea  is  a  philosopher's-stone^  or  at  least  his 
^oiicA-stone.  You  will  doubt  me  the  less,  when  I 
pronounce  my  firm  belief,  that  CeuA  is  Virtue. 

**  I  cannot  reproach  myself  with  much  expenditure: 
my  only  extra  expense  (and  it  is  more  than  I  hav6 
spent  upon  myself)  being  a  loan  of  two  hundred  and 

fifty  pounds  to ;  and  fifty  pounds'  worth  of 

furniture,  vrhich  I  have  bqpgfat  for  him ;  and  a  boat 
which  I  am  building  fer  myself  at  Genoa,  which  vrffl 
cost  about  a  hundred  pounds  more. 

**But  to  retrniL  I  am  determined  to  have  all  the 
moneys  I  can,  vrhether  by  my  own  funds,  orsueces- 
sion,  or  htwsuit,  orMSS.  or  any  lawful  means  what- 
ever. 

**  I  win  pay  (though  vrith  the  Aocerest  rehictanc^ 
my  remaining  creditors,  and  every  mAn  of  law,  by 
instalments  from  the  award  of  the  arbitmtors. 

**  I  reeommend  to  you  the  notice  in  Mr  Hanson's 
letter,  on  the  demand  of  moneys  for  the  Rochdale 
toHs. 

"  Above  all,  I  recommend  my  interests  to  your 
honourable  worship. 

**  Recollect,  too,  that  I  expect  some  moneys  for 
the  various  MSS.,  (no  matter  what) ;  and,  in  sho'ft, 
'  Rem,  quocunque  modoy  Rem!'— the  noble  feeling 
of  cupidity  grows  upon  us  vrith  our  years. 

•^  Yours  eVer,  &c.» 
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L  E TT E  R  CCCCLXXVIl. 

TO  MR  MvaaAY. 

"Fi9a,Pebniar78th.l88. 

**  Altofiks  npon  me  were  to  be  expected,  but  I 
perceive  onie  upon  you  in  the  papers  which  1  confess 
(hat  I  did  not  expect.  How,  or  in  what  manner, 
yotf  can  be  considered  respon8U>W  for  what  /publish 
I  am  at  a  loss  to  conceiye. 

^  If  *  Cain  *  be  '  blasphemous,'  Paradise  Lost  is 
blasphemous;  and  the  Tery  woitis  of  tin  Oxford 
gentleman, '  Evil,  be  thou  my  good,'  fire  from  that 
very  poem,  from  tb«  mouth  of  Satan;  and  is  thefe 
any  thing  more  in  that  of  Lucifer  in  the  Mystery? 
Cain  is  nothing  more  than  a  drama,  not  a  piece  of 
argument  If  Lucifer  and  Cain  speak  as  the  first 
murderer  and  the  first  rebel  may  be  supposed  to 
speak,  surely  all  the  rest  of  the  personages  talk  also 
according  to  their  characters— and  the  stronger  pas- 
sions have  ever  been  permitted  to  the  drama. 

"  I  have  even  avoided  introducing  the  Deity  as  in 
Scripture  (though  Milton  does,  and  not  very  w^ly 
either},  but  have  adopted  his  angel  as  sent  to  Cain 
instead,  on  purpose  to  avoid  shocking  any  feelings  on 
the  subject  by  falling  short  of  what  aU  uninspired 
men  must  (all  short  in,  viz.,  giving  an  adequate  notion 
of  the  efiect  of  thft  presence  of  Jehovah.  The  old 
Mysteries  introduced  him  liberally  enough^  and  all 
this  is  afoided  in  the  new  one. 

''The  attempt  to  Mfy  pou,  because  they  think  it 
won't  succeed  with  me,  seems  to  me  as  atrocious  an 
attempt  as  ever  disgraced  the  times.  What !  when 
Gibbon's,  Hume's,  Priestley's,  and  Drunmiond's  pub- 
lishers have  been  allowed  to  rest  in  peace  for  seventy 
years,  are  you  to  be  singled  out  for  a  work  oijictumi 
not  of  history  or  argument?  There  must  be  some- 
thing at  the  bottom  of  this— some  pigrate  eo^y  of 
your  own:  it  is  otherwise  incredible. 

''I  ean  only  say,  *  Me,  me;  ep  adsum  qui  feci;'— 
that  any  proceedings  directed  agamst  you,  I  beg, 
may  b^  transferred  to  me,  who  am  willing,  and  <mghi, 
to  endore  them  all;— that  if  you  have  lost  money  by 
the  publication,  I  will  refund  any  or  all  of  the  copy- 
right ;— that  I  desire  you  ^iU  say  that  both  you  and 
Mr  G^orc/ remonstrated  against  the  publication,  as 
also  Mr  Hobhouse ;— that  /  akme  occasioned  it,  and 
J  akme  am  the  person  who,  either  legally  or  other- 
wise, shoukl  bear  the  burden.  If  they  prosecute,  I 
will  come  to  England-^that  is,  if,  by  meeting  it  in 
my  own  person,  I  can  save  yours.  Let  me  know. 
You  sha'n't  suffer  for  me,  if  I  can  help  it.  Make 
any  use  of  this  lettei^  you  please. 

**  Yours  eter,  &c. 

^^P.S.  I  write  to  you  about  all  this  row  of  bad 
passions  and  absurdities  with  the  summer  moon  (for 
here  our  winter  is  clearer  than  your  dog-days)  ligh^g 
the  vrinding  Amo,  with  all  lier  buildings  and  bridges, 
—so  quiet  and  still ! — What  nothings  are  we  before 
theleittt  of  these  stars  !**  , 


L  ETTER  CCCCLXXVin.  ( 

XO  MR  MOOBE.  j 

.  "  FiM,  FeBmsry  Ifth,  18& 
**!  am  rather  surprised  not  to  have  had  an  answer  ' 
to  my  letter  aivl  packets,    l^tdy  HtM^  is  deAd,  andU 
is  not  impossible  tha>I  may  have  to  go  to  E^kmd  la  > 
settle  the  division  of  the  Wentworth  property,  asd 
what  portion  Lady  B.  is  to  have  out  of  it;  all  whidi 
was  left  undecided  by  the  articles  of  separation.    But 
I  hope  not,  if  it  can  be  doae  without,— and  I  have 
written  to  Sir  Francis  Burdelt  to  be  my  reCeree,at  Ik 
knows  the  property. 

^Continue  to  address  here,  as  I  shall  not  go  )f  1  can 
avoid  it— at  least,  not  on  thitt  account.  Bat  I  maj 
on  another;  for  I  wrote  ^Dougkia^innaird  to  coavej 
a  message  of  invitation  to  Mr.  South^y  to  meet  me, 
either  in  England, -or  (as  less  liable  Co  interruptioD)  on 
the  coasTof  France.  This  was  aboot  a  fortnightago, 
and  I  have  not  yet  had  time  to  have  the  answer.  Ifo  w- 
ever,  you  «hafl  have  due  notice ;  thefefore  eoniiane 
to  address  to  Pisa.  •        ^ 

^ My  agebtsand  Uustees  haje  written  to  me4o  de- 
sire that  I  Mould  take  the  name  direct^,  so  that  I  am 
youis  very  truly  and  affeotionatelyi 

^NOBL  BptCRf. 

^^P.  S.  I  have  had  no  news  from  England,  except 
on  business;  and  merely  knoir,  from  some  abuse  ia 
that  'faithful  ex  and  cb-tractor  Gali^^nani,  that  the 
clergy  are  up  against '  Cain,'  There  is  (if  I  am  aot 
mistaken)  some  good  church  preferment  on  the  Went- 
vvfNTth  estatei ;  and  I  will  shbw  them  what  a  good 
Christian  I  am,  by  patronising  and  pr^eiring  the  aiost 
pious  of  their  order,  should  opportunity  occur, 

^M.  and*  I  are  but  little  in  correspOndencS,  and  I 
know  nothing  of  literary  ^natters  at  present*  I  have 
been  vnriting  on  business  only  lately.  What  are  pom 
about  ?  Be  assured  that  there.is  no  juch  ooalilkMi  as 
you  apprehend." 


LETTER  CCCIAXIX. 

TO  MB  MOO&B. 

«  Fin,  Febmsry  aotli,  BBS.  • 
**  Your  letter  arrived  since  I  wrote  the  endoaed. 
It  is  not  Ukely,  as  I  have  appointed  agents  and  arbitra- 
tors for  the  Noel  estates,  that  I  should  proeeed  to 
England  on  that  account, — though  I  may  upon  an- 
other, within  stated.  At  any  rate,  eoniiiute  yoa  to 
address  here  till  you  hear  further  firom  me.  I  eooM 
wish  you  still  to  arrange  for  me,  either  with  a  Loodoa 
or  Paris  publisher,  for  the  things,  &c.  I  AmXk  aet 
quarrel  with  any  arrangement  you  may  please  te 
make. 

^I  have  appointed  Sir  Francis  Burdett  my  ariHtra- 
tor  to  decide  on  Lady  Byron's  albwance  out  of  t^ 
Noel  estates,  which  are  estimated  at  sevea  thoosaad 
a  yeaTj  and  rente  very  well  paid, — a  rare  thio^  at 
this  time.    It  is,  however,  owing  to  their 

*  The  preceding  letter  came  eaolMed  in  thia. 
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diiclj  in  paatore  lands,  and  therefore  leas  afiected  by 
eon  biUs,  &c.  than  properties  in  tillage. 

"  Beliere  me  yours  ever  most  affectionately, 
^  '♦NoBL  Byron. 

**  Between  my  own  property  in  the  funds,  and  my 
wife's  in  land,  1  do  not  know  which  side  to  cry  out 
«tti  in  politics. 

^Thcre  is  nothing  against  the  immortality  of  the 
soul  in  *Cabi'  that  I  recollect.  *f  hold  no  such  opi- 
■Boaa; — but,  in  a  drama,  the  first  rebel  and  the  first 
muderef  must  be  made  to  talk  according  to  their 
characters.  Howerer,  the  parsons  are  all  preaching 
at  it,  from  Kentish  Town  and  Oxford  to  Pisa ; — the 
sQOttndrels  of  priests,  who  do  more  harm  to  religion 
than  all  the  infidels  that  ever  forgot  their  catechisms ! 

**l  have  not  seenLady  Nod's  death  announced  in 
•How  is  that  P> 


LETTER  CCCCLXXX. 

TO  MR  MbORB.  . 

«  PiM,  Febmury  98tti,  NEB. 

**!  begia  to  think  that  the  packet  (a  heavy  one)  of 
five  acts  of  *  Werner,'  &c.  can  hardly  hate  reached 
you,  for.  your  letter  of  kst  week  (which  I  answered) 
did  not  allude  to  it,  and  yet  I  insured  it  at  the  post- 
ofioe  here. 

**1  have  no  direct  news  from  England,  except  on 
the  Noel  business,  which  is  proceeding  quietly,  as  I 
have  appointed  a  geatleman  (Sir  F.  Burdett)  for  my 
arbitrator.  •  They,  too,  have  said  that  they  will  re- 
caO  the  lawyer  whom  they  bad  chosen,  and  will 
name  a  gentleman  too.  This  is  better,  as  the  ar- 
mngement  of  the  estates  and  of  Lady  B.'s  allowance 
win  thus  be  settled  without  quibbling.  My  hwyers 
are  taking  out  a  licence  for  the  name  and  arms, 
which  it  seems  I  am  to  endue. 

^'By  another,  and  indirect,  quarter,  I  hear  that 
*Cain'  has  been  pirated,  and  that  the  Chancellor 
has  refused  to  give  Murray  any  redress.  Also,  that 
O.  R.  (your  friend  *  Ben 'J  has  expressed  great  per- 
sonal indignation  at  the  said  poem.  All  this  is  ca- 
rious enough,  I  think, — after  allowing  Priestly, 
BoDie,  and  Gibbon,  and  Bolingbroke,  and  Voltaire 
to  be  published,  vrithout  depriving  the  booksellers  of 
their  rights.  I  heard  from  Rome  a  day  or  two  ago, 
and,  vrith  what  truth  I  know  not,  that  *  *  *, 
.    "Youre.&c." 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXL 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

•FlM,  March  1st,  1822. 

**  As  I  Still  have  no  news  of  my  *  Werner,'  &c. 
padcet,  sent  to  you  on  the  39th  of  January,  I  continue 
to  bore  you  (for  the  fifth  time,  I  believe)  to  know 
whether  it  has  not  miscarried.  As  it  was  fieurly  co- 
pied out,  it  will  be  vexatious  if  it  be  lost.  Indeed, 
I  insured  it  at  the  post-office  to  make  them  take  more 
care,  and  directed  it  regularly  to  you  at  Paris. 

"  In  the  impartial  Oalignaui  I  perceive  an  extract 
from  Bhckwood's  Magazine,  in  which  it  is  said  that 
there  are  people  who  have  discovered  that  you  and 


I  are  no  poets.  With  regard  to  one  of  us,  I  know 
that  this  nortli-west  passage  to  my  magnetic  pole 
had  been  long  diseovned  by  some  sages,  and  I  leave 
them  the  full  benefit  of  their  penetration.  I  think, 
as  Gibbon  says  of  his  History,  *  that,  perhaps,  a 
hundred  years  hence  it  may  still  continue  to  be 
abused.'  However,  I  am  far  from  pretending  to 
compete  or  compare^  with  that  illustripus  literaiy 
character. 

''But,  with  regard  to  you^  I  thought  that  you  had 
always  been  allowed  to  be  a  poet,  even  by  the  stu- 
pid as  well  as  the  envious — a  bad  one,  to  be  sure — 
immoral,  florid,  Asiatic,  and  diabolically  popular, — 
but  still  always  a  poet,  nem.  con.  This  discovery, 
therefore,  has  to  me  all  the  grace  of  novelty,  as  well 
as  of  consohtion  (aeoording  to  RochefoucAult)  to  find 
myself  ito-pOMized  in  such  good  company.  I  am 
content  to  'err  with  Plato;'  and  can  assure  you 
very  sincerely,  that  1  would  rather  be  received  a 
iiof»-poet  with  you,  than  be  crowned  with  all  the 
bays  of  (the  y«/-uncrowned)  Lakers  in  their  society. 
I  believe  you  think  better  of  those  worthies  than  1 
do.    I  know  them     ♦         ♦       ♦       ♦       ♦       ♦ 

♦  ♦  ♦  ¥^ 

**  As  for  Southey,  the  answer  to  my  proposition  of 
a  meeting  is  not  yet  come.  I  sent  the  message,  with 
a  short  note  to  him  through  Douglas  fUnnaird,  and 
Douglas's  response  is  not  arrived.  If  he  accepts,  1 
shall  have  to  go  to  England ;  but  if  not,  I  do  not 
think  the  Noel  a£Burs  vnll  take  me  there,  as  the  arbi- 
trators can  settle  them  without  my  presence,  and 
there  do  not  seem  to  be  any  difficulties.  The  licence 
for  the  irew  name  and  armorial  bearings  vrill  be  taken 
out  by  the  regular  application,  in  such  cas*,  to  the 
Crown,  and  sent  to  me. 

**'  Is  there  a  hope  of  seeing  yqu  in  Italy  again  ever  ? 
What  are  you  doing? — hored  by  me,  I  know ;  but 
I  have  explained  why  before.  I  have  no  corres- 
pondence now  with  London,  except  through  relations 
and  lawyers  and  one  or  two  friends.  My  greatest 
friend.  Lord  Clare,  is  at  Rome  i-  we  met  on  the  road, 
and  our  meeting  was  quite  sentimental — really  pa- 
thetic on  both  sides.  1  have  always  k>ved  him  better 
than  any  male  thing  in  the  world." 

The  preceding  was  enclosed  in  that  which  follows. 


LETTER  CCCCI^XXXn. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«Pin,  March  4th,  1833. 

**  Since  I  wrote  the  enck)sed,  I  have  waited  an- 
other post,  and  now  have  your  answer  aeknowledg- 
in|;  the  arrival  of  the  packet->-a  troublesome  one,  I 
fear,  to  you  in  more  ways  than  one,  both  from  weight 
external  and  internal.  ^ 

^  The  unpublished  thbgs  in  your  hands,  in  Dou- 
glas K.'s,  and  Mr  Jokn'Murray's,  are, '  Heaven  aud 
Eartl},  a  lyrical  kind  of  Drama  upon  the  Deluge, 
&c. ;' — *  Werner,'  now  with  you  ;— a  translation  of 
the  First  Canto  of  the  Morgante  Maggiore ;— ditto  of 
an  Episode  in  Dante; — some  stanzas  to  the  Po,  June 
1st,  1819;— Hints  from  Horace,  written  in  1811,  but 
a  good  deal,  since,  to  be  omitted ;— several  prose 
things,  wliich  may,  perhaps,  as  well  remain  unpub- 
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lished ;— *  fhe  Viabn,  fcc  of  QdeTedo  Redivivu*' 
m  verse. 

**  Here  jrou  see  is  *  more  matter  fdr  a  May  morn- 
ing;' bat  how  much  of  this  can  be  published  is  for 
consideration.  The  QucTedo  (one  of  my  best  in  that 
line)  has  appalled  the  Row  already,  and  most  take 
its  chance  at  Paris,  if  at  all.  The  new  Mystery  is 
less  speculative  than '  Cain,*  «id  very  pious ;  besides, 
it  i»  cKefly  lyricali  The  Morgante  is  the  best  trans* 
latlon  that  ever  was  or  will  be  made ;  and  the  rest  are 
—whatever  you  please  to  think  them. 

**  I  am  sorry  you  think  Werner  even  approaching 
to  any  fitness  for  the  stage,  which,  with  iny  notions 
upOQ  it,  is  very  far  from  my  present  object.  With 
regard  to  the  publication,  I  have  akeady  explained 
that  I  have  no  exorbitant  exp^tatioos  of  either  fame 
or  profit  in  the  present  instances ;  bnt  wish  them 
published  because  they  are  written,  which  is  the 
common  feeling  of  all  scribblers. 

^  With  respect  to '  Religion,*  can  I  never  convince 
you  that  /  have  no  suoh  opinions  as  the  liharacters  in 
that  drama,  whidi  seems  to  have  frightened  every 
body  f  Yet  iheg  are  nothing  to  the  expressions  in 
OoetheV  Faust  (which  are  ten  times  hardier),  and 
not  a  whit  more  bold  than  those  of  Milton's  Satan. 
My  ideas  of  a  character  may  rpn  away  with  me : 
like  all  imaginative  men,  I,  of  course,  emMy  myself 
with  the  chc^cter  while  I  draw  it,  but  not  a  mo- 
ment after  the  pen  is  from  off  the  paper. 

^  1  am  no  enemy  to  religido,  but  the  contrary.  As 
a  psoof,  I  am  educating  myjbatural  daughter  a  strict 
Cktholic  in  a  convent  of  Romagna,  for  I  think  people 
can  nevter  have  enough  of  religion,  if  they  arb  to  have 
any.  I  mdine,  myself,  very  much  to  the  Catholic 
doctrines;  but  if  1  am  to  write  a  drama,  I  must 
make  my  characters  apeak  as  I  conceive,  them  likely 
to  argue. 

^  As  to  poor  Shelley,  who  is  another  bugbear  to 
you  and  the  world,  he  is,  to  my  <knowledge,  the  Uast 
•elfish  and  the  mildest  of  men— a  man  who  has  made 
■Kure  sacrifices  of  Ws  fortune  and  feelings  for  others 
than  any  I  ever  heard  of.  With  bis  speculative  opi- 
nions I  have  nothing  in  common,  nor  desire  to  have. 

**  The  truth  is,  my  dear  Moore,  you  live  near  the 
99ove  of  society,  where  you  A%  unavoidably  influ- 
enced by  ita  heat  and  its  vapours.  I  did  so  once — 
and  too  much — and  enough  to  give  a  coWur  to  my 
whole  future  existence.  As  my  success  in  society 
was  not  iacoQsiderable,  I  am  surely  not  a  prejudiced 
judge  upon  thd  liutject,  unless  in  ita  favour ;  but  I 
Cliink  it,  as  now  constituted,  ftUal  to  all  great  original 
undertakings  of  every  kind.  I  never  eourted  it  then, 
when  1  was  young  and  high  in  blood,  and  one  of  its 
*  curled  darlings;'  and  do  you  think  I  would  do  so 
mom;,  when  I  am  living  in  a  dearer  atmosphere? 
One  thing  onS^  might  lead  me  back  to  it,  and  that  is, 
to  try  once  more  if  I  could  do  any  good  va politics; 
but  not  in  the  petty  politics^  see  now  preying  upon 
our  miserable  country. 

**  Do  not  let  me  be  misunderstood,  however.  If 
you  speak  your  otcn  opinions,  they  ever  had,  qpd 
will  have,  the  greatest  weight  with  me.  But  if 
you  merely  tcho  the  *  monde'  (and  it  is  difficult  not* 
to  do  so,  being  in  its  favour  and  its  ferment),  I  can 
only  regret  that  you  should  ever  repeat  aof  thing  to 
which  I  cannot  pay  attention. 


*'B|]t  I  am  prosing.  The  gods  go  vrith  joo,  and 
as  much  immortality  of  all  kinds  aa  nuiy  suit  your 
present  and  all  other  exirtenw. 

«  Yours.  Isc»     , 

LETTER  CCCCLXXXHL 


«Pin,lfarcb«k.Uai 

^^  The  enclosed  letter  from  Murray  halh  mdled  a»; 
though  I  tj^ink  it  ia  against  his  own  tntersat  to  wA 
that  I  should  continue  his  connexion.  You  may, 
therefore,  send  him  the  packet  of  ^Wtratr/  wfaieh 
will  save  you  all  further  troobloL  And  pray,  cmm 
yatt  forgive  me  for  the  bore  and  expense  I  havte  al- 
ready put  upon  you  ?  At  least,  say  so— lor  I  fsd 
ashamed  of  having  given  you  so  much  for  aoch  non- 
sense. ' 

''The  fott  is,  I  cannot  ks^  ny  resmtmumtt^ 
though  violent  enough  in  their  onset  BesidearWw 
that  an  the  world  are  at  Murray  on  my  acemmt,  I 
neither  ean  nor  ought  to  leave  him;  unless,  as  I  reaJ|y 
thought,  it  •ere  better  for  Am  that  I  sboukL 

**  I  have  had  no  others  news  from  Engtaad ,  except 
a  letter  from  Barty  Cornwall,  the  bard,  tad  my  olA 
•choolfeUow.  Though  I  have  sickened  yoQ  with  let- 
ters Uteljr,  believe  me 

<<Yo(in,flM. 

**  P.  8.  In  your  last  letter  yoo  say,  spfskinff  of 
Shelley,  that  you  would  ahnost  prefer  the  *&umui^ 
bigot'  to  the*  anmhilating  infidel.' «  SheBej  bdKves 
in  immortality,  however— but  this  by  the  vray.  Do 
you  remember  Frederick  the  Oreatli  aMwer  to  Ike 
remonstrance  of  the  villagers  vfhose  curate  preadied 
against  the  eternity  of  hell's  tormeoti?  It  wastlras : 
— *  If  my  fiuthul  subjects  of  Schrai 
bemg  etemaUy  damned,  let  them  T 

"*  Of  the  two,  I  should  think  the  long  sle^  better 
Chan  the  agom'sed  vigil  But  men,  miserable  as  tbey 
arc,  dSng  so  to  any  thing  liks  life,  that  they  probab^ 
would  prefer  damnation  to  quiet  Besides,  tbey  think 
themselves  so  important  in  the  creation,  that  notliB^ 
less  can  satisfy  thdr  pride— the  insects  1** 

It  is  Dr  Clarke,  T  think,  who  gives,  io  hisTsaTsis, 
rather  a  striking  account  of  a  Tartar  whom  be  ooee 
saw  exercising  a  young,  fiery  horse,  upon  a  qiot  <ef 
ground  ahnost  surrounded  by  a  steep  precipice,  sad 
describes  the  wantonness  of  courage  with  wbaob  tkt 
rider,  as  if  delighting  in  his  own  peril,  woold,  at 
times,  dash,  with  loose  rein,  towards  the  giddy  vcfff«. 
Something  of  the  same  breathless  apprehensioii  viiik 
which  the  traveller  viewed  that  scene  did  thesis- 
checked  dari«g  of  Byron's  genius  inspire  in  all  wk» 
watched  its  oourse, — causing  them,  at  the  saase  ■»- 
ment,  to  adflare  and  tremble,  aad,  ia  those  aore 
especially  i|ho  loved  him,  awakening  a  sort  of  iastiK- 
tive  impulse  to  rush  forward  ^nd  save  him  (nm  Us 
own  headlong  strength .  But,  however  nataiml  it  was 
in  friends  to  give  way  to  this  feeling,  a  little  rcieetaoa 
upon  his  now  altered  character  might  liave  fof^waned 
them  that  such  interference  would  prove  as  little  «i- 

*  RwiUbeseen,  Iromthe  extract  I  itell  give  uminQj 
of  the  panage  to  whieb  be  retes,  thst  ke  wbsllyaMaak 
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fol  ID  luM  at  Mfe  for  themselTet ;  and  it  it  not  without 
«OBe  torprbe  1  look  back  upon  nqr  own  temeritj  aod 
pfcsiaiptkHi  in  rappooog  that,  let  kwse  as  he  was 
BOW,  in  the  full  pride  and  coosctoumeai  of  strength, 
the  wide  regions  of  thought  outstretching  before 
,  wakj  representatidns  thai  ei en  friendship  could 
sake  would  have  the  power—  or  trnght  to  bare— of 
checking  him.  As  the  motives,  however,  by  which 
I  was  aotuatedia  my  remonstrances  to  him  may  be 
left  to  speak  for  themselves,  f  shall,  without  dwelling 
■ay  further  ppon  the  fenbject,  content  oyself  with 
laying  before  the  reader  a  few  tuoh  extracts  from  my 
own  letters  at  this  peripd*  as  may  sevve  to  explain 
•QBie  aiSusions  m  those  just  given. 

In  writing  to  me,  under  the  date  January  34th,  it 
win  be  reooUecled  that  hesayt—**  be  assured  that  tbere 
is  BO  such  coalition  as  you  apprehend.**  The  foQow- 
of  extracts  from  my  previous  communication  to  him 
wfll  explain  what  this  means :— ^I  heard  some  days 
ago  that  Leigh  Hunt  was  on  his  way  tofou  with  all 
his  lunily ;  and  the  idea  seems  to  be,  that  you  and 
Sbeliay  and  he  are  to  conspire  together  in  the  Exa- 
Mner.  I  caooot  believe  this,— and  deprecate  such 
a  plan  with  at  my  might.  Atcme  you  may  do  any 
lUag;  but  partnerships  in  Cune,  like  those  in  trade, 
make  the  strongest  party  answatable  for  the  defi- 
ciencies or  delinquencies  of  the  rest,  and  I  tremble 
even  for  yov  with  such  a  bankrupt  Co.—*  *  *. 
Tliey  are  both  clever  feOows,  and  Shelley  I  look  upon 
as  a  man  of  real  genius;  but,  I  must  again  say,  that 
yon  etttkl  not  give  your  enemies  (the  *  *  ^s,  *  et  hoc 
genus  omne'}  a  greater  triumph  than  by  forming 
soeh  afi  unequal  and  unholy  alliuioe.  You  are,  sin- 
gle^handod,*  match  for  the  world— which  is  saying 
a  good  deal,  the  world  being,  like  Briareus,  a  very 
■any-handed  gentleman,— but,  to  be  so,  pou  miut 
tiand  alone.  Recollect  that  the  scurvy  buildings 
about  St  Peter's  ahnost  seem  to  overtop  itself." 

The  notices  of  Cain,  in  my  letters  to  him,  were, 
aeoordiog  to  iheir  respective  dates,  as  fellow  :^    ' 
*  • 

#■  «|{fptoDibcr  3Bth,  UU. ' 

**  Since  wrim  the  above,  1  b^eread  Foscari  and 
Gain.  The  ^rmer  does  not  pleWe  me  so  highly  as 
Sardanapah*.  It  has  the  fault  oif  all  those  violent 
Venetian  itoiies,— being  unnatural  and  improbable, 
and  therefore^  in  spite  of  all  your^lne  management  of 
then,  appcaliag  but  remotely  \ft  one's  qrmpathies. 
But  Csiin  is  woD^rful—terri|U^— never  to  be  forgot- 
ten. If  I  am  not  mlMBlBtff  u  will  sink  deep  into  the 
world's  heart;  and  while  many  will  shudder  at  its 
Uaspbemy,  all  must  foil  prostrate  before  its  gran- 
deor.  Talk  of  .£achyhis  and  his  Prometheus  1 — 
b«a  is  the  true  spirit  both  of  the  Poet— and  the 
Devil'' 

'*I^1n«y9tk,n9. "" 

^  Do  not  take  it  into  your  head,  my  ^ear  B.,  that 

the  tide  is  at  all  turning  against  you  in  England.    Till 

f  ae^  sdme  symptoms  of  people /or^r/Ztitf  you  a  little, 

I  will  not  believe  that  you  k>9e  ground.    As  it  is, '  to 

« It  iboaM  hsve  been  mentioned  before,  thst  to  tbo 
conrtcsy  of  Lord  Byron't  executor,  MrHobbonte,  who  had 
tbe  UodnoM  to  restore  to  me  laeh  letters  of  mine  as  «aii|o 
tato  bis  band*.  I  am  indebted  for  tbe  power  of  prodacing 
these  a^  otber  extracts. 


veniente  die,  te,  decedente,'-Miothing  is  faftrdly  talked 
of  but  you ;  and  though  good  people  sometimes  bless 
themselves  when  they  mention  you,  it  is  pbiin  that 
even  thof^  think  much  more  about  you  than,  for  the 
good  of  their  souls,  they  ought    Cain,  to  be  sure, 
Aof  made  a  sensation ;  and,  grand  as  it  is,  I  regret, 
for  many  reasons,  you  ever  wrote  it.      *       *        «  i 
For  myself,  I  would  not  give  up  the  poetry  of  religion  | 
for  all  the  wisest  results  that  philoeopny  will  ever  j 
arrive  at.    Particular  sects  and  creeda  are  fair  game 
enough  for  those  who  are  anxious  enough  about  their  j 
neighbours  to  meddle  with  them;  but  our  foith  in  the  • 
Future  is  A  treasure  not  so  lightly  to  be  parted  with;  \ 
and  the  dream  of  immortality  (if  philosophers  wll  i 
have  it  a  dream)!  is  one  that,  let  us  hope,  we  shall 
carry  into  our  last  sleep  with  us.^  f 

'*  Febmary  19th,  UK.  ! 
^  I  have  written  to  the  Longmans  to  try  the  ground,  | 
for  I  do  nof  think  Gah'gnani  the  man  (or  you.  Tbe 
only  thing  h^  can  do  is  what  we  can  do,  ourselves,  ; 
without  him,— and  that  is,  employ  an  Eo^Ush  book-  ' 
seller.  Paris,  indeed,  might  be  convenient  for  such 
refugee  works  as  are  set  down  in  the  htdea  Expttr- 
gatoriue  0f  London ;  and  if  you  have  any  political 
catamarans  to  expkide,  this  is  your  place.  But,  pray^ 
let  them  bn  only  political  ones.  Boldness,  and  even 
licence,  m  politics,  does  good,— actual,  present  good ; 
but,  in  religion,  it  profits  neither  here  nor  beroifter; 
and,  for  mysetf,  such  a  horror  have  1  of  both  ex- 
tremes on  this  subject,  that  Lknow  not  wMch  I  hate 
most,  the  bold,  damning  bigot,  or  the  bold,  annihilat- 
ing infideU  'Furiosa  res  est  in  tenebris  impetus;'— 
and  much  as  we  are  in  the  dark,  even  the  wisest  of 
us,  upon  these  matters,  a  little  modesty,  in  unbelief 
as  well  as  Jielief,  best  beoomea  us.  You  will  easily 
guess  that,  in  all  this,  I  am  thinking  not  so  much  oif 
you,  as  of  a  friend  and,  at  present,  companion  of 
yours,  whose  infiuence  over  your  mind  (knowing  you 
as  I  do,  and  knowing  what  Lady  B.  ought  to  have 
found  out,  that  you  are  a  perssn  the  ipost  tractable 
to  those  who  live  with  you  that,  perhaps,  ever  ex- 
isted] I  own  I  dread  and  deprecate  most  eames^y.f 

*  It  if  to  this  aenteme  Lord  Byron  refers  at  tbe  conda- 
sion  of  bis  letter.  March  4. 

t  This  panage  harinjr  been  shown  hf  Lord  Byron  to 
Mr  ttiellct*  the  latter  wrote,  inconsequence,  a  letter  to  a 
gentleman  with  whom  I  was  then  in  habits  of  intimacy,  of 
which  the  following  is  an  fxtract.  The  seal  and  openness 
with  which  Sbelley  ahrajrs  professed  hip  unbelief  render 
any  scruple  that  mi|H>t  otherwise  be  felt  in  firing  publielty 
to  soch  avowals  unnecessary ;  besides  which,  the  testimony 
of  so  near  and  ^lear  an  obserrer  to  the  state  of  Lord  By- 
ron's mind  upon  religions  subjects  is  of  Ihr  too  much  im- 
portance to  my  otyect  to  be,  from  any  orer^fastidiousness, 
suppressed.  We  bare  here,  toe,  strfldngly  exemplified,— 
aB4  in  strong  contrast,  I  must  feay,  to  the  line  taken  by 
Mr  Hunt  in  sfanilar  drcnmstancesr— tbe  good-breeding* 
gentle  temper  and  modesty  for  which  ^elley  was  so  re- 
markably and  of  the  latter  of  which  qualities  in  particular 
the  undeserved  compliment  to  myself  affords  a  strong  il- 
lustration, as  showing  bow  little  this  true  poet  had  yet 
learned  to  know  his  own  place. 

"  Lord  Byron  has  read  me  one  or  two  letters  of  Moore 
teJiim,  in  which  Moore  speaks  with  great  kindness  of  me  ; 
and  of  course  I  cannot  but  feel  (lettered  by  tbe  approba- 
^tioB  of  a  man,  my  inferiority  to  whom  I  am  proud  to  ac- 
knowledge. Amongst  other  things,  lioweTcr,  Moore,  after 
giving  I^ird  B.  much  goodjulyice  aboat  public  opinion.  8u:- 
seems  te  deprecate  my  fnflnence  on  his  mind  on  tbe  sub- 
I  Jecl  of  reUgion,  and  to  attribute  tHe  tone  asmlned  in  Cain 
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"  Mtrch  10th,  I8tt. 

**  With  respect  to  our  Religious  Polemics,  I  must 
try  to  set  you  right  upon  one  or  two  points.  In  the 
first  place,  I  do  not  identify  you  with  the  blasphemies 
of  Cain  no  more  than  I  do  myself  with  the  impieties  of 
my  Mokanna, — all  I  wish  and  implore  is  that  you, 
who  are  such  a  powerful  manufacturer  of  these  thun. 
derbolts,  would  not  choote  subjects  that  make  it 
necessary  to  launch  them.  In  the  next  place,  were 
you  even  a  decided  atheist,  I  coukl  not  (except,  per- 
haps, for  the  decision  which  is  always  unwise)  blame 
you.  I  could  only  pity, — knowing  from  experience 
how  dreary  are  the  doubts  with  which  even  the 
bright,  poetic,  view  I  am  mysrlf  mclined  to  take  of 
mankind  and  their  destiny,  is  now  and  then  clouded. 
1  kwk  upon  CuTier*s  book  to  be  a  most  desolating  one 
in  the  conclusions  to  which  it  may  lead  some  minds. 
But  the  young,  the  simple, — all  those  whose  hearts 
one  would  like  lo  keep  un withered,  trouble  their  heads 
but  little  about  Curier.  You,  however,  have  em- 
bodied him  in  poetry  which  every  one  reads;  and, 
like  the  wind,  blowing  *  where  you  list,'  cany  this 
deadly  chill,  mixed  up  with  your  own  fragance,  into 
hearts  that  should  be  visited  only  by  the  latter.  This 
is  what  I  regret,  and  what  with  all  my  influence  I 
would  deprecate  a  repetition  of.  Now,  do  you  under- 
stand me?      J. 

**  As  to  your  solemn  peroration,  *  the  truth  is,  my 
dear  Moore,  &c.  &c.'  meaning  neither  more  nor  less 
than  that  I  give  into  the  cant  of  the  world,  it  only 
proves,  alas,  the  melancholy  fact,  that  you  and  I  are 
hundreds  of  miles  asunder.  Could  you  hear  me  speak 
my  opinions  instead  of  coldly  reading  them,  I  flatter 
myself  there  is  still  enough  of  honesty  and  fiin  in  this 
face  to  remind  you  that  your  friend  Tom  Moore, — 
whatefer  else  he  may  be,— is  no  Canter." 

I 

!  LETTER  CCCCI^XXXIV. 

I  TO  MR  MVRBAT. 

«  PiM,  March  Gth.iaa. 
i     **  You  will  long  ago  have  received  a  letter  from  me 
'  (or  shouM),  decUring  my  opinion  of  the  treatment  you 
I  have  met  with  about  the  recent  publication.    I  think 
it  disgraceful  to.  those  who  have  persecuted  you.     I 
make  peace  with  you,  though  our  war  was  for  other 
reasons  than  this  same  controversy.    I  have  written 
to  Moore  by  this  post  to  forward  to  you  the  tragedy 
of  *  Werner.'    I  shall  not  make  or  propose  any  pre- 
sent bargain  about  it  orlhe  new  Mystery  till  we  see 
if  they  succeed.    If  they  don't  sell  (which  is  not  un- 
likely), you  sha'n't  pay ;  and  I  suppose  this  is  fair 
play,  if  you  choose  to  risk  it. 

t*  mj  lunettions.  Moore  cautions  hhn  agiinst  any  in- 
flaence  on  this  particular  with  the  moit  friendly  seal,  and 
it  is  pisin  that  his  motive  springs  from  a  desire  of  bene* 
fltinR  Lord  B.  without  degradinK  me.  I  think  you  know 
Moore.  Pray  assure  him  that  I  have  not  the  smallest 
influence  OTcr  Lord  Byron  in  this  particular;— if  i  had,  I 
certainly  riiould  employ  it  to  eradicate  from  his  great 
mind  the  delusions  of  Christianity,  which,  in  spitf?  of  hia 
reason,  seem  perpetually  to  recur,  and  to  lay  in  ambush 
for  the  hours  of  sickness  and  distress.  Cain  was  conceived 
many  years  Ago,  and  becnin  before  I  saw  him  last  year  at 
HaTcnna.  How  happy  shoiiM  i.not  be  to  attribute  to 
myself,  howerer  indirect^,  any  participation  in  that  im- 
mortal work  !■• 


**  Bartolini,  the  celebrated  sculptor,  wrote  to  me  to 
desire  to  take  my  bust ;  I  consented,  on  condition  that 
he  also  took  that  of  the  Countess  Guicdoli.  He  has 
taken  both,  and  I  think  it  will  be  aUowed  that  hen 
is  beautiful.  I  shall  make  you  a  present  of  them  both, 
to  show  that  I  don't  bear  niaUce,  and  as  a  compeon- 
tion  for  the  trouble  and  squabble  you  had  about 
Thorwaldsen's.  Of  my  own  I  can  hardly  speak,  ex- 
cept that  it  is  thotight  very  like  what  I  now  oai, 
which  is  difierent  from  what  I  was,  of  course,  since 
you  saw  me.  The  sculptor  is  a  famous  one ;  and  as  it 
was  done  by  his  own  particular  request,  w31  be  done 
well,  probably. 

^  What  is  to  be  done  about  «>  *  and  his  Go»- 
mentary  ?  He  will  die,  if  he  is  no^  published ;  he  wiB 
be  damned,  if  he  is;  but  that  he  don't  mind«  We 
must  publish  him. 

^  An  the  rou)  about  me  has  no  otherwise  affected 
me  than  by  the  attack  upon  yourself,  which  is  un- 
generous in  Church  smI  State:  but  as  all  violence 
must  in  time  have  its  proportionate  reaction,  you  wil 
do  better  by  and  by. 

**  Yours  very  truly, 

"NoelBtbok." 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXV. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«Pfaa.Mareh8tfc,1SM. 

^  You  win  have  had  enough  of  my  letten  Vy  this 
time — ^yet  one  word  in  answer  to  your  present  missiTc. 
You  are  quite  wrong  in  thmking  that  your  'du&soc' 
had  ofiended  me ;  but  I  have  already  replied  (if  not 
answered)  on  that  point 

^With  regard  to  Murray,  as  I  reaHy  am  tlw 
meekest  and  mildest  of  men  since  Moses  (though  the 
public  and  mine  '  exoeUent  vrife '  cannot  find  it  out),  I 
had  already  pacified  myself  and  subsided  back  to 
Albemacle-sti  ....  '^^i^ii^^^ 

infsrmed  yoa  explained 

my  causes  of  s  instances 

of  vaciUation  oublesone 

sincerity,  real  opatyonr 

truJir  great  ai  i.    But  re- 

flection, with  ith  already 

cured  me  '  pr  ,  a  reqnest 

from  you  and  e  upon  me 

like  two  out  <  ith  which, 

however,  Hor  iL   I  realy 

feel  ashamed  of  having  bored  you  so  frequently  and 
fully  of  late.  But  what  could  I  do!  You  aie  a 
friend — an  absent  one,  alas ! — and  as  I  trust  no  one 
more,  I  trouble  you  in  proportion.  * 

^  This  war  of  *  Church  and  State'  has  astoniilied 
me  more  than  it  disturbs;  for  I  reaUy  thought  *  Osia' 
a  speculative  and  hardy,  but  still  a  harmless,  pro- 
duction. As  I  said  before,  I  am  really  a  great  adnSer 
of  tangible  religion;  and  am  breeding  one  of  my 
daughters  a  Catholic,  that  she  may  have  her  hands 
full.  It  is  by  iarHhe  most  elegant  vrorship,  hardly 
excepting  the  Greek  mythology.  What  with  inoense, 
pictures,  statues,  altars,  shrines,  relics,  and  the  real 
presence,  confession,  absolution, — there  is  sometlusg 
sensible  to  grasp  at.  Besides,  it  leaves  no  rTrrihiKty 
of  doubt ;  for  those  who  swaltow  their  Deity,  rasir 
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in  tnumibBtanti^lion,  can  hardly  find  any 
eke  olherwise  than  ea^  of  digestion. 

**  I  am  afraid  that  this  sounds  flippant,  but  I  don't 
it  to  be  80 ;  only  mj  turn  of  mind  is  so  given  to 
taking  things  ill  the  absurd  point  of  view,  that  it 
breaks  out  in  spite  of  me  ereiy  now  and  then.  Still, 
I  do  amatfi  you  that  I  am  a  very  good  Christian. 
Whether  you  will  believe  me  in  this,  I  do  not  k^ow ; 
but  I  trust  you  will  take  my  word  for  being 

^  Very  truly  and  a£fectionateIy  yours,  &c. 

**  P.  S.  Do  telHif  urray  that  one  of  the  conditions  of 
peace  is,  that  he  publisheth  (or  obtaineth  a  publisher 
for)  *  *  *'s  Commentary  on  Dante,  against  which 
thoe  appean  in  the  trade  an  unaccountable  repug- 
oaoee.  It  will  make  the  man  so  exuberantly  hapl>y. 
He  dines  with  me  and  half  a  dozen  English  to-day ; 
and  I  have  not  the  heart  to  tell  him  how  the  biblio- 
polar  world  shrink  from  his  Commentary ; — and  yet  it 
is  fuB  of  the  most  orthodox  religion  and  morality.  In 
short,  I  make  it  a  point  that  Iv^  shall  be  in  print.  He 
is  sueh  a  good-natured,  heavy-*  *  Christian,  that 
we  most  give  him  a  shove  through  the  press."  He  na- 
tonfly  thirsts  to  be  an  author,  and  has  been  the  hap- 
piest of  men  for  thefe  two  months,  printing,  correcting, 
eoOating,  <Iating,  anticipating,  and  adding  to  his  trea- 
sures of  learning.  Besides,  he  has  had  another  £^1 
from  his  horse  into  a  ditch  the  other  day,  while  riding 
oat  ffith  me  into  the  country." 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXVL 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"Plm,Bfsrehl5th,I82S. 

**  I  am  glad  that  you  and  your  friends  approve  of 
■qr  letter  of  the  8th  ultimo.  You  may  give  it  what 
pubficity  you  think  proper  in  the  circumstances.  I 
hare  since  written  to  you  twice  or  thrice. 

''As  to  'a  Poem  in  the  old  way,'  I  shall  attempt 
of  dh|t  kind  nothmg  further.  I  follow  the  bias  of  my 
m§,  own  mind,  without  considering  whether  women 
4)r  roett  are  or  are  not  to  be  pleased :  but-  this  is  no- 
"^^ing  to  my  publisher,  who  must  judge  and  act  ao- 
coroing  to  popularity. 

** Therefore  let  the  things  take  their  chance:  if 
^^^  P^f  y^^  ^i^  V^f  ™®  u>  proportion ;  and  if  they 
doa't,  1  musL 

*^  The  Noel  affiiirs,  I  hope,  will  not  t^ke  me  ta 
England.  I  have  no  desire  to  revisit  that  country, 
unless  it  be  to  keep  you  out  of  a  prison  (if  this  can  be 
effected  by  my  taking  your  place),  or  perhaps  to  get 
myself  into  one,  by  exacting  satisfaction  from  one  or 
two  persons  who  take  advantage  of  my  absence  to 
.  Further  than  this,  1  have  no  business  nor 
;ion  with  England,  nor  desire  to  have,  out  of 
my  own  family  and  friends,  to  whom  1  wish  all  pros- 
perity. Indeed,  I  have  lived  upoa  the  whole  so  little 
in  Englaod  (about  five  years  since  I  was  one-and- 
twenty),  that  my  habits  are  too  continental,  and  your 
dimate  wouM  please  me  as  little  as  the  society. 

**  I  saw  the  Cbancelk)r's  Report  iit  a  French  paper. 
Pray,  why  don't  they  prosecute  the  translation  of  Lu- 
cretius /  or  the  original  with  its 

'  Primos  In  orbeDeos  fecit  Timor/ 
or 

*  Taotom  Religio  potoit  sosdere  malomm  7'     • 


**  You  must  really  get  something  done  for  Mr  * 
Commentary :  what  can  I  say  to  him? 

**  Yours,  «is.»» 

LETTER   CCCCLXXXVIL 


Tp  ] 


MVRRAT. 


'«PiM,  April  13th,  18». 

**  Mr  Rinnaird  writes  that  there  has  been  an '  ex- 
cellent Defence'  of '  Cain,'  against '  Oxoniensis :'  you 
have  sent  me  nothing  but  a  not  very  excellent  of- 
fence of  the  ^me  poem.  If  there  be  such  a  *  De- 
fender of  the  Faith,'  you  may  send  me  his  thirty-nine 
articles,  as  a  counto^alanoe  to  some  of  your  late 
communications. 

^  Are  you  to  publish,  or  not,  what  Moore  and 
Mr  Kiuftiird  have  in  hand,  and  the  '  Vision  of  Judg- 
ment?* if' you  publish  the  latter  m  a  very  cheap 
edition,  so  as  to  baffle  the  pirates  by  a  low  price, 
you  will  find  that  it  will  do.  The  *  Mystery'  I  look 
upon  as  good,  and '  Werner '  too,  and  1  expect  that 
you  will  publish  them  speedily.  You  need  not  put 
your  name  to  Quevedo,  but  publish  it  as  a  foreign 
edition,  and  let  it  make  its  way.  Dougkts  Rinnaird 
has  it  still,  vrith  the  preface,  I  believe. 

**  I  refer  you  to  him  for  documents  on  the  late  row 
here.    I  sent  them  a  week  ago. 

"Yours,  ««$.»» 

LETTER  CCCCLXXXVIII. 

TO  MR  BIURRAT. 

"Pisa.  April  18th,  1829. 

**  I  have  received  the  Defence  of '  Cain.'  Who 
is  my  Warbbrton  ? — for  he  has  done  for  me  what  the 
bishop  did  for  the  poet  against  Crousaz.  His  reply 
seems  to  me  conclusive :  and  if  you  understood  your 
own  interest,  you  would  print  it  together  with  the 
poem. 

**  It  is  very  odd  that  I  do  not  hear  from  you.  I 
have  forwarded  to  Mr  DougUs  Kinnaird  the  docu- 
ments on  a  squabble  here,  which  occurred  about  a 
month  ago.  The  afiair  is  still  going  on;  but  they 
make  nothing  of  it  hitherto.  I  think*  what  with  home 
and  abroad,  there  has  been  hot  water  enough  for 
one  while.  Mr  Dawkins,  the  EUiglish  minister,  has 
behaved  in  the  handsomest  and  most  gentlemanly 
manner  throughout  the  whole  business. 

**  Yours  ever,  &c. 

**  P.S.  I  have  got  Lord  Glenbervie's  book,  which 
is  very  amusing  and  able  upon  the  topics  which  he 
touches  upoa,  and  part  of  the  preface  pathetic 
Write  soon." 


LETTER  CCCCLXXXIX. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"Pisa,  April  »d,l«. 

**  You  win  regret  to  hear  that  1  have  received  in- 
telligence of  the  death  of  my  daughter  Allegra  of  a 
fever,  in  the  convent  of  Bagoa  CavaUo,  where  she  was 
phuxd  for  the  kst  year,  to  commence  her  education. 
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It  »  a  Iieary  blow  for  many  reasons,  but  must  be 
bonie,  with  time. 

**  It  is  mj  present  intention  to  send  her  remains  to 
England  for  sepulture  in  Harrow  church  (where  I 
once  hoped  to  have  laid  my  own),  and  this  is  my  rea- 
son for  troubling  you  with  tliis  notice.  I  wisll  the 
funeral  to  be  Tery  private.  The  body  is  embalmed, 
and  in  lead.  It  will  be  embarked  from  Leghorn. 
Would  you  have  any  objection  to  give  the  ptoper  di- 
rections on  its  arrival  ? 

^I  am  yours,  &c. 

•*N.  B. 

**  P.  S.  You  are  aware  that  Protestants  are  not 
allowed  ho^  ground  in  Catholic  countries." 

LETTER  CCCCXC. 

TO  MB  8HELLST. 

"  April  23d,  188. ' 
**The  blow  was  stunning  and  unexpected;  for  I 
thought  the  danger  over,  by  the  long  interval  between 
her  stated  amelioration  and  the  arrival  of  the  express. 
But  I  have  borne  up  against  it  as  I  best  can,  and  so 
far  successfully,  that  I  can  go  about  the  usual  btisi- 
ness  of  life  with  the  same  appearance  of  composure, 
and  even  greater.  There  is  nothing  to  prevsnt  your 
coming  to-morrow ;  but,  perhaps,  to-day,  and  ^estei^ 
-day  evening,  it  was  better  not  to  have  met.  I  do  not 
know  that  I  have  any  thing  to  reproach  in  my  con- 
duct«  and  certainly  nothing  in  my  feelings  and  inten- 
tions towards  the  dead.  But  it  is  a  moment  when  we 
are  apt  to  think  that,  if  this  or  that  had  been  done, 
such  evep  might  have  been  prevented, — though  every 
day  and  hour  shows  us  that  they  are  the  most  natural 
and  inevitable.  I  suppose  that  Time  will  do  his  usual 
work — ^Death  has  done  his. 

**  Yours  ever, 

"N.  B." 


LETT] 

TO  SIR 

*<iiY  DBAB  am 
*Your  account  of  j; 

would  that  I  'could  le 

like  1 '  but  I  have  just  lost  my  natural  daughter,  Al- 
legra,  by  a  fever.  The  only  consolation,  save  time, 
is  the  redection,  that  she  is  either  at  rest  or  hi^py ; 
for  her  few  years  (only  five)  prevented  her  from  hav- 
ing ineurred  way  sin,  except  what  we  inherit  from 
Adam. 

'  Whom  the  fods  love,  die  young.* 

^  I  need  not  say  that  your  letters  are  particulariy 
weloome,  when  they  do  not  tax  your  time  and  pa- 
tience ;  and  now  that  our  correspondence  is  resumed, 
I  trust  it  will  continue. 

«**I  have  Utely  had  some  anxiety,  rather  than 
trouble,  about  an  awkward  affair  here,  which  you 
miQr  perhaps  have  heard  of :  but  our  minister  has  be- 
haved very  handsomely,  and  the  Tuscan  Government 
as  well  as  it  is  possible  for  such  a  government  to  be- 
have, which  is  not  saying  much  for  the  latter.    Some 


other  English,  and  Scots,  aixl  ttyself,  had  a  l^wl  with 
a  dragoon,'whe  insulted 'one  of  the  party,  and  whom 
we  mistook  foe  an  officer,  as  he  was  medalled  and  well 
mounted,  &c.,  but  he  turned  out  to  be  a  sergeant- 
major.  He  called  out  the  guard  at  Ihe  gates  to  ar- 
rest us  (we  being  unarmed);  upon  which  I  and  another 
(an  Italian)  rode  through  the  said  guard;  but  ihey 
succeieded  in  detaining  others  of  the  party.  I  rode  to 
my  house  and  sent  my  secretary  to  give  an  aocomt 
of  the  attempted  and  illegal  arrest  to  the  ttuthoritiea, 
and  then,  without  dismounting,  rod*  back  towards 
the  gates,  which  are  near  my  present  mansion.  Hstlf 
way  t  met  n^  man,  vapouring  away,  and  tfareateii- 
ing  to  draw  upon  me  (who  had  a  cane  in  my  haod, 
and  no  other  arms).  I,  still  believing  him  an  oflicer, 
demanded  his  name  and  address,  and  gave  him  oiy 
hand  and  glove  thereupon.  A  servant  of  mine  thmat 
in  between  us  (l4>tally  without  orders),  but  let  him  go 
on  my  command.  He  then  rode  off  at  full  ^peed ;  but 
about  forty  paces  furth^  was  stabbed,  and  ve^  dan- 
geipusly  (so  as  to  be  in  peril),  by  some  cailum  beg 
CD-  other  of  my  people  (for  I  have  some  nNigh4iaDded 
folks  about  tte),  I  need  hardly  say  without  my  diree- 
tfcm  or  approval.  The  said  dragoon  had  been  sabriag 
OUT  unaltned  countrymen,  however,  at  the  gatm,  afUr 
tkey  toeirg  in  ctrmt,  and  kdd  by  the  guards,  ami 
wounded  one.  Captain  Hay,  very  severe^.  How- 
ever, he  go^  his  paiks — having  acted  like  an  aswsain, 
and  bein^;  treated  like  one.  Who  wounded  him, 
though  it  was  done  before  thousands  of  people,  they 
hsve  flever  been  able  t9  ascertain,  or  prove,  nor  even 
the  wecqxm;  some  said  a  pistol,  an  atui-^tt»,tL  stiletto, 
a  sword,  a  lance,  a  pitch-fork,  and  what  not.  They  i 
have  arreted  and  examined  servants  and  people  of 
all  descriptions,  but  can  make  out  nothing.  Mr 
Dawkim,  our  minister,  assures.me,  that  no  suspiekn 
is  entertained  of  the  man  who  wounded  him  having 
been  instigated  by  me,  or  any  of  the  party.  I  en- 
ck>8e  you  copies  oif  the'depositions  of  thoee  with  oi, 
and  Dr  Crauifurd,  a  canny  Sept  {not  an  acquainmrfi), 
who  nw  the  htter  part  of  the  aflair.  Th^  pc#> 
Italia^  * 

''These  are  the  only  Eterary  mattery  in  whichjl^ 
have  been  engaged  since  the  publicatioo  and  lOw 
about  *  Oaid;' — ^but  Mr  Murray  has  several  thinga  of 
mine  in  his  obstetrical  hands.  Another  Mystery— a 
Vision—a  Drama— and  the  like. — But  pou  ufou*t  teD 
ne  what  ffou  are  doing — however^  I  shall  find  you 
out,  write  what  you  will.  You  say  that  I  sbouM  Kka 
yotir  son-inhiw— it  would  be  very  difficult  for  me  to 
dislike  any  one  connected  with  you ;  but  I  have  bo 
doubt  that  his  own  qualities  are  all  that  you  desciibe. 
^I  am  sorry  you  don't -like  I^^ord  Oilbrd'a  »ew 
work.  My  aristocracy,  which  is  very  fierce^  makes 
him  a  favourite  of  mine.  Recollect  that  those  *  1^ 
factions'  comprised  Lord  Chatham  and  Fox,  the 
father,  and  that  lOf  lire  in  gigantic  and  exaggerated 
times,  which  make  all  under  Gog  and  Magog  appear 
pigmean. — After  having  seen  Napoleon  begin  like 
Tamerlane  and  end  like  Bajaoet  m.  our  own  time, 
we  have  not  the  same  interest  in  what  would  other  | 
vrise  have  appeared  important  history.  But  1  must  | 
eondttde.  i 

M  Believe  me  ever  and  mosf  truly  youis,       ! 
**Nott  Bybo!I.'>    I 
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LETTER  CCCCXCH. 

TO  MB  BitJR&AT. 

"  PiM.  Mfty  mb>  1823. 

**  I  hear  that  the  Edinburgh  has  attacked  the  three 
diBBias,  which  is  a  bad  buaioeas  for  pou;  and  I  don't 
wander  that  it  discoiiragee  you.  However,  /A/z<  vo- 
faime'  may  be  triieted  to  thtUi — depend  upon  it.  I 
rc*d  it  over  with  some  attenlion  sjnce  it  was  pub- 
lished, and,l  think  the  time  will  come  when  it  wIU  be 
preferred  to  my  other  writings,  though  not  imme- 
diately. 1  say  thitf  without  irritation  against  the  critics 
or  criticism,  whatever  they  may  be  (for  I  have  not 
seal  them) ;  and  nothing  that'  has  or  may  appeor  in 
Jeffirey's  Review  can  make  me  forget  tliat  he  stood 
by  m^  for  ten  good  yeari  without  any  motive  to  do  so 
but  bis  own  good- will. 

"I  hear  Moore  it  in  town;  remembtf  me  to  him, 
and  beUate  me 

*•  Yours  truly, 

**N.  B. 

**P.  8.  '^If  you  think  it  necsMary,  you  may  send 
Be  tbt  Ediobtirgh.  Should  there  be  any  thing  that 
requirca  an  answer,  I  will  reply,  but  tempgntielp  and 
UekmcaUff;  thai  is  to  say,  merely  with  reipeet  to  the 
primcipies  of  the  eriticism,  and  not  personaUy  or  ef- 
iieoBTeiy  as  to  its  fiterury  merits." 


LETTER  CCCCXCill. 

TO  HB  MOORE. 

"l>b«^Msymh,I8». 

**'  I  hear  you  ara  in  London.    You  vnll  have  hoard 

from  Doagkw  Kinnaird  (who  tells  me  you  h^vye  dined 

wkk  him)  as  much  as  you  desire  to  know  of  my  aflairs 

-  at  hone  and  abroad.    I  have  lately  lost  my  little  girl 

•  ADcgra  by  a  fever,  which  has  beea  a  serious  blow  to 

!  me. 

I  *I  did  not  write  to  you  lately  (except  one  letter  to 
I  Murray'tf),  not  knowing  exactly  your  '  whereabouts.' 
I  Douglas  K.  refused  to  forwaid  my  message  to  Mr. 
I  Sontbey^w^y,  he  himself  can  explain. 

^  You  will  have  seen  the  statement  of  a  squabble, 
!  fcc'&c.*  What  are  you  about?  Let  me  hear  from 
I  yea  a^sroor  ieisure,  and  believe  me  ever  yours. 


LETTER  COCCXCIV. 

TO  MB  UURBAY. 

*"  Monteuerott  May  dCtb.  1832. 
"  Near  Leghorn. 
J^The  body  is  embarked,  in  what  ship  I  know  not, 
neither  could  I  enter  into  the  details ;  but  thb  Countess 
O.  O.  has  had  t&e  goodness  to  give  the  neoessaiy 

•  Here  CdUows  a  repetUion  of  the  details  g^ven  on  this 
■diject  to  Sir  Waller  Scdtt  and  others. 
I     t  A  hilh  thife  or  four  milea  from  Leghorn,  mncb  re- 
I  sorted  to,  as  a  place  of  rssidenca  duriaff  the  sommer 


orders  to  Mr.  Dunn,  who  superintends  the  embarka- 
tion, and  will  write  to  you.  I  vrish  it  to  be  buried 
in  Harrow  church. 

'^  There  is  a  spot  in  the  churcfayarc/,  near  the  foot- 
path* on  the  brow  of  the  hill  looking  towards  Windsor, 
and  a  tom6  under  a  large  tree  (bearing  the  name  of 
Peachie,  or  Peachey),  where  I  used  to  sit  for  hours 
and  hours  when  a  boy.  This  was  my  favourite  spot; 
but  as  I  wish  to  erect  a  tablet  to  her  memory,  the 
body  had  better  be  deposited  in  the  church.  Near 
the  door,  on  the  left  hand  as  you  enter,  there  is  a 
monument  with  a  tablet  contaiiiing  these  words : — 

*  When  Sorrow  weeps  o'er  Virloe's  saired  dnst. 
Our  tears  bocooM  usv  and  our  grief  is  jnst : 
Such  were  the  tears  she  shed,  whojrateAil  pays 
TUs  last  sad  tribute  of  her  lore  and  praise.' 

I  recollect  them  (after  seventeen  years),  not  from  any 
thing  remarkable  in  them^  but  because  from  my  seat 
in  the  gallery  I  had  generally  my  eyes  turned  towards 
that  monument  As  near  it  as  convenient  I  could 
wish  Allegra  to  be  buried,  and  on  the  wall  a  marble 
tablet  phused,  with  these  words  :-— 

"  In  Memory  of 

Allegra, 

Danghter  of  O.  O.  Lord  Byroa, 

vho  died  at  Bagna  CaTallo, 

in  Italy.  April  20th,  I8S. 

aged  five  years  and  three  months. 

'  I  ihall  go  to  her,  bat  she  shall  not  return  ta  me.* 

SdSasniel,  ziLSS. 

^'The  funeral  I  wish  to  be  as  private  as  is  consistent 
with  decency ;  and  1  could  hope  that  Heniy  Drury 
will,  perhaps,  read  the  service  over  her.  If  he 
should  dedme  it,  it  can  be  done  by  the  usual  minister 
for  the  time  being.  I  do  not  know  that  I  need  add 
more  just  now. 

**  Since  I  came  here,  T  have  been  invited  by  the 
A      '  ....    fquadron,  where  I  was 

re  aess  which  I  could  wish, 

ai  han  I  am  fond  of.    1  found 

tfa  ovm  of  the  same  class, 

w  A  number  of  American 

gf  rd  at  the  time,  and  some 

la  leave,  an  American  lady 

ai  I  wore,  for  the  purpose, 

si]  ioa  something  which  I  bad 

about  me,  as  a  memorial.  I  need  not  add  that  1  felt 
the  compliment  properly.  Captain  Chaui)cey  showed 
me  an  American  and  very  pretty  edition  of  my  poems, 
and  oflSnred  me  a  passage  to  the  United  States,  if  I 
would  go  there.  Commodore  Jones  was  also  not  less 
kind  and  attentive.  1  have  since  raeeived  the  enclosed 
letter,  desiring  me  to  sit  for  my  picture  for  some  Ame- 
ricans. It  is  singular  that,  in  the  same  year  that 
Lady  Noel  leaves  by  will  an  interdiction  for  my 
daughter  to  see  her  fother's  portrait  for  many  years, 
the  indiriduals  of  a  nation  not  remarkable  for  their 
liking  to  the  English  in  particular,  nor  for  flattering 
men  in  general,  request  me  to  sit  for  my  *  poup* 
traicture/  as  Baron  Bradwardine  calls  it.  I  am  also 
told  of  considerable  literary  honours  in  Oermafly. 
.Goethe,  I  am  told,  is  my  professed  patron  and  pro- 
tector. At  Leipsic,  this  year,  the  highest  prize  was 
proposed  for  a  transhuion  of  two  cantos  of  ChOde 
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Harold.  I  am  not  sure  that  this  was  at  Leipnc,  but 
Sfr.  Rowcroft  was  my  authority — a  good  German 
scholar  (a  young  American),  and  an  acquaintance  of 
Goethe's. 

**  Goethe  and  the  Germans  are  particularly  fond  of 
Don  Juan,  which  they  judge  of  as  a  work  of  ait.  I 
had  heard  something  of  this  before  through  Baron 
Lutzerode.  The  translations  have  been  Yei7  frequent 
of  several  of  the  works,  and  Goethe  made  a  compa- 
rison between  FViust  and  Manfred. 

**  AH  this  is  some  compensation  for  your  English 
natfre  brutality,  so  fully  displayed  this  year  to  its 
highest  extent. 

**  I  forgot  to  mention  a  little  anecdote  of  a  different 
kbd .  I  went  oter  the  Constitution  (the  Commodore's 
flag-ship),  and  saw,  among  other  things  worthy  of 
remark,  a  little  boy  bom  on  board  of  her  by  a  saitor'? 
wife.  They  had  christened  him  *  Constitution  Jones.' 
I,  of  course,  approved  the  name ;  and  the  woman 
added,  *  Ah,  sir,  if  he  tarns  out  but  half  as  good  as 
hisnattel' 

"  Yours  ererj&c." 

LETTER  CCCCXCV. 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

'*  IBontenero,  nenr  Le«honi,  Hay  20(b/  1S29. 
**!  return  you  the  proofs  rerised.  Your  printer 
has  made  one  odd  mistake : — *■  poor  as  a  moute^* 
instead  of  '  poor  as  a  misw.*  Tlie  expression  may 
seem  strange,  but  it  is  only  a  translation  of  *  semper 
aTarus  eget'  You  will  add  the  Mystery,  and  publish 
as  soon%s  you  can.  I  care  nothing  for  your  *  season,' 
nor  -the  bi%ie  approbations  or  disapprobations.  All 
that  is  to  be  considered  by  you  on  the  subject  is  as  a 
matter  of  busintss;  and  if  I  square  thai  to  your  no- 
tions (eTen  to  the  nmning  the  risk  entirely  myself), 
you  may  permit  me  to  choose  my  own  time  and  mode 
of  publication.    With  rei      '       "    "         "  the 

present  run  against  U  or  i  ne, 

but  it  has  the  vital  prind]  it, 

as  you  may  perhaps  one  to 

you  on  another  subject  a 


*<P.S.  Please  to  send  B  la- 

napalus  to  Goethe.    I  shi     _  m- 

less  you  prefer  my  putting  another,  stating  thai  the 
former  bad  been  omitted  by  the  publisher. 

**On  the  title-page  of  the  present  Tolume^  put 
'  PuUiriied  for  the  Author  by  J.  M.* " 


LETTER   CCCCXCVI, 

TO  MR  MURRAY. 

"  l^tenero,  Leghorn,  June  <Mh,  18S2. 
•*I  retom  you  the  revise  of  Werner,  and  expect 
Ihe  rest.    With  regard  to  the  Lines  to  the  Po,  per- 
haps you  had  better  put  them  quietly  in  a  second 
edition  (if  you  reach  one,  that  is  to  say)  than  in  the 
first :  because,  though  they  have  been  reckoned  fine, 
red,  I  do  not  wish  them 
tion,  on  aeoount  of  the 


relationship  of  the  kidy  to  whom  they  are  addreMed 
with  the  first  families  in  Romagna  and  the  Marches. 
**  The  defender  of '  Cain*  may  or  may  not  be,  as  joa 
term  him,  *  a  tyro  in  liteiature':  however,  I  think 
both  you  and  I  are  under  great  obligjktion  to  him.  i 
have  read  the  Edinburgh  Review  in  Galignanfa 
Magazme,  and  have  not  yet  decided  whether  Id 
ansiier  them  or  not ;  for,  if  I  do,  it  will  be  difficult  for 
me  not  *  to  make  sport  for  the  Philistines'  by  pulliaj 
down  a  house  or  two ;  since,  when  I  onoe  take  pen  in 
hand,  |-  nmti  say  what  comes  uppermoat,  or  fling  ii 
away.  I  have  not  the  hypocrisy  to  prelaid  impar- 
tiality, nor  the  temper  fas  it  is  called)  to  keep  always 
from  saying  what  may  not  be  pleasing  to  the  hearer 
or  deader.  What  do  they  mean  by  '  •laboraUf 
Why,  jfou  know  that  they  were  vrritten  as  fost  ma  I 
could  put  pen  to  paper,  and  printed  from  the  origimai 
MSS.,  and  never  revised  but  in  the  proofe :  look  al 
the  date$  and  the  MSS.  themselves.  Whatever 
faults  they  have  must  spring  from  oarelessneas,  and 
not  from  labour.  They  said  the  same  of  *  Lara,' 
whiqh  I  wrote  while  undressing  after  coming  heme 
from  balls  and  masquerades  in  the  year  of  revdry 
1814. 

"Your*. 

<  «  Jane,  8th.  189. 

"You  give  me  no  explanation  of  your  intentiaB  as 
to  tho  'Vision  of  Quevedo  Redirivus,'  one  of  b) 
best  things :  indeed,  you  are  altogether  so  abstmae 
and  undecided  ktely,  that  I  suppose  you  Miean  me 
to  write  'John  Murray,  Esq.,  a  Mystery,'— a  com- 
position which  would  not  displease  the  deiigy  nor 
the  trade.  I  by  no  means  wish  you  to  do  whal  you 
don't  Uke,  but  merely  to  say  what  you  will  do.  ilic 
Vision  must  be  published  by  some  one.  As  to 
*  damoors,'  the  dlfe  is  cast ;  and,  *oome  one,  ooMie  aB,' 
we  wll  fight  it  out— at  leak  one  of  us.** 


LETTER  CCCCXCVIL 

TO  MR  MOORB. 

'  Montenero,  VilUDapoy,  nearLsglioni,  loBeSlh.  MB. 

**  I  have  vrritten  to  you  tvrioe  through  the  medium 
of  Murray,  and  on  one  subject,  triU  enough, — the 
low  of  poor  little  Allegra  by  a  fever;  on  which  topic 
1  shall  say  no  more — there  is  nothing  bat  tioM. 

**  A  few  days  ago,  my  eariiest  and  dearest  friend. 
Lord  Clare,  came  over  from  Geneva  om.piirpoae  Is 
see  me  before  he  returned  to  England.  As  1  have 
always  loved  him  (since  I  vras  thirteen,  at  Harrow) 
better  than  any  (male)  thing  in -^he  world,  I  need 
hardly  say  what  a  melancholy  pleasure  it  was  to  see 
him  for  a  day  only ;  for  he  was  obliged  lo  reaume  his 
journey  immediately.     ***♦♦♦•♦ 

I  have  heard,  also,  many  other  things  of  ow 
acquaintances  which  I  did  not  know :  amongst  others, 
that  ♦  *  *  *  ♦  *  ♦.  Di 
you  recollect,  in  the  year  of  revelry  1814,  the  plea- 
santest  parties  and  balls  all  over  London  ?  and  not 
the  least  so  at  **'s.  Do  you  reooUecl  your  aingiig 
duets  with  Lady  *  «,  and  my  flirtation  ^ith  Lady  *  \ 
andall  the  other  forieries  of  the  time?  while**  was 
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^gluBg,  and  Ladj  *  *  ogling  him  yiiih  her  clear  hazel 
eyes.  Bui  eight  years  hare  passed,  and,  since  that 
thw<»,  •  ♦  has  »♦♦*•♦*  J  — has  run  away  with 
*  *  *  *  *;  and  i»y«en  (as  my  Nottinghamshire  friends 
call  themselves)  might  as  well  have  thrown  myself 
oat  of  the  wmdow  while  you  were  singing,  as 
mtemmrried  where  I  did.  You  and  ****  have 
come  off  the  best  of  us.  '  I  speak  merely  of  my 
maniage,  and  its  consequences,  distresses,  and 
ealnmnics  f  for  I  have  been  much  more  happy,  otn 
the  whole,  nnce,  than  I  ever  could  have  been  with 

I  have  read  the  recent  article  of  Jeffrey  in  a  faithful 
tmtscription  of  the  impartial  Oalignani.  I  suppose 
the  long  and  short  of  it  is,  that  he  wishes  to  provoke 
me  to  reply.  But  I  won't,  for  I  owe  him  a  good  turn 
uSk  for  his  kindness  by-gone.  Indeed,  I  presume 
that  the  present  opportunity  of  attacking  me  agam 
was  irresistible;  and  I  can't  blame  him,  knowing 
what  human  nature  is.  I  shall  make  but  one  remark : 
—what  does  he  mean  by  elaborate?  The  whole 
volume  was  written  with  the  greatest  rapidity,  in 
the  midst  of  evolutions,  and  revolutions,  and  perse- 
eutioiis,  and  proscriptions  of  all  who  interested  nie 
in  Italy.  They  said  the  same  of  *  Lara,'  which, 
yov  know,  was  written  amidst  balls  and  fpoleries,  and 
sfter  coming  home  from  masquerades  and  routs,  in 
the  summer  of  the  sovereigns.  Of  all  I  have  ever 
written,  they  are  perhaps  the  most  carelessly  com- 
posed; and  their  fhults,  whatever  they  may  be,  are 
those  of  negligence,  and  not  of  labour.  I  do  not 
thinfc  this  a  merit,  but  it  is  a  fact. 

**  Yours  ever  and  truly, 
«N.B. 
"P.  S.  You  see  tho  great  advantage  of  my  new 
sigDature;-^  may  either  stand  for  *Nota  Bene'  or 
•  Noel  Byron,'  and,  as  such,  will  save  much  repetition, 
is  writing  either  books  or  letters.  Since  (  came 
here,  I  have  been  invited  on  board  of  the  American 
squadron,  and  treated  with  all  possible  honour  and 
ceremony.  Th^  hate  asked  me  t9  sit  for  my  picture ; 
and,  as  I  was  going  away,  an  American  lady  took  a 
rose  from  me  (which  had  been  given  to  me  by  a  very 
I^lty  Italian  lady  that  very  morning),  because,  she 
said,  'She  was  determined  to  send  or  take  soraethiDg 
whidi  I  had  about  me  to  America.'  There  is  a 
kind  of  LallaRookh  incident  for  you  1  However,  all 
these  American  honours  arise,  perhaps,  not  so  much 
from  their  enthusiasm  for  my  'Poeshie,'  as  their 
belief  ui  my  dislike  to  the  English,— in  which  I  have 
die  sntinfintfiffr  to  coincide  with  them.  ^  I  would 
nther,  however,  have  a  nod  from  an  American,  than 
a  snuff-box  from  an  emperor." 

LETTER  CCCCXCVUL 

ID  MR  SLUCE. 
"  MontencTo.  L^born,  June  12th,  I8SB. 
^  MT  DBAB  BUJCE, 

(*  It  is  a  long  time  since  I  have  written  to  you,  but 
I  have  not  forgotten  your  kindness,  and  am  now 
going  to  tax  it— I  hope  not  too  highly— but  don't  be 
alarmed,  it  is  no/  a  loan,  but  ittformaium  which  I 
am  about  to  solicit.  By  your  extensive  connexions, 
no  one  can  have  better  opportankies  of  hearing  the 


real  state  of  Souik  America — I  mean  Bolivar's  coun- 
try. 1  have  many  years  had  transatlantic  projects  of 
settlement,  and  what  I  could  vrish  from  you  would 
be  some  information  of  tlie  best  course  to  pursue, 
and  some  letters  of  recommendation  in  case  I  should 
sail  for  Angostura.  I  am  told  that  land  is  very  cheap 
there;  but  though  I  have  no  great  disposable  funds 
to  vest  in  such  purchases,  yet  my  mcome,  such  as  it 
is,  would  be  sufficient  in  any  country  (except  Eng- 
land) for  al^the  comforts  of  life,  and  for  most  of  its 
luxuries.  The  war  there  is  now  over,  and  as  I  do 
not  go  there  to  epeculaiet  but  to  settle  without  any 
views  but  those  of  independence  and  the  enjoyment 
of  the  common  civil  rights,  I  should  presume  such  an 
arrival  would  not  be  unwelcome. 

''All  I  request  of  you  is,  not  to  cf»courage  nor 
encourage,  but  to  give  me  such  a  statement  as  you 
think  prudent  and  proper.  I  do  not  address  my 
other  friends  upon  this  subject,  who  would  only  throw 
obstacles  in  my  way,  and  bore  me  to  return  to  Eng- 
ladd;  whicli  I  never  will  do,  unless  compelled  by 
some  insuperable  cause.  I  have  a  quantity  of  fur- 
niture, books,  &c.  &c.  &c.  which  I  could  easily  ship 
from  Leghorn ;  but  I  wish  to  'look  before  I  leap ' 
over  the  Atkmtic  Is  it  true  that  for  a  few  thousand 
dollars  a  large  tract  of  kwd  may  be  obtained?  I 
speak  o(  South  America,  recollect.  I  have  read  some 
publications  on  the  subject,  but  they  seem  violent 
and  vulgar  party  productions.  Please  to  address 
your  answer  *  to  me  at  this  place,  and  believe  me 
ever  and  truly  yours,  &c." 

About  this  time  he  sat  for  his  picture  to  Mr  West, 
an  American  artist,  who  has  himself  given,  in  one  of 
our  periodical  publications,  the  following  account  of 
his  noble  sitter  I — 

''On  the  day  appointed,  I  arrived  at  two  o'clock, 
and  began  the  picture.  I  found  him  a  bad  sitter. 
He  talked  all  the  time,  and  asked  a  multitude  of 
questions  about  America— how  I  liked  Italy,  what  I 
thought  of  the  Italians,  &c.  When  he  was  silent, 
he  was  a  better  sitter  than  before ;  for  he  assumed 
a  countenance  that  did  not  belong  to  him,  as  though 
be  were  thinkiog  of  a  frontispiece  for  Childe  Harold. 
In  about  an  hour  our  first  sitting  terminated,  and  I 
returned  to  Leghorn,  scarcely  able  to  persuade  my- 
self that  this  was  the  haughty  misanthrope  whose 
character  had  always  appeared  so  enveloped  in 
gloom  and  mystery,  for  I  do  not  remember  ever  to 
have  met  with  manners  more  gentle  and  attractive. 

^  The  next  day  I  returned  and  had  another  sitting 
of  an  hour,  during  which  he  seemed  anxious  to  know 
what  I  should  make  of  my  undertaking.  Whilst  I 
was  painting,  the  vrindow  from  which  I  received  my 
light  became  suddenly  darkened,  and  I  heard  a  voiee 

*  The  answer  which  Mr  Ellice  retarned  was,  as  might 
he  expected,  strongly  diuuaaive  of  this  design.  The  wholly 
disorganized  state  of  the  country  and  its  institutions, 
which  it  would  take  ages,  perhaps,  ts  restore  even  to  the 
degree  of  industry  and  prosperity  which  it  had  enjoyed 
under  the  Spaniards,  rendered  Columbia,  in  his  opinion, 
one  of  the  last  places  in  the  world  to  which  a  man  desirous 
of  peace  and  qniet.  or  of  security  for  his  person  and  pro- 
perty, should  resort  as  an  asylum.  As  long  as  Bolivar  lived 
and  maintained  his  authority,  every  reliance,  Mr  EUice 
added,  might  be  placed  on  his  integrity  and  flrmneas;  but 
with  his  death  a  new  aera  of  struggle  and  confusion  woold 
be  sure  to  arise.  eg 
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exclaim  'A  iroppo  hello ! *  I  turoed  and  diflooTcred 
a  beautiful  feorale  stooping  down  to  look  in,  the 
ground  oo  the  outside  being  on  a  level  with  the  bot- 
tom of  the  wiBHiow.  Her  long  golden  hair  hung 
down  about  her  &oe  and  shoulders,  her  complexion 
was  exquisite,  and  her  smile  completed  one  of  the 
most  romantic-looking  heads,  set  off  as  it  was  by  the 
bright  sun  behind  it,  which  I  had  ever  befield.  Lord 
Byron  tnrited  her  to  come  hi,  and  introduced  her  to 
me  as  the  Countess  Guicdoli.  He  seemed  very  fond 
of  her,  and  1  was  glad  of  her  presence,  for  the  play- 
ful manner  which  he  assumed  towards  her  made  him 
a  much  better  sitter. 

"The  next  day,  I  was  pleased  to  find  that  the 
progress  which  I  had  made  in  his  likenos  had  giren 
satisfaction,  for,  when  we  wereahme,  he  said  that  he 
bad  a  particuku*  favour  to  request  of  me— would  I 
grant  it?  I  said  I  should  be  happy  to  oblige  him, 
and  he  enjoined  me  to  the  flattering  task  of  paintmg 
the  Countess  Guiccwli's  portrait  for  him.  On  the 
folbwing  mormng  I  began  it,  and,  after,  they  8at 
alternately.  He  gare  me  the  whole  history  of  his 
connexion  vfilh  her,  and  said  that  he  hoped  it  would 
last  forerer ;  at  any  rate,  it  should  not  be  his  fault  if 
it  did  not  His  other  attachments  had  beoi  broken 
off  by  no  fault  of  his. 

^  I  was  by  this  time  sufficiently  intimate  with  him 
to  answer  his  question  as  to  what  I  thought  of  him 
before  I  ftad  seen  him.  He  laughed  much  at  the 
idea  which  Ihad  formed  of  him,  and  said,  'Well, 
you  find  me  like  other  people,  do  you  not  ?'_  He  often 
afterwards  repeated,  'And  so  you  thought  me  a  finer 
feUow,  did  joiiV  I  remember  once  telling  him,  that 
notwithstanding  his  Tivacity,  I  thought  myself  cor- 
rect in  a<  least  one  estimate  which  1  had  mad^  of 
him,  for  I  still  conceived  that  he  was  not  a  happy 
man.  He  inquired  earnestly  what  reason  I  had  for 
thinking  so,  and  I  asked  him  if  he  had  never  ob- 
served in  little  children,  after  a  jMuroxysm  of  grief, 
diaft  tb^  had  at  intervals  a  convulsive  or  tremdous 
■Mumer  of  dnwiog  m  a  kmg  breath.  Wherever  I 
had  observed  this,  in  persons  of  whatever  age,  I  had 
always  found  that  it  came  firom  sorrow.  He  said  the 
thought  was  new  to  hun,  and  that  he  would  make 
use  of  it. 

**Lord  QyroB,  and  all  the  party,  left  Villa  Rossa 
(the  name  of  th^  house)  in  a  few  days,  to  pack  up 
their  things  in  their  house  at  Pisa.  He  told  me  that 
he  should  remain  a  few  days  there,  and  desired  me, 
if  I  could  do  any  thing  more  to  the  pictures,  to  come 
and  stay  with  him.  He  seemed  at  a  loss  where  to 
go,  and  was',  I  thought,  on  the  point  of  embarking  for 
America.  I  was  with  him  at  Pisa  for  a  few  days,  but 
he  was  sp  annoyed  by  the  police,  and  the  weather 
vras  so  hot,  that  I  thought  it  doubtful  whether  I 
could  improve  the  pictures,  and  taking  my  departure 
oae  nkoming  before  he  was  up,  I  wrote  him  an  ex- 
cuse from  Leghorn.  Upon  the  whole,  I  left  him 
with  an  impressfoa  that  he  possessed  an  excellent 
heart,  whidi  had  been  misconstrued  on  all  hands 
from  little  else  than  a  reckless  levity  pf  manners^ 
which  he  took  a  whimsical  pride  in  opposing  to 
flmse  of  other  peopb.** 


LETTER   COCCXCtX. 

TO  MB  MUARAT. 

«Pias,Jaly6(h,18B. 
''I  return  you  the  rerise.  I  have  softened  tke 
part  to  which  Gifford  objected,  and  changed  die 
name  of  Michael  to  Raphael,  whe  was  an  angel  of 
^ntler  sympathies.  By  the  vTay,  recollect  to  alter 
Michael  to  Raphael  in  the  scene  itself  thoughovU, 
for  I  havevnly  had  time  to  do  so  in  the  list  of  -the 
dramatis  personse^  and  scratch  out  all  the  pencil- 
marks,  to  avoid  puzzling  the  pridters.  I  hare  given 
the  *  Vision  of  Quevedo  Redivivus  *  to  John  Hnnt, 
which  win  relievo  you  firom  a  dilemma.  He  most 
publish  it  at  his  oton  risk,  as  it  is  at  his  own  desire. 
Give  him  the  corrected  copy  which  Mr  Kmoaird 
had,  as  it  is  BUtigated  partly,  and  also  the  prefiMC. 
•*  Yours,  &c» 


LETTER  D. 

TO  MR  MDRRAT. 

«PiM,JaIy8l]^]flaL 

''Last  week  I  returned  you  the  packet  of  proofik 
You  had,  perhaps,  better  not  publish  m  the  saas 
volume  the  Po  and  Rimini  translatioo. 

*^  I  have  consigned  aletter  to  Mr  John  Hunt  Ibrllw 
'Vision  of  Judgment,'  which  you  wiQ  hand  over  to  him. 
Also  the  'Pulci,'  original  and  Italian,  and  any  prose 
tracts  of  mine ;  for  Mr  Leigh  Hunt  is  arrived  here, 
and  thinks  of  commencing  a  periodical  work,  to  whid 
I  shall  contribute.  I  do  not  propose  to  you  to  be  the 
publisher,  because  I  know  that,  you  are  onfrieDds; 
but  all  things  in  your  care,  except  the  volune  now 
in  the  press,  and  the  manuscript  purchased  of  Mr 
Moore,  can  be  given  for  this  purpose,  acoording  as 
they  are  wanted. 

**.With  regard  to  whatjrou  say  about  your'*  want 
of  memory,'  I  can  only  remark,  that  you  inserted  the 
note  to  Marino  Faliero  against  my  positive  rerocatka, 
and  that  you  omitted  the  Dedication  of  Sardanapahs 
to  Goethe  (pbioe  it  before  the  volume  now  in  the 
press),  both  of  which  v^ere  things  not  very  agreeable 
to  me,  and  which  I  oould  wish  to  be  avoided  in  future, 
as  they  might  be  with  a  very  little  care,  or  a  simple 
memorandum  in  your  p6cket-book. 

'^  It  is  not  impossible  that  I  may  have  three  or  fbor 
cantos  of  Don  Juan  ready  by  autumn,  or  a  little  later, 
as  I  obtained  a  permission  from  my  dictatreas  to  eoft> 
tinue  it,— provided  alwaifs  it  was  to  be 
ed  and  decorous  and  sentimental  in  the 
than  in  the  commencement.  How  far  these  ooocfitioM 
have  been  fulfilled  may  be  seen,  perfaapa,  hf-«iid>bf ; 
but  the  embargo  was  only  taken  off  upon  these  sCipB> 
lations.    You  can  answer  at  your  leisure. 

*•  Yours,  «(c» 

LETTER  DL 

TO  MB  MOOBB. 

*'Pi«,iaiynik.naL 

*<I  have  written  to  yotf  latdy,  but  not  in  answer  to 
your  bst  letter  cf  about  a  fortnightago.  Iwiditobiow 
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(and  request  an  answer  to  that  point)  what  became 
of  the  stanzas  to  WeOington  (intended  to  open  a  canto 
of  Don  Joan  with),  which  I  sent  you  several  months 
ago.  If  they  have  fallen  into  Murray's  hands,  he  and 
the  Tories  will  suppress  them  ^  as  those  lines  rate  that 
hero  at  his  real  value.  Pray  be  explicit  on  this,  as  I 
hare  no  other  copy,  haying  sent  you  the  original ;  and 
if  jrou  have  them,  let  roe  have  that  again  or  a  cop^ 
ooneoL  *  ♦  •  ♦  ♦ 

**  I  subscribed  at  Leghorn  two  hundred  Tuscan 
crowns  to  your  Irishism  committee  :  it  is  about  a 
thousand  francs,  more  or  less.  As  Sir  C.  S.  who  re- 
ceires  thirteen  thousand  a  y«ar  of  the  public  money, 
ooold  not  afford  more  than  a  thousand  livres  out  of 
bis  enormous  salary,  it  would  have  appeared  osten- 
tatious in  a  private  individual  to  pretend  to  surpass 
faioa ;  and  therefore  I  have  seqt  but  the  above  sum, 
as  you  win  see  by  the  enclosed  receipt'^ 

**  Leigh  Hunt  is  bore,  after  a  i^oyage  of  eight 
moDtfaSy -during  which  he  has,  I  presume,  made  the 
Periplus  of  Hanno  the  Carthaginian,  and  with  much 
the  same  tpeed.  He  is  setting  up  a  Journal,  to  which 
I  have  promised  to  contribute ;  and  in  the  first  number 
the  *  Vision  of  Judgment,  .by  Quevedo  Redivivus,' 
win  probably  appear,  with  other  articles. 

**  Can  you  give  us  any  thing  f  He  seems  sanguine 
about  the  matter^  but  (entre  nous)  I  am  not  I  do 
not,  however,  like  to  put  him  out  of  spirits  by  saying 
so;  for  he  is  bilious  and  unwell  Do,  pray,  answer 
tAis  letter  immediately. 

*'Do  send  Hunt  any  thing,  io  prose  or  verse,  of 
yours,  to  start  him  handsomely — any  lyrical,  trtcal,  or 
what  you  please. 

''Has  not  yourPotatoe  Committee  been  bhmderiug? 
Your  advertisement  says,  {that  Mr.  L.  Callaghan  (a 
qneer  name  for  a  banker)  hath  been  disposing  of  mo- 
ney in  Ireland  *  sans  authority  of  the  Committee.'  I 
■oppose  it  vrill  end  in  Callaghan's  calling  out  the  Com- 
mittee, the  chairman  of  which  carries  pistols  in  his 
podet,  of  course. 

*^  When  you  can  spare  time  from  duetting,  coquet- 
img,  and  daretting  with  your  Hibernians  of  both  sexes, 
let  me  have  a  line  from  you.  I  ^oubt  whether  Paris 
is  a  good  plaoe  for  the  composition  of  your  new  poesy  .'* 

LETTER  DIL 

TO  MB  MOORE. 

«  Pim.  AoffnitSth,  1882.  ^ 
"  You  win  have  heard  by  this  time  that  Shelley 
and  another  gentleman  (Copitan  Williams)  were 
drowned  about  a  month  ago  (a  month  yesterday),  in 
a  squall  off  the  G  ulf  of  Spezia.  There  is  thus  an- 
other man  gone,  about  whom  the  world  was  ill-natu- 
redly, and  ignorantly,  and  brutaUy  mistaken.  It  will, 
perhaps,  do  him  justice  noto,  when  he  can  be  no  better 
for  it  f. 

*  *  Received  from  Mr  Henry  Dunn  (be  •am  of  two 
bniired  Tuscan  crowns  (for  sccoant  of  the  Right  Ho- 
nourable Lord  Noel  Byron),  for  the  purpose  of  lusisting 
the  Iridi  poor.  «  Thomas  HalU 

«  Leshoni,  9th  July,  1832.   Tuscan  crowns.  800.* 
t  In  a  letter  to  Mr  Murray,  ofan  earlier  date,  which  has 
been  omitted  to  avoid  repetitions,  be  rays  ou  the  same 


^  I  have  not  seen  the  thing  you  mention  *,  and  only 
heard  of  it  casually,  nor  have  I  any  desire.  The  price 
is,  as  I  saw  in  some  advertisements,  fourteen  shillings, 
which  is  too  much  to  pay  for  a  libel  on  oneself.  Some 
one  said  in  a  letter,  that  it  was  a  Doctor  Watkins 
who  deals  in  the  life  and  libel  line.  It  must  have 
diminished  your  natural  pleasure,  as  a  friend  (vide 
Rocbefoucault),  to  see  yourself  in  it. 

^  With  regard  to  the  Blackwood  feDows,  I  never 
published  any  thing  against  them ;  nor,  mdeed,  have 
seen  their  magazine  (except  in  Galignani's  extracts) 
for  these  three  years  past.  I  once  wrote,  a  good  while 
ago,  some  remarks  f  on  their  review  of  Don  Juan, 
but  saying  .very,  little  about  themselves. — and  these 
were  not  published.  If  you  think  that  I  ought  to 
follow  your  example  %  (and  I  like  to  be  in  your  com- 
pany when  I  can)  io  contradicting  their  impudence, 
you  may  shape  this  declaration  of  mine  into  a  simihur 
paragraph  for  me.  It  is  possible  that  you  may  have 
seen  the  little  I  did  write  (and  never  published)  at 
Murray's ; — it  contained  much  more  about  Soutbey 
than  about  the  Blacks. 

^  If  you  think  that  I  ought  to  do  any  thmg  about 
Watkins's  book,  I  should  not  aire  much  about  pub- 
lishing my  Memmr  now,  should  it  be  necessary  to 
counteract  the  feUow.  But,  in  that  case,  I  should 
like  to  look  over  the  press  myself.  Let  me  know 
what  you  think,  or  whether  I  had  better  not;— at 
least,  not  the  second  part,  which  touches  on  the  actual 
confines  of  still  existing  matters. 

^  I  have  written  three  more  Cantos  of  Don  Juan, 
and  am  hovering  on  the  brink  of  apother  (the  ninth). 
The  reason  I  want  the  stanzas  again  which  I  sent 
you  is  that  as  these  cantos  contain  a  full  detail  (like 
the  storm  in  Canto  Second)  of  the  siege  and  assault 
of  Ismael,  with  much  of  sarcasm  on  those  butchers 
in  large  business,  your  mercenary  soldiery, '  it  is  a 
good  opportunity  of  gracing  the  poem  with  *  * 
4P  4  ¥  «.  ^jti,  these  thfflgs  and  these  fel- 
lows, it  is  necessary,  in  the  present  clash  of  philoso- 
phy and  tyranny,  to  throw  away  the  scabbard.  I 
know  it  is  against  fearful  odds ;  but  the  battle  must 
be  fought ;  and  it  will  be  eventually  for  the  good  of 
mankind,  whatever  it  may  be  for  the  individual  who 
risks  himself. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  your  Irish  bishop  ?  Do 
you  remember  Swift's  line,  'Let  me  have  a  barrack 
— a  fig  for  the  clergy,*  Tliis  seems  to  have  been 
his  reverence's  motto.      ♦*♦*»* 

*♦*¥♦♦*» 

«  Yours;  &C." 

sulyect :— *  Yon  were  all  mistaken  about  Shelley,  who 
was,  without  exception,  the  bett  and  least  seMsh  man  I 
ever  knew.*  There  is  also  antfther  passage  in  the  same 
letter  which,  for  its  perfect  trath,  I  must  quote :— *  1  have 
received  your  scrap,  with  Henry  Drury's  letter  enclosed. 
It  is  just  like  him— always  kind  and  ready  to  oblii^  his  old 
friends.* 

*  A  book  which  bad  just  appeared,  entitled  '  Memoirs 
of  the  Right  Hon.  Lord  Byron.* 

t  The  remarkable  pamphlet  from  which  extracts  have 
been  already  given  in  this  volume. 

I  It  had  been  asserted,  in  a  late  Number  of  Blackwood, 
that  both  Lord  Byron  and  myself  were  employed  in  writing 
satires  agaiust  that  Magazine. 
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LETTER  DIU. 


TO  im    MOORE. 


«  Pirn.  August  anh*  1829. 

**  It  is  boring  to  trouble  you  with  such  small  gear; 
but  it  must  be  owned  that  I  should  be  glad  if  you 
would  inquire  whether  my  Irish  subscription  ever 
reached  the  Committee  in  Paris  from  Leghorn.  My 
reasons,  like  Vellum*s,  *  are  threefold  :'  First,  I 
doubt  the  accuracy  of  all  almoners,  or  remitters  of 
benerolent  cash;  second,  I  do  suspect  that  the  said 
Committee,  baring  in  part  served  its  tfane  to  time- 
serving,  may  have  kept  back  the  acknowledgment  of 
an  obuoxious  politioian's  name  in  their  lists;  and, 
third,  I  feel  pretty  sure  that  I  shall  one  day  be  twitted 
by  the  government  scribes  for  having  been  a  professor 
of  love  for  Ireland,  and  not  coming  forward  with  the 
others  in  her  distresses. 

^  It  is  not,  as  you  may  opine,  that  I  am  ambitious 
of  Iiaving  my  name  in  the  papers,  as  I  can  have  that 
any  day  in  the  week  gratis.  All  I  want  is  to  know  if 
the  Reverend  Thomas  Hall  did  or  did  not  remit  my 
subscription  (200  scudi  of  Tuscany,  or  about  a 
thousand  francs,  more  or  lessj  to  the  Committee  ut 
Paris. 

"The  other  day  at  Viareggio,  I  thought  proper  to 
swim  off  to  my  schooner  (the  Bolivar)  in  the  offing, 
and  thence  to  shore  again— about  three  miles,  or 
better,  in  aU.  As  it  was  at  mid-day,  under  a  broiling 
8un>  tlie  consequence  has  been  a  feverish  attack,  and 
my  whole  skin 's  coming  off,  after  going  through  the 
process  of  one  large  continuous  blister,  raised  by  the 
sun  and  sea'  together.  I  have  suffered  much  pain; 
not  being  able  to  lie  on  my  back,  or  even  side ;  for  my 
shoulders  and  arms  were  equally  St  Bartholomewed. 
But  it  is  over,— and  I  liave  got  a  new  skm,  and  am  as 
glo«wy  as  a  snake  in  its  new  suit. 

"  We  ha?e  been  burning  the  bodies  of  Shelley  and 
Williams  ou  the  sea-shore,  to  render  them  fit  for  re- 
moval and  regular  interment  You  can  have  no  idea 
what  an  extraordinary  effect  such  a  funeral  pile  has, 
on  a  desolate  shore,  with  mountains  in  the  back- 
ground and  the  sea  before,  and  the  smgular  appea- 
rance the  salt  and  frankincense  gave  to  the  flame. 
All  of  Shelley  was  consumed,  except  his  heart, 
which  would  not  Uke  the  flame,  and  is  now  preserved 
in  spirits  of  wine. 

**  Your  old  acquaintance  Londonderry  has  quietly 
died  at  North  Cray !  and  the  virtuous  De  Witt  vras 
toru  in  pieces  by  the  populace !  What  a  lucky  * 
*  *  *  *  the  Irishman  has  been  in  his 
life  and  end.  f  In  him  your  Irish  Franklin  est  mort ! 
**  Leigh  Hunt  is  sweating  articles  for  his  new 
Journal ;  and  both  he  and  I  think  it  somewhat  shabby 
in  you  not  to  contribute.  Will  you  become  one  of 
the  properrioiers  7  *  Do,  and  we  ^  snacks.'  I  re- 
commend you  to  think  twice  before  you  respond  in 
the  negative. 

"  I  have  ueariy  Cquite  three)  fbu)*  new  cantos  of 
Don  Juan  ready.  I  obtained  permission  from  the  fe- 
male Censor  Morum  of  my  morals  to  continue  it, 

t  Tlie  particutars  of  thJs  event  bad,  it  b  evident,  not  yet 
veaclwd  liim. 


provided  it  were  immaculate;  to  I  have  been  wm  de* 
cent  as  need  be.  There  is  a  deal  of  war—a  siege, 
and  all  that,  in  the  style,  graphical  and  technical,  of 
the  shipwreck  in  Canto  Second,  which  *  took,'  as  they 
say,  m  the  Row. 

«'yooii,«a. 

*<P.S.  That  *  *  *  Galigaani  baa  about  ten 
lies  in  oi\p  paragraph.  It  was  not  a  Bible  that  was 
found  in  Shelley's  pocket,  but  John  Keats's  poena. 
However,  it  would  not  hav^  been  strange,  for  he  was 
a  great  admirer  of  Scripture  as  a  compositioiL  /  did 
not  send  my  bust  to  the  academy  of  New  York ;  but 
I  sat  for  my  picture  to  young  West,  an  Amoioaft  ar- 
tist, at  the  request  of  some  members  of  that  Academy 
to  him  that  he  wouM  take  my  portrait, — for  the  Aca- 
demy, I  believe. 

"<  1  had,  and  still  have,  thoughts  of  South  America, 
but  am  fluctuating  between  it  and  Greece.  I  shoidd 
have  gone,  long  ago,  to  one  of  them,  but  for  my 
liaison  with  the  Countess  Q<;  for  love,  in  theae  days, 
b  little  compatible  with  glory.  She  would  be  de- 
lighted to  go  too ;  but  I  do  not  choose  to  expose  her 
to  a  kmg  voyage,  and  %  residence  in  an  noseCUed 
country,  whore  I  shall  probably  take  a  part  of  aone 
sort." 

Soon  after  the  above  letters  were  written.  Lord 
Byron  removed  to  Genoa,  having  taken  a  hoasa, 
called  the  VBla  Saluzzo,  at  Aibaro,  one  of  the  sobnriw 
of  that  city.  From  the  time  of  the  unlucky  squabble 
with  the  seijeant-major  at  Pisa,  his  tranquiUky  had 
been  considerably  broken  in  upon,  as  well  by  the  jo- 
dicial  inquiries  consequent  upon  that  event,  as  by  the 
many  sinister  rumours  and  suspicions  to  which  it  gave 
rise.  Though  the  wounded  man  had  recovered,  his 
firiends  all  vowed  vengeance  vrith  the  dagger :  and 
the  sensation  which  the  affiur  and  its  variooa  coose- 
quences  had  produced  vras, — to  Madame  Guieeioii, 
more  particuUkriy,  from  the  situation  in  wbidi  her 
family  stood,  in  regard  to  politics,-^di«trf  nwiiig  and 
akrming.  While  the  impression,  too,  of  this  event 
was  still  recent,  anothor  circumstance  occurred  vHuch, 
though  comparativdy  unimportant,  had  the  aahickj 
efieot  of  again  drawing  the  attentkm  of  the  Toscam 
to  their  new  visitors.  During  Lord  ByronS  short 
visit  to  Leghorn,  a  Swiss  servant  in  his  enq)loy 
having  quarrelled,  on  some  occasion,  vrith  the  brother 
of  Madune  Guicctoli,  drew  his  knife  upon  the  yonag 
Count,  and  wounded  him  slightly  on  the  cheek.  This 
afiiray,  happenmg  so  soon  after  the  other,  was  pro- 
ductive also  of  so  much  notice  and  conversation  that 
the  Tuscan  government,  in  its  horror  of  every  thing 
like  disturbance,  thought  itself  called  upon  to  inter- 
fere; and  ordors  were  apcordingly  issued,  dwt, 
witlUn  four  days,  the  two  Counts  Oamba,  father  aad 
son,  should  dqpart  from  Tuscany.  To  Lord  l^rroa 
this  decision  was,  in  the  highest  degree,  proyokinf  > 
and  disconcerting;  it  being  one  of  ^  conditioos«f  ; 
the  Guiccioli's  sepaiation  from  her  husband,  that  riw 
should  thenceforward  reside  under  the  same  roof  widi 
her  fother.  After  bakncing  in  his  mind  between  va- 
rious projects,— sometimes  thinking  of  Geneva,  aad 
sometimes,  as  we  have  seen,  of  South  America,— he 
at  lengtli  decided,  for  the  present,  to  trmaoler  hii  re- 
sidence to  Genoa. 

His  habits  of  life,  while  at  Pin,  had  but  Yciy  fitlle 
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differed,— -except  in  the  new  fine  of  society  into  which 
hii  introdacttoo  to  Shelley's  friends  led  him,— from 
the  uflaATmoDOtonuiis  routine  in  which,  so  singularly 
ler  one  of  his  desultory  disposition,  the  daily  course 
of  his  existence  had  now,  for  some  years,  flowed.  At 
two  he  usoaDy  breakfasted,  and  at  three,  or.  as  the 
year  adraoced,  four  o'clock,  those  persons  who  were 
in  the  habit  of  accompanying  him  in  his  rid^s,  called 
apoo  him.  After,  occasionaDy,  a  game  of  billiards, 
he  pn)ceeded, — ^purposely  to  avoid  starers,  in  his 
cairiage,— as  far  as  the  gates  of  the  town,  where  his 
horses  met  him.  At  first  the  route  he  chose  for  these 
ndet  was  in  the  direction  of  the  Casdne  and  of  the 
pine-fcrest  that  reaches  towards  the  sea ;  but  having 
famad  a  spot  more  conyeoieot  for  his  pistol  exercise 
no  the  road  leading  from  the  Porta  alia  Spiaggia  to 
the  east  of  the  city,  he  took  daily  this  course  durmg 
the  remainder  of  his  stay.  When  arrived  at  the 
Podere  or  fiemn,  in  the  garden  of  which  they  were 
aBowed  to  erect  their  target,  his  fHends  and  he 
^anoimted,  and,  after  devoting  about  half  an  hour 
to  a  trial  of  skill  at  the  pistol,  returned,  a  little  before 
SBBseC,  into  the  city. 

"  Lord  Byron,"  says  a  friend  who  was  sometimes 
present  at  their  practismg>  **  was  the  best  marksman. 
Sbefley,  and  WilHami,  and  TVelawney,  often  made  as 
good  shots  as  he — but  they  were  not  so  certain;  and 
he,  though  hk  hand  trembled  violently,  never  m^sed, 
far  he  calculated  on  this  vibration,  and  depended  en- 
tifi^  on  his  eye.  Once  after  demolisbing  his  mark, 
he  set  up  a  slender  cane,  whose  colour,  needy  the 
same  as  the  gravel  in  which  it  was  fixed,  might  well 
have  deceived  him,  and  at  twenty  paces  he  divided  it 
vritfa  fak  buHet.  )iis  joy  at  a  good  shot,  and  his  vexa- 
fioa  at  a  faihire,  was  great — and  when  we  met  him 
OB  his  return,  his  cold  salutation,  or  joyous  laugh,  told 
th9  tale  of  the  day's  siiocess.^ 

For  the  first  time  smce  his  arrival  in  Italy,  he  now 
tend  himself  tempted  to  givedinner  parties,  his  guests 
hang,  besides  Ck>unt  Gamba  and  Shelley,  Mr.  Wil- 
liaBBS,  Gaptain  Medwin,  Mr.  Ttofe,  and  Mr.  Trekiw- 
ney ; — and  ^  never,''  as  his  friend  Shelley  used  to  say, 
''(bd  he  display  himself  to  more  advantage  than  on 
these  occasions;  being  at  once  polite  and  cordial,  full 
of  social  hilarity  and  the  most  perfect  good  humour; 
never  diverging  into  ungraceful  merriment,  and  yet 
keeping  up  the  spirit  of  liveliness  throughout  the 
evening."  About  midnight  his  guests  generally  left 
him,  ¥rith  the  exception  of  Captain  Bled  win,  who  used 
lo  remab,  as  I  understand,  talking  and  drinking  with 
his  noble  host  till  far  into  the  morning;  and  to  the 
careless,  half  mystifying  confidences  of  these  nocturnal 
sittings,  implicitly  listened  to  and  confusedly  recol- 
lected, we  owe  the  volume  with  which  Captain  Med- 
win, soon  after  the  death  of  the  noble  poet,  fiivoured 
tbeworid. 

On  the  subject  of  this  and  other  such  intimacies 
formed  by  Lord  Byroo,  not  only  at  the  period  of  which 
we  are  speaking,  but  throughout  his  whole  life,  it 
would  be  difBcuJt  to  advance  any  thing  more  judi- 
caons,  or  more  demonstrative  of  a  true  knowledge  of* 
his  character,  than  is  to  be  found  in  the  following  re- 
marks of  one  who  had  studied  him  with  her  whole 
heart,^ — ^who  had  learned  to  regard  him  wjth  the  eyes 
of  good  sense,  as  well  as  of  a£fection,  and  whose  strong 
hfCf  in  short*  was  founded  upon  a  basis  the  most 


creditable  both  to  him  and  hersdf,— the  being  able 
to  understand  him.  * 

*•  We  continued  in  Pim  even  more  rigorously  to 
absent  ourselves  from  society.  However,  as  there 
were  a  good  many  English  in  Pisa,  he  could  not  avoid 
becoming  acquamted  vrith  various  friends  of  Shelley, 
among  which  number  was  Mr  Medwin.  They  foUo  wed 
him  in  his  rides,  dined  vrith  him,  and  felt  themselves 
^PPy>  of  course,  in  the  apparent  intimacy  in  which 
they  lived  with  so  renowned  a  man;  but  not  one  of 
them  was  admitted  to  any  part  of  his  friendship, 
which,  indeed,  he  did  not  easily  accord.  He  had  a 
great  a£fection  for  Shdley,  and  a  great  esteem  for  his 
character  and  talents ;  but  he  was  not  his  friend  in 
the  most  extensive  sense  pf  that  word.  Sometimes. 
When  speaking  of  his  friends  and  of  friendship,  as  also 
of  love,  and  of  every  other  noble  emotion  of  the  soul, 
lus  expressions  might  inspire  doubts  ooncemmg  his 
sentiments  and  the  goodness  of  his  heart.  The  feel- 
ing of  the  moment  regulated  his  speech,  and,  besides, 
he  liked  to  play  the  part  of  singulari^,— and  some- 
times worse,— more  especially  with  those  whom  he 
suspected  of  endeavouring  to  make  discoveries  as  to 
hii  real  character;  but  it  was  only  mean  minds  and 
superficial  observers  that  could  be  deceived  in  him. 
It  was  necessary  to  consider  his  actions  to  perceive 
the  contradiction  they  bore  to  his  words :  it  was  ne- 
cessaiy  to  be  vritneas  of  certain  momenta,  during 
which  unforeseen  and  invdnntary  emotion  forced  him 
to  give  himself  entirely  up  to  his  feelings ;  and  who- 
ever beheki  him  then,  became  aware  of  the  stores  of 
sensibility  and  goodness  of  which  his  noble  heart  was 
fun. 

**  Among  the  many  occasions  I  had  of  seeing  him 
thus  overpowered,  I  shaB  mention  one  relative  to  his 
feelings  of  friendship.  A  few  days  before  learing 
Pisa,  we  were  one  evening  seated  in  the  garden  <^ 
the  Palazzo  Lanfiranchi.  A  soft  mekmcholy  was 
spread  over  his  countenance ;— he  recalled  to  mind 
the  eventi  of  his  life;  compared  them  with  his  pre- 
sent situation  and  with  that  which  it  might  have  been 
if  his  a£fection  for  me  had  not  caused  him  to  remain 
in  Italy,  saying  things  which  wouM  have  made  earth 
a  paradise  for  me,  but  that  even  then  a  presentiment 
that  I  should  lose  all  this  happiness  tormented  me. 
At  this  moment  a  servant  announced  Blr  Hobhouse. 
The  slight  shade  of  melancholy  diflliised  over  Lord 
!  Byron's  face  gave  instant  place  to  the  liveliest  joy ; 
but  it  was  so  great,  that  it  ahnost  deprived  him  of 
strength.  A  fearful  paleness  came  over  his  cheeks, 
and  his  eyes  were  filled  with  tears  as  he  embraced 
,  his  friend.  His  emotion  was  so  great  that  he  was 
forced  to  sit  down. 

**  Lord  Clare's  visit  also  occasioned  him  extreme 
deligkt.  He  had  a  great  affection  for  Lord  Clare,  and 
vras  very  happy  during  the  short  visit  that  he  paid  him 
at  Leghorn.  The  day  on  which  they  separated  was 
a  melancholy  one  for  Lord  Byron.  '  I  have  a  pre- 
sentiment that  I  shall  never  see  him  more,'  he  said, 
and  his  eyes  filled  vrith  tears.    The  same  melancholy 


*  «  My  poor  Ziminerman,  who  now  will  nnderaiand 
thee  ?*— «ach  was  the  touchinf  speech  addrefied  to  Zim- 
memian  by  his  wife,  on  her  deathbed,  and  tiiere  is  im- 
plied in  these  few  words  all  that  a  man  of  morbid  sensibility 
nnift  he  dependant  for  upon  the  tender  and  self-forgetting 
tolerance  of  the  woman  with  whom  be  is  united. 
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cane  o?er  him  dunig  the  first  weeks  that  succeeded 
to  Lord  Clare's  departure,  whenerer  his  coB?eis&tion 
happened  to  fidl  upoo  this  friend.**  * 

Of  his  feelings  on  the  death  of  his  daughter  AUegra, 
thisJady  gires  the  following  account :— ^  On  the  oc- 
casion also  of  the  death  of  his  natural  daughter,  I 
saw  in  his  grief  the  excess  of  paternal  tenderness. 
His  conduct  towards  this  child  Was  always  that  of  a 
food  father ;  hut  no  one  would  hare  guessed  from  his 
SKprenions  that  he  felt  this  affection  for  her.  He 
wasikeadfully  agitated  by  the  first  intelligence  of  her 
abess;  and  when/ifterwards  that  of  her  death  ar- 
lired,  I  was  oWiged  to  fulfil  the  melancholy  task  of 
communicating  it  to  him.  The  memory  of  that 
frightful  moment  is  stamped  indelibly  on  my  mind. 
F^  several  erenings  he  had  not  left  his  house,  I 
ifai^rdbre  went  to  hhn.  His  first  question  was  rela- 
tive to  ihe  oourier  he  had  despatched  for  tidings  of 
his  daughter,  and  whose  delay  disquieted  him.  After 
a  shprt  interval  of  tospenae,  with  every  caution  which 


*  "  In  Pfia  abUamo  contfarasto  ancbe  piJk  rifoftMsmente 
a  vtvere  lontano  dsUa  soctetA.  BMendoTl  per6  in  Pin 
moUi  lafleti  ei^  non  poti  icuMni  <1«1  Are  la  conoaceaza 
fli  varii  amlci  di  Shdley*  ft«  i  qoall  ano  fa  Mr  Medwin. 
EmI  Io  MKuitarano  al  paaaeg gio,  pranzavono  con  Ini  e  cer- 
tamente  si  teneTano  felioi  della  apparenle  iDtimiti  che  loro 
accordata  nn  uomo  coti  raperiore.  Ha  neuuno  di  loro  Ai 
ammeiao  mal  a  parte  della  raa  amicizia,  che  ecli  non  era 
AcUe  a  acconUre.  Per  Sbelley  egli  aveva  dell*  affexione 
e  molta  itima  pel  aao  carattere  e  pel  lao  talento,  ma  non 
era  luo  amico  nell*  eiteniione  del  eeftso  che  d  dere  dare 
•11a  parola  amidzia.  Talvolta  parlando  egU  de'  raoi  aailcf , 
«  dell'  amicii^ia  come  pure  dell*  asaore,  e'4i  ognl  altro 
noblleienttmento  dell*  anima.  poterano  i  raoi  diworsi  flur 
natcere  dei  dobbii  rai  veri  raoi  sentimenti,  e  ralla  bontli 
del  rao  more.  Una  impreaiione  noinentanea  regolava  i 
sooidiacemi  e di ptd egli amara ancke a rappreaenUre on 
peraonag^  bizzarro,  «  qnalche  volta.  anche  peggio^ 
specialmente  con  quelli  cbe  egli  pentaTa  Toleaaero  itndlare 
e  fliro  delle  icoperte  ral  rao  caratlere.  Ma  nell'  inganno 
non  potera  cadere  cbe  una  piccola  mente,  e  iin  oewxratore 
raperflolale.  Biaognava  eaaminare  le  me  azioni  per  aentire 
toCta  la  contraddisioiie  cbe  era  Ara  di  ease  e  1  raoi  diacorsi ; 
biaognava  rederlo  in  certi  momenti  in  cui  per  una  eno- 
zione  improTTiaa  e  pKi  forte  della  raa  volont&  la  raa  anima 
d  abbandonava  interamente  a  ae  ateaia :— biaognara  re- 
derlo allora  perlacoprire  i  teaort  di  aentibiliti  e  di  bonti 
cbe  erado  in  qoella  nobile  anima. 

"  Pre  le  tante  volte  che  io  I'bo  vedato  in  rimill  drcoa- 
tanze  ne  ricorderi  una  cbe  riaguarda  i  raoi  Mntimenti  di 
amidzia.  Pocbi  giomi  prima  di  laadare  Pira  eraTnno 
verao  aera  ioaieme  aedoti  nel  giardino  del  Palazzo  Lan- 
fttUBCbL  Una  d^lce  malinoonia  era  aparaa  sol  sao  rise. 
gU  riandara  col  penaiero  gli  arreDlmenti  della  raa  rita  e 
flMeva  il  confroDto  colla  attuale  sua  situazione  e  qoellm 
die  arrebbe  potata  easere  ae  la  ana  affezione  per  aie  non 
r  aveaie  fatto  reatara  in  Italia ;  e  diceva  coae  che  avreb- 
bero  reaa  per  me  la  terra  on  paradiao,  wt  gi4  sino  d'allora 
il  preaaentimento  di  perdere  tanu  leliciti  non  mi  aveaie 
tormentata.  In  qnesto  mentre  on  donestico  aanaiicM  Mr 
Mobhouae.  La  legglera  tinta  di  maUnconia  iparaa  sol  viao 
di  Brron  face  loogo  rabitsmente  alia  pid  viva  gioia ;  ma 
e»a  fu  coal  forte  cbe  gU  toUe  quasi  le  forze.  Un  pallore 
commovente  ricopene  il  rao  volto,  e  nell*  abbracciare  il 
soo  amico  i  sod  occbieraao  pieni  di  lacrimedi  contento.  E 
Tamozioae  Ai  cod  forte  cbe  egU  Ai  obUigato  di  Mderd, 
•enteodosi  mancare  le  forze. 

*'  La  venuta  pure  di  Lord  Clare  Ai  per  lui  an  epoca  di 
grandi  feUcit4.  Egli  amava  aommamente  Lord  Clare— egli 
era  cod  feUce  in  quel  breve  tempo  cbe  pasa6  preaso  di  lol  a 
Liromo,  e  il  giorno  in  cui  si  separarono  Ai  vn  giorno  di 
grande  tristezza  per  Lord  Byron.  '  Io  ho  il  presaenti- 
mento  cbe  non  Io  vedrd  pid'  diceva  egli ;  e  i  suol  occhi  ai 
riempirono  di  lacrinw ;  e  in  qnesto  stato  I'bo  vedut<t  per 
Tarie  setUmane  dopo  la  partenza  di  I.ord  Clare,  ogni  qual 
volta  U  diacorra  cadeva  sopra  di  codesto  onaico.* 


;viy  own  sorrow  suggeited,  I  deprived  him  9f  «U  Impe 
of  the  child's  recovery.    'I  undenta^'  said  h^, — 
'it  is  enough,  say  no  more.*    A  mortal  palmess 
spread  itself  over  his  Csce,  his  strength  failed  him, 
and  he  sunk  into  a  seat.    Hislook  was  fixe^indthe 
expression  such  that  I  began  to  fear  for  his  reaaoo ; 
he  did  net  shed  a  tear,  and  his  oonntenaooe  manifsaiad 
so  hopeless,  so  profound,  so  sublime  a  sorrow,  that 
at  the  rooBient  he  appeared  a  being  of  a^satOFe  ss-  I 
perior  to  humanity.    He  remained  immoveable  in  the  ■ 
same  attitude  for  an  hour,  and  no  oonsofaUigo  which  I 
endeavoured  to  affi>rd  hhn  saemed  to  readi  hia  eara, 
frur  less  his  heart.    But  enough. of  this  sad  cpssoda, 
on  which  I  cannot  linger,  even  lifter  the  lapse  of  so 
mKoj  years,  without  renewing  in  my  own  heart  the 
avrful  vnretchedness  of  that  digr.    He  desired  to  be 
left  alone,  and  I  was  obli^  to  leave  him.    I  fixoid  I 
him  on  the  foUowiiw  morning  tranquiUiaed«  ami  with 
an  expression  of  r^gious  resignation  on  his  features  | 
*She,is  ipore  fbctunate  than  we  are,'  he  wai^\  'be> . 
sides,  her  position  in  the  world  would  scarcelj  have 
aOowed  her  to  be  happy.    It  is  CkKfa  will—lot  aa  ! 
mention  it  no  more.'    And  from  that  day  he  wookl , 
never  pronounce  her  name ;  but  became  mote  — ttm*^  ^ 
when  he  spoke  of  Ada,— so  much  so  as  to  disqasei 
himself  when  the  usual  accounts  sent  him  were  for  a 
post  or  two  dehtyed."  * 

The  melanchdy  death  of  poor  Shelley,  whidi  hap* 
pened,  as  we  have  seen,  also  during  this  period, 
seems  to  have  affiscted  Lord  BysM's  mind  lean  with 
grief  for  the  actual  loss  of  his  friend  than  with  bitter 
indignation  against  those  who  had,  through  fiCe,  ao 
gronly  misrepresented  him ;  and  never  ccrtaialy  was 
there  an  instance  where  the  supposed  absence  of  aO 
reh'gion  in  an  individual  vras  assumed  so  esgerly  as 
an  excuse  for  the  entile  absence  of  truth  and 
in  judging  him.    Though  never  personal^ 


,.♦  "  Nefl'  _ 

naturale  io  bo  veduto  nel  soo  dolora  tattocib  dm  vl  4  di  piii 
profoudo  nella  tenerezza  patema.    La  soa  coodoOa  T«no 
di  codeaU  Autclnlla  era  itata  sempre  qoella  del  padre  II  pid 
amoroso ;  ma  dalle  di  lui  parole  non  d  aatebhe  liiidliali 
che  avease  taata  sflezione  per  Id.    Alia  prima 
della  di  Id  malattia-egU  Ai  aommamente  agitato;  . 
pd  la  notizia  della  morte,  ed  io  doretti  eaerdtare  0 
uiBdo  di  participarla  a  Lord  Byron.    Quel  sewihi 
mento  sarii  indelcbile  hella  mia  memoria.   Kgll  mam 
da  varii  giomi  la  aera :  io  andd  dnaque  da  IbL.   La  pai^ 
domanda  che  egli  mi  feoa  Ai  relativa  d  Con^re  che  ««% 
areva  qwdito  per  avere  notizie  della  soa  ll^a,  e  dl  c«l  U 
ritardo  Io  inquietava.   Dopo  qoskhe  maaftento  di  aaafwa- 
done  con  tntta  I*arte  che  sapeva  aaggeriimi  U  aoia  paspsis 
dolore  gli  -told  ogni  aperanza  della  gwarifioBe  della  Utt- 
dona.    '  Ho  intera,*  disse'egU— *  basta  coal— oca  4ite  di ' 
pid'— e  un  pallore  mortale  d  spane  ral  rao  volta ;  le  Ihne  I 
gli  mancarono,  e  cadde  aopra  una  aedis  d'awwggio.    Uam  * 
Sgoardo  era  fiaso  e  tale  die  mi  liwe  temera  par  la  aaft  n- ' 
gione.   EgU  rimaae  in qudlo stato  d'immobiHtd  un' eta;  e  ' 
nessnna  parola  di  conadazione  cbe  io  potead  iadirizyacil 
parera  penetrare  lesue  orecchie  non  cbe  U  an*  ct—u.   Ma 
basta  cod  di  queata  triatadetenziane  nella  quale  aaa  pasaa 
fermarmi  dopo  tanti  anni  seaza  risvegUare  di  annva  ad  j 
uio  auimo  le  terribill  aotTerenze  di  quel  giom*.    I«a  mai- 
tina  Io  troval  traaquilio,  e  con  una  eapreasioae  di  rrllglam  1 
lasaegnaiione  'nel  rao  vdto.   *  Ella  k  pl^  Mk«  dl  aoi,' 
diss'  egU— '  d'altroode  la  ana  dtnazioaa  nel  mnada  ana  Is  , 
aTrebbe  data  forse  lelidtiL   Dio  ha  votato  rnri    bm  as  ; 
parliamo  pid.'    E  da  quel  giorno  in  poi  bob  ba  pid  valata  ' 
proferire  U  nome  di  queHa  ftodulla.    Bla  h  dlreauto  pia 
pensieroao  parlaade  di   Adda,  al  pnato  di  taimsalani 
qoando  gU  ritardavano  di  qualche  ecdisaria  la  dl  Id  •»-  j 
tisie.» 
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widi  Mr  Shelley,  I  can  join  fireely  with  those  wha 
BOil  lored  him  in  admiring  the  Tarious  exoelleneies 
of  his  heart  and  genius,  and  lamenting  the  too  early 
doom  that  rohbed  nt  of  the  mature  fmits  of  both. 
ffii  about  life  had  been,  like  his  poetry,  a  sort  of 
br^glity  erfoneons  dream, — false  in  the  general  prin- 
ciples on  which  it  proceeded,  though  beautiful  and 
attaching  in  most  of  the  details.  Had  full  time  been 
tOomed  fov  the  '^  o?er-light "  of  his  imagination  to 
hare  been  tempered  down  by  the-judgment  which, 
is  Um,  was  still  in  reserre^  the  world  at  large  would 
have  been  taught  to  pAy  that  high  homage  to  his 
gcniiBl  which  tfiose  onljr  who  stf  w  what  he  was  capable 
of  can  now  be  ^cpected  to  accord  to  it. 

It  was  about  diis  time  that  Mr  Cowell,  paying  a 
Tint  to  Lord  ByrOo  at  Genoa,  was  told  by  him  that 
sane  friends  of  Mr  SheOey,  sitting  together  one  ev- 
euBg,  had' seen  that  gendema%  distroctly,  as  they 
thought,  walk  into  a  little  wood  at  Lcrid,  when  at 
the  sute  moment,  As  they  afterwards  discoTered,  he 
was  fiir  away,  in  quite  a  different  direction.  **  This," 
aMed  Lord  Byron,  m  a  low,  awe«truck'tone  of  Yoice, 
"  wa»  bat  ten  days  before  poor  Shelley  died." 


LETTER  DIV. 

TO  MR  MimRAT. 

"  Genoa,  October  IHh,  189. 

**  I  hare  receired  your  letter,  and  as  you  explain 
it,  I  hare  no  objection,  on  yottr  account,  to  omit 
those  passages'  m  the  neW  Mystery  (which  were 
narked  in  the  half-sheet  sent  the  other  day  to  Pisa), 
or  the  passage  m  Cain  ;-^but  why  not  be  open,  and 
■ly  so  at  first  ?  You  should  be  more  straight-for* 
ward  on  erery  account. 

*^  I  hare  been  Tery  unwell — ^fonr  days  confined  to 
my. bed  in* the  worst  inn's  worst  room,*  at  I^rici, 
witb  a  Tiolent  rheumatic  and  bilious  attack,  constl- 
piaCioiL,  and  the  dcYil  knows  what:~-no  physician, 
except  a  young  felkm,  who,  however,  was  kind  and 
eaotioos,  and  that's  enough. 

**  At  hist  I  seized  Thompson's  book  of  prescriptions 
(a  donation  of  yours),  and  physicked  myself  with  the 
firat  doee  I  found  in  it;  and  after  undergoing  the  ra- 
vages of  all  kinds  of  decoctions,  salUed  from  bed  on 
tbe  fifth  Bay  to  cross  tbie  Gulf  to  Sestri.  The  sea 
revived  me  instantly ;  and  I  ate  the  sailors'  cold  fish, 
&fid  drank  a  gallon  of  country  wine,  and  got  to  Genoa 
tbe  same  m'ght  after  landing  at  Sestri,  and  hare  ever 
aiaoe  been  keeping  wdl,  but  thinner,  and  with  an  oo- 
^aasJrmal  cougfft  towards  evening. 

*'  I  am  afraid  the  Journal  is  a  bad  business,  and 
woo*t  do;  but  in  it  lam  sacrificiog  myself  tor  others 
— J  can  have  no  advantage  m  it.  I  beUeve  the 
brathers  Hunts  to  be  honest  men;  I  am  sure  that 
tbey  are  poor  ones:  they  have  not  a  nap.  They 
prased  me  to  engage  in  this  work,  and  in  an  evil  hour 
I  consented.  Still  I  shall  not  repent,  if  I  can  do  them 
tb6  least  service.  I  have  done  all  I  can  for  Leigh 
ffif nt  since  he  came  here ;  but  it  is  almost  useless : — 
bis  wife  Is  ill,  his  six  children  not  very  tractable,  and 
in  the  aiKurs  of  this  world  he  himself  is  a  child.  The 
death  of  SheOey  left  them  totally  aground;  and  I 
ooold  not  see  them  in  such  a  state  without  using  the 


common  feelings  of  humanity,  and  what  means  were 
in  my  power,  to  set  them  afloat  again. 

**  So  Douglas  Kinnaird  is  out  of  the  way  P    He  was 
so  the  last  time  I  sent  him  a  parcel,  and  he  gives  no 
previous  notice.    When  is  he  expected  again? 
"Yours,  «tc. 

*^  P.  S.  "Will  you  say  at  once — do  you  publish 
Werner  and  the  Mystery  or  not?  You  never  oi^^ 
aUnde  to  them. 

"  That  curst  advertisement  of  Mr  J.  Hunt  is  out  of 
the  Umits.  1  did  not  lend  him  my  name  to  be  hawked 
about  in  this  way. 

#        ♦        ¥        ♦        *     *# 

**  However,  I  believe— at  least,  hope — that  after 
all  you  ttiay  be  a  good  fellow  at  bottom,  and  it  Is  on 
this  presumption  that  I  now  vnrite  to  you  on  tJie 
subject  of  a  poor  woman  of  the  name  of  Yossy^  who 
is,  or  was,  an  author  of  yours,  as  she  says,  and  pub- 
lished a  book  on  Switserkind  in  1816,  patronized 
by  the  '  Court  and  Colonel  M*Mahon/  But  it  seems 
that  neither  the  Court  nor  the  Cok>nel  could  get  over 
the  portentous  price  of  '  three  pounds,  thirteen,  and 
sixpence,'  which  alarm^  the  too  susceptible  public ; 
and,  in  short,  *  the  book  died  away,'  and,  what  is 
worse,  the  poor  souPs  husband  died  too,  and  she 
vrrites  with  the  man  a  corpse  before  her ;  but  instead 
of  addressing  the  bishop  or  Mr  Wilberforce,  she  hath 
recourse  to  that  proscribed,  atheistical,  syllogisticaJ, 
phk>gistical  person,  mysen,  as  they  say  in  Notts.  It 
is  strange  enough,  but  the  rascaille  English,  who 
calumniate  me  in  every  direction  and  on  every  score, 
whenever  they  are  in  great  distress  recur  to  me  for 
assistance.  If  I  have  had  one  example  of  this,  I  have 
had  letters  from  a  thousand,  and  as  far  as  is  in  my 
power  have  tried  to  repay  good  for  evil,  and  purchase 
a  shilling's  worth  of  nlvation  as  long  as  my  pocket 
can  hold  out. 

**  Now,  I  am  wOUng  to  do  what  I  can  for  this  un- 
fortunate person ;  but  her  situation  and  her  wishes 
(not  un^asonable,  however)  require  more  than  can 
be  advanced  by  one  individual  like  myself;  for  I  have 
many  claims  of  the  same  kind  just  at  present,  and  also 
some  remnants  of  debt  to  pay  in  England---God,  he 
knovirs,  the  latter  how  reluctantly !  Can  the  Literary 
Fund  do  nothing  for  her?  By  your  interest,  which 
is  great  among  the  pious,  I  dare  say  that  something 
might  be  collected.  Can  you  get  any  of  her  books 
published?  Suppose  you  took  heV  as  author  in 
my  place,  now  vacant  among  your  ragamufflbs  ?  she 
is  a  moral  and  pious  person,  and  will  shiiie  upon 
your  shelves.  But  seriously,  do  what  you  can  for 
her." 


LETTER  DV. 

Ta  MR  MURRAY. 

"  Genoa,  9bre  23d,  1881. 
**  I  have  to  thank  you  for  a  parcel  of  books,  which 
are  very  welcome,  especially  Sir  Walter's  gift  of 
'Halidon  Hill.'  You  have  sent  me  a  copy  of  *  Wer- 
ner,' but  without  the  preface.  If  you  have  published 
it  without,  you  will  have  plunged  me  into  a  very  dis- 
agreeable dilemma,  because  I  shall  be  accused  of 
plagiarism  from  Miss  Lee's  German's  Tale,  whereas 
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I  hare  fiUiy  and  freely  acknowledged  that  the  drama 
it  entirely  taken  from  the  story. 

*^  I  return  you  the  Quarterly  Review,  uncut  and 
unopened,  not  from  disrespect,  or  disregard,  or  pique, 
but  it  is  a  kind  of  reading  which  I  have  some  time 
disused,  as  I  think  the  periodical  style  of  writing 
hurtful  to  the  habits  of  the  mind  by  presenting  the 
superficies  of  too  many  things  at  once.  I  do  not  know 
that  it  contains  any  thing  disagreeable  to  me — it  may 
or  it  may  not ;  nor  do  I  return  it  on  account  that  there 
fnoy  be  an  article  which  you  hinted  at  in  one  of  your 
late  letters,  but  because  1  have  left  oflF  reading  these 
kind  of  works,  and  should  equally  have  returaisd  you 
any  other  number. 

"  J  am  obliged  to  take  in  one  or  two  abroad  be- 
cause solicited  to  do  so.  The  Edinburgh  came  before 
me  by  mere  chance  in  Galignani's  picnic  sort  of  ga- 
zette,  where  he  had  inserted  a  part  of  it. 

^  You  will  have  received  various  letters  from  me 
hitely,  in  a  style  which  I  used  with  reluctance;  but 
you  left  me  no  other  choice  by  your  absolute  refusal 
to  communicate  with  a  man  you  did  not  like  upon  the 
mere  simple  matter  of  transfer  of  a  few  papers  of  little 
consequence  (except  to  their  author),  and  which 
could  be  of  no  moment  to  yourself. 

^  I  hope  that  Mr  Kinnaird  is  better.  It  is  strange 
that  you  never  alluded  to  his  accident,  if  it  be  true, 
as  stated  in  the  papers. 

*^  I  am  yours,  Sec.  &c. 
**  I  hope  that  you  have  a  milder  winter  than  we 
have  had  here.  We  have  had  inundations  worthy 
of  the  Tirent  or  Po,  and  the  conductor  (Pranklin's)  of 
my  house  was  struck  (or  supposed  to  be  stricken)  by 
a  thunderbolt.  I  was  so  near  the  window  that  I  was 
dazzled  and  my  eyes  hurt  for  several  minutes,  and 
every  body  in  the  house  felt  an  electric  shock  at  the 
moment.  Madame  Guiocioli  was  frightened,  as  you 
may  suppose. 

**  I  have  thought  since  that  your  bigots  wouU  have 
*  saddled  me  v?ith  a  judgment,'  (as  Thwackum  did 
Square  when  he  bit  his  tongue  in  talking  metaphysics), 
if  any  thing  had  happened  of  consequence.  These 
feltows  always  forget  Christ  in  their  Christianity,  and 
what  he  said  when '  the  tower  of  Sik>am  fell' 

^  To-day  is  the  9th,  and  the  lOUt  is  my  surviving 
daughter's  birthday.  I  have  ordered,  as  a  regale,  a 
mutton  chop  and  a  bottle  of  ale.  She  is  seven  years 
old,  I  believe.  Did  I  ever  tell  you  that  the  day  I  cam6 
of  age  I  dined  on  eggs  and  bacon  and  a  bottle  of  ale? 
For  once  in  a  way  they  are  my  favourite  dish  and 
drinkable,  but  as  neither  of  them  agree  with  me,  I 
never  use  them  but  on  great  jubilees— once  in  four  or 
five  years  or  so. 

**J  see  somebody  represents  the  Hunts  and 
Mrs  Shelley  as  living  in  my  house :  it  is  a  falsehood. 
They  reside  at  some  distance,  and  I  do  not  see  them 
twir«  m  a  month.  I  have  not  met  Mr  Hunt  a  dozen 
times  since  I  came  to  Genoa,  or  near  it. 

**  Yours  ever,  &€.** 

LETTER   DVI. 

TO  MB  MUKRAY. 

"  Genoa,  10lireSy>,182S. 
^  1  had  sent  you  back  the  Quarterly  vrithout  peru- 


sal, havmg  resolved  to  read  no  more  reviews,  sood, 
bad,  or  indiffiireat:  but  *wfao  can  contrd  hia fate f ' 
Galignani,  to  whom  my  English  studies  ar«  ooofined^ 
has  forwarded  a  copy  of  at  least  one  half  of  it  in  hia 
indefiEUigable  oatch-penny  weekly  compilation;  and 
as,  *  like  honour,  it  came  unlocked  for/  I  have  k)olbed 
through  it.  I  must  tey  that,  upon  ihe  whoUf  tint 
is,  the  whole  of  the  Aa(f  which  I  have  read  (for  tke 
other  half  is  to  be  the  segment  of  Galignani's  nezt 
week's  circular),  it  is  extremely  handsome,  and  any 
thing  but  unkind  or  unfair.  As  I  take  Ihe  good  ia 
good  part,  I  must  not,  norwill  not,  quarrel  vrilh  the 
bad.  What  the  writer  says  of  Don  Juan  is  hanh, 
but  it  is  inevitable.  He  must  follow,  or  at  least  not 
directly  oppose,  the  opinion  of  a  prevailing  and  yet 
not  very  firmly  seated  party.  A  Review  may  and 
will  direet  and  *tum  awiy'  the  currents  of  opi- 
nion, but  it  must  not  directly  oppose  them.  Don 
Juan  will  be  known,  by  and  by,  for  what  it  is  in- 
tended, a  Satire  on  abuses  of  the  present  stales  of 
society,  and  not  an  eulogy  of  vice.  It  may  be  now 
and  then  voluptuous :— I  can't  hdp  that  Ariosio  is 
worse;  SmolleU  (see  Lord  Strutwell  in  toI.  9d  of 
Roderick  Random)  ten  times  worse ;  and  Fidding  no 
better.  No  giri  will  ever  be  seduced  by  reading  Don 
Juan  : — no,  no;  she  will  go  to  Little's  poems  and 
Rousseau's  RomoHs  for  that,  or  even  to  the  wnia- 
culate  De  Stael.  They  vriU  encouiage  her,  and  noc 
the  Don,  who  laughs  at  that,  and-^and— most  other 
things.    Bi;t  never  mind — ga  ira  ! 

#       #       #    .  #       ♦       # 

^  Now,  do  yon  see  what  you  and  yonr  firiendi  do 
by  your  mjudicious  rudeness?— actnaJly  cement  a  sort 
of  ooimexion  which  you  strove  to  prevent,  and  whiefa, 
had  the  Hunts  prospered,  would  not  iaaQ  pJrthahiHty 
have  continued.  As  it  is,  I  wiQ  not  quit  them  in 
their  adversity,  though  it  should  cost  me  ehanfllar, 
fame,  money,  and  the  usual  et  cetera. 

''My  original  motives  I  ab«idy  explained  (in  thn 
letter  which  you  thought  proper  to  show) :  they  are 
the  true  ones,  and  I  abide  by  them,  as  I  tell  you,  and 
I  told  Leigh  Hunt  when  he  questioned  me  on  the 
subject  of  that  letter.  He  was  violently  hurt,  and 
never  will  forgive  me  at  bottom ;  but  I  caa't  heltp  that. 
I  never  meant  to  make  a  parade  of  ii;  but  if  he  f^osa 
to  question  me,  1  could  only  answer  the  J^Sm  truth  : 
and  I  confess  I  did  not  see  any  thing  in  Bte  letter  to 
hurt  him,  unless  I  said  he  was  'a  here^*  winch  I 
don't  remember.  Had  their  Jouroal  gone  on  wi^ 
and  I  could  have  aided  to  make  it  better  for  them,  I 
should  then  have  left  them,  after  my  safe  pik4age  off 
a  lee  shore,  to  make  a  prosperous  voyage  by  them- 
selves. As  it  is,  I  ean't,  and  would  not,  if  I  rmiji, 
leave  them  among  the  breakers. 

^^  As  to  any  community  of  feeling,  thought,  or  opi- 
nion^ between  Ldgh  Hunt  and  me,  there  is  little  or 
none.  We  meet  rarely^  hardly  ever ;  but  I  think  1 
a  good-priqcipted  and  able  man,  and  omal  do  as  I 
would  be  done  by.  I  do  not  know  what  vorld  be  hai 
lived  in,  but  I  have  lived  in  three  or  fbor^  hat  none  of 
them  like  his  Keats  and  kangaroo  tem  incofnita. 
Ahs  I  poor  Shelley  i  how  we  woukl  have  laoghed  had 
he  lived,  and  how  we  used  to  bugfa  now  and  then,  at 
various  things  which  are  gmve  in  the  suburbs ! 

^  You  are  all  nustakenalboiit  Shelley.  Vnadonot 
know  how  mikl,  how  tolerant,  how  food  Ito  wm  m 
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Bociety ;  and  as  perfect  a  gendeman  as  eyer  crossed  a 
drawing-room,  when  be  lik'ed,  and  where  liked. 

**  I  have  some  thoughts  of  taking  a  run  down  to 
Naples  {solus,  or,  at  most,  cum  sold)  this  spring,  and 
writing,  when  I  faaye  studied  the  country,  a  Fifth  and 
Sixth  Canto  of  Chikie  Harokl :  but  this  is  merely  an 
■dte  for  the  present,  and  I  bare  other  excursions 
and  TCtyages  in  my  mind.  The  busts*  are  finished : 
are  yoa  worthy  of  themP 

«VourB,&c. 

•*N.B. 

*^P.  S.  Mrs  Shelley  is  residing  with  the  HunU  at 
some  distance  from  me.  I  see  them  very  seldom,  and 
geoeiaUy  on  account  of  their  business.  Mrs  Shelley, 
I  beiieTe,  will  go  to  England  in  the  spring. 

**  Count  Gamba's  &mily,  the  father  and  mother 
and  daughter,  are  residing  with  me  by  Mr  Hill  (the 
ministef's)  recommendation,  as  a  safer  asylum  from 
&e  political  persecutions  than  they  could  have  in 
another  resi^ce;  but  they  occupy  one  part  of  a 
krge  house,  and  I  the  other,  and  our  establ^hments 
are  quite  separate. 

**  Since  1  have  read  the  Quarterly,  I  shall  erase  two 
or  three  passages  in  the  latter  six  or  seyen  cantos,  in 
which  I  had  lightly  stroked  over  two  or  three  of  your 
authors ;  but  1  will  not  return  evil  for  good.  I  liked 
what  I  read  of  the  article  much. 

**  Mr  J.  Hunt  is  most  likely  the  publisher  of  the  new 
Cantos;  with  what  prospects  of  success  1  know  not, 
nor  does  it  very  much  matter,  as  Cur  as  I  am  con- 
ceraed;  but  I  hope  that  It  may  be  of  use  to  him,  for 
he  is  a  stiff,  sturdy,  eonsdentious  man,  and  I  like  him : 
he  is  such  a  one  as  Prynne  or  Pym  might  be.  I  bear 
yoo  no  ill-will  for  declining  the  Don  Juans. 

**Have  you  aided  Madame  de  Yossy,  as  I  re- 
quested ?  I  sent  her  three  hundred  francs.  Rsoom- 
mesd  her,  vrill  you,  to  the  Literary  Fund,  or  to  some 
benevolenoe  within  your  cirdes.** 


LETTER  DVn. 

to  LADY  

"  AUmto,  November  lOth,  189SL 

*<  The  Chevalier  persiited  in  declaring  hunself  an 
iD-used  gentleman,  and  describing  you  as  a  kind  of 
oohl  Calypso,  who  lead  astray  people  of  an  amatory 
disposition  without  giving  them  any  sort  of  compensa- 
li«o,  contenting  yourself,  it  seems,  with  only  making 
one  fool  instead  of  two,  which  is  the  more  approved 
method  oC  proceeding  on  such  occasions.  For  my 
part*  I  think,  you  are  quite  right ;  and  be  assured 
from  me  that  a  woman  (as  society  is  constituted  in 
England]  who  gives  any  advantage  to  a  man  may  ex- 
pect a  lover,  but  will  sooner  or  later  find  a  tyrant ; 
and  this  is  not  the  man's  fault  either,  perhaps,  but  is 
the  necessai7  and  natural  result  of  the  circumstances 
of  society,  which,  in  fact,  tyrannize  over  the  man 


-  «  Of  the  bust  of  himself  by  BartoUini  he  nys,  in  one  of 
the  omitted  letters  to  Mr  Murrsf — *  Tbe  bwt  does  not  turn 
oat  a  good  oncr— thvug b  it  maj  be  Vke  for  aught  I  know, 
as  it  exactly  resembles  a  saperannnated  Jesuit.*  Agiriu. 
"  I  assure  you  Bartollinif  is  dreadAiI,  though  my  mind 
misgives  me  that  it  is  hideously  like.  If  it  is,  I  cannot  be 
loag  Aatbis  world,  for  it  overlooks  seventy.** 


equally  vrith  the  woman,  that  is  to  say,  if  either  of 
them  have  any  feeling  or  honour. 

^  You  can  write  to  me  at  your  leisure  and  inclina- 
tion. I  have  always  laid  it  down  as  a  maxim,  and 
found  it  justified  by  experience,  that  a  man  and  a 
woman  make  far  better  friendships  than  can  exist 
between  two  of  the  same  sex ;  but  these  with  this 
condition,  that  they  never  have  made,  or  are  to  make, 
love  with  each  other.  Lovers  may,  and,  indeed, 
generally  are  enemies,  but  they  never  can  be  friends; 
because  there  must  dways  be  a  spice  of  jealousy  and 
a  something  of  self  in  all  their  speculations. 

**  Iqdeed,  I  rather  k>ok  upon  love  altogether  as  a 
sort  of  hostile  transaction,  very  necessary  to  make  or 
to  break  matches,  and  keep  the  workl  going,  b«t  by 
no  means  a  sinecure  to  the  parties  concerned. 

"  Now,  as  my  love  perib  are,  I  believe,  pretty  well 
over,  and  yours,  by  all  accounts;  are  never  io  begin, 
we  shall  be  the  best  friends  imaginable,  as  fru*  as  both 
are  concerned,  and  with  this  advantage,  that  we  may 
both  fall  to  loving  right  and  left  through  all  our  ac- 
quaintance, without  either  sullenness  or  sorrow  fr^Mn 
that  amiable  passion  which  are  its  inseparable  at- 


^Believe  me,  ficc." 


LETTER  DVIIl. 

TO  Mil  MOORB. 

"  Genoa,  February  20th,  182S. 
^Bft  DEAR  TOM, 

^  I  must  again  refer  yon  to  those  two  letters  ad- 
dressed to  you  at  Passy  before  I  read  your  speech  in 
Galignani,  &c.,  and  which  you  do  not  seem  to  have 
received.* 

^  Of  Hunt  I  see  little — once  a  month  or  so,  and 
then  on  his  own  business,  generally.  Yo<|  may  easily 
suppose  that  I  know  too  little  of  Hampstead  and  his 
satdlites  to  have  much  communion  or  community  vrith 
him.  My  whole  present  rekition  la  him  arose  from 
Shelley's  unexpected  wreck.  You  would  not  have 
had  me  leave  him  in  the  street  with  his  family,  woukl 
you?  and  as  to  the  other  plan  you  mention,  you  forget 
how  it  would  humiliate  him—that  his  writings  should 
be  supposed  to  be  dead  weight  If  Think  a  moment 
— he  is  perhaps  the  vainest  man  on  earth,  at  least  his 
own  friends  say  so  pretty  loudly ;  and  if  he  were  in 
other  circumstances,  I  might  be  tempted  to  take  him 
down  a  peg;  but  not  now, — it  would  be  cruel.  It  is 
a  cursed  business;  but  neither  the  motive  nor  the 
means  rest  upon  my  conscience,  and  it  happens  that 
he  and  his  brother  have  been  so  f|^  benefited  by  the 
publication  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view.  His  brother 
is  a  steady,  bold  fellow,  such  as  Prynne,  for  example, 
and  full  of  moral,  and,  I  hear,  physical  courage. 

*^  And  you  are  realfy  recanting,  or  softening  to  the 
clergy !  It  will  do  little  good  for  you — it  is  you,  not 
the  poem,  they  are  at.  THey  will  say  they  frightened 
you— forbid  it,  Ireland  1 

**  Youw  ever, 

"N.  B." 

•  I  was  never  lucky  enough  to  recover  these  two  letters, 
though  frequent  inquiries  were  made  about  them  at  tbe 
French  post- office. 

t  The  passage  in  one  of  my  letters  to  which  be  here  re- 
fers shall  be  given  presently. 
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Lord  Byron  had  now,' for  some  time,  as  may  be 
collected  from  his  letters,  began  to  fancy  that  his  repu- 
tation in  England  was  on  the  wane.  The  same  thirst 
•after  fame,  with  the  same  sensitiveness  to  eveiy  pai»> 
ing  chance  of  popular  favour,  which  led  Tasso  at  last 
to  look  upon  himself  as  the  moM  despised  of  writers,* 
had  more  than  once  disposed  Lord  Byron,  in  the  midst 
of  all  his  triumphs,  if  not  to  doubt  their  reality,  at  least 
to  distrust  their  continuance ;  and  sometimes  even, 
with  that  painful  skill  which  sensibility  supplies,  to 
extmct  out  of  the  brightest  tributes  of  success  some 
omen  of  future  failure,  or  ^mptom  of  decline.  New 
successes,  however,  still  came  to  dissipate  these  bod- 
ings  of  diffidence,  nor  was  it  till  after  his  unlucky 
coalition  with  Mr  Hunt  in  the  Liberal,  that  any 
grounds  for  such  a  suspicion  .of  his  having  declined 
in  public  favour  showed  theuMelves. 

The  chief  inducemuits,  on  the  part  of  Lord  Byron, 
to  this  unworthy  alliance  were,  in  the  first  place,  a 
.wish  to  second  the  kind  views  of  his  friend  Shelley  in 
iovitmg  Mr  Hunt  to  job  him  in  Italy ;  and,  in  the 
next,  a  desire  to  avail  himself  of  the  aid  of  one  so 
experienced,  as  an  editor,  in  the  favourite  project  he 
had  now  so  k>ng  contemplated,  of  a  periodical  work, 
in  which  all  the  turiods  offspring  of  his  genius  might 
be  received  fast  as  they  sprung  to  light'  With  such 
opinions*  howevel',  as  he 'had  long  entertained  of 
Mr  Hunt's  character  and  talents,t  it  must  be  owned 
that  the  facility  with  which  he  now  admitted  him — 
not  certainly  to  any  degree  of  confidence  or  intimacy, 
but  to  a  declared  fellowship  of  fame  and  interest  in 
the  eyes  of  the  world,  is  an  incoosisteney  not  easily 
to  be  aobounted  for,  and  argued^  at  all  events,  a 
strong  confidence  in  the  antidotal  power  of  his  own 
name  to  resist  the  ridicule  of  such  an  association. 

As  kmg  as  Shelley  lived*  the  regard  which  Lonl 
Byron  entectained  for  him  extended  its  influence  also 
over  his  relations  with  his  friend;  the » suavity  and 
good-breeding  of  SheQey  interposing  a  sort  of  soften- 
ing mediom  in  the  way  of  those  unpleasant  coUismns 
which  afterwards  took  place,  and  which,  frpm  what 
is  known  of  both  parties,  may  be  easi^  conceived -to 
have  been  alike  trying  to  the  patience  of  the  patron 
and  the  .vanity  of  the  dependent.  That  even,  how- 
ever^ during  the  lifetime  of  their  common  friend,  there 
had  occurred  some  of  those  humiliating  misunderstand' 
ings  which  rooaor  engenders, — humiliating  on  both 
sides,  as  if  from  the  very  nature  of  the  dross  that 
gives  rise  to  them,— will  appear  from  the  following 
letter  oTShelley's,  m^hich  I  find  among  the  papers  in 
my  hands. 

TO  LORD  BYRON. 

"  Febmsry  I3th,  18S3. 
«  MY  DEAR  LORD  BYRO!^ 

*^  I  enck)se  you  a  letter  from  Hunt,  which  annoys 
me  on  more  than  one  account.   You  will  observe  tiie 


*  In  one  of  his  Letters  this  poet  mjs  ;— "  Non  poaso 
negftre  cbe  io  mi  doglio  oltrsmisura  di  ester  state  tanto 
tfisprexzato  dal  vondo  qnonto  non  h  altro  scrittore  dl 
qnesto  secolo."  In  another  letter,  however,  after  coip- 
plafaijng  of  being  "  peraeguitato  da  molti  pi&  cbe  non  era 
conveneT<rie,"  be  adds,  with  a  provd  prescience  of  bis 
ftitnre  flune,  "  Laond^  stimo  di  potermene  rafionevol- 
■Mate  ricbiaaMire  aHa  posterity.  '* 

t  See  Letter  CCGXVU,  page  S87. 


postscript,  and  you  know  me  well  enough  to  fed  how 
painful  a  task  is  set  me  in  commenting  upon  it.  Hunt 
had  urged  me  more  than  once  to  ask  you  to  lend  hin 
this  money.  My  answer  consisted  in  sendiqg  him  all 
I  could  spare,  widoh  I  have  now  literal^  done.  Your 
kmdness  in  fitting  up  a  part  of  your  own  home  for  his 
accommodation  I  sensibly  felt,  and  willingly  aocept-  ' 
edfrom  you  on  hjs  part,  but,  believe  me,  without  ( 
the  slightest  intention  of  imposing,  or,  if  I  could  help 
it,  allowing  to  be  imposed,  any  heavier  task  on  your 
purse.  Asit  has  come  to  this  in  spite  of  my  exotions, 
1  will  not  conceal  from  you  the  low  ebb  of  my  own 
money  a&irs  in  the  present  moment, — that  is»  m^ 
absolute  incapacity  of  assisting  Hunt  farther. 

^I  do  not  think  poor  Hunt's  promise  to  pay  in  a 
given  time  is  worth  very  much ;  but  mine  is  less  subject 
to  uncertainty,  and  I  should  be  happy  to  be  responsihb 
for  any  engagement  he  may  have  proposed  to  jtu. 
I  am  so  mucb  annoyed  by  this  sul^ect  that  I  hanUy 
know  what  to  write,  aad  much  less  whailo  say ;  and 
I  have  need  of  all  your  indulgence  in  judging  both 
my  feelings  and  expressions. 

I  shall  see  you  by  and  by.    Believe  me, 

^  Yours  most  fiaithfcilly  and  sinoere^, 
''P.  aSonxBT." 

Of  the  book  in  which  Mr.  Hunt  has  tfaooght  it 
decent  to  revenge  npon  the  dead  the  pain  of  those 
obligations  he  had,  in  his  hour  of  need,  aeoepled 
from  the  living,  I  am  luckily  saved  from  the  disteate 
of  speaking  at  any  length;  by  th»  utter  and  moat 
deserved  oblivion  into  which  his  volume  baa  faflea. 
Never,  indeed,  was  the  right  feeling  of  the  world 
upon  such  subjects  more  creditably  displayed  than  in 
the  reception  given  universaHy  to  that  ungenenMs 
boohf— even  those  the  least  disposed  to  think  approv- 
ingly of  Lord  Byron  having  shrunk  back  from  aueh 
a  corroboration  of  their  own  opinion  as  oould  b* 
afforded  by  one  who  did  not  blush  to  owe  his 
authority,  as  an  accuser,  to  the  -  fsoiUties  of 
observation  he  had  etqoye^,  by  having  been  sheltcfvi 
and  fed  Under  the  very  roof  of  the  man  whom  he 
maligned.  | 

With  respect  to  the  hostile  feeling  man^ested  in 
Mr.  Hunt's  work  towards  myself,  the  sole  revenge  I  j 
shall  take  is,  to  hiy  before  my  readers  the  fMsaage  in  ; 
one  of  my  letters  which  provoked  it;  and  which  aaj  I 
clftin,  at  least,  the  merit  of  not  being  a  covaft  attack,  I 
as  throoghoujt  the  whole  of  my  remonstFaaoes  t»  | 
Lord  Byron  on  the  subject  of  his  new  literary  aSi^s,  j 
not  a  line  did  I  ever  write  respecting  either  Mr.  ; 
Shelley  or  Mr.  Hunt  which  I  was  not  foUy  jvcpafcd, 
from  long  knowledge  of  n^  corrrespondent,  to  fiad 
that  he  had  instantly,  and  as  a  matter  of  OMirsi^ 
communicated  to  them.    That  this  want  of  relenlioa 
was- a  fault  in  my  noble  friend,  I  am  not  inclined  lo 
deny ;  but,  being  undisguised,  it  was  easily  guarded 
against,   and,    when   guarded    agaiist, .  hnnal— 
Besides,  such  is  the  penalty  generally  to  be  paid  W 
Jrankncss  of  character;  and  they  who  couki  have 
flattered  themselves  that  one  so  open  about  his  Ofwp 
aflaire  as  Lord  Byron  would  \te  much  marc  disoaci 
wliere  the  confidences  of  others  'were  oonoicaed, 
wouM  have  had  t^ix  own  imprudeaea,  Mt  hm.  Is 
blame  for  any  injury  that  Iheif  dependence  apoB  kii 
secrecy  had  brought  on  them. 
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The  following  is  the  jiaasage,  which  Lord  BjroD, 

as  I  take  for  granted,  showed  to  Mr.  Hunt,  and  to 

which  one  of  bis  letters  to  myself  (February  20)  refers : 

**  I  am  most  anxious  to  know  that  you  mean  to 

emerge  out  of  the  Liberal.    It  grieres  me  to  urge  any 

thing  so  much  against  Hunt's  interest;  but  I  should 

act  hesitate  to  use  the  same  language  to  himself^ 

were  I  near  him.    I  would/  if  1  were  you,  ser?e  him 

in  cTery^  possible  way  but  this — I  would  give  him  (if 

I  he  would  accept  of  it)  the  profits  of  the  same  works, 

I  published  separately — but  I  would^  twt  mix  myself 

I  up  m  this  way  with  others.    I  would  not  become  a 

1  partner  in  this  sort  of  miscellaneous  *poi  au  feut 

.  where  the  bad  flavour  of  one  ingredient  is  sure  to  taint 

I  all  therest.    I  would  be,  if  I  were  yo»,  akMie,  single- 

;  handed,  and,  as  such,  invincible." 

While  on  the  subject  of  Mr.  Hunt,  I  shall  avail 
mtyself  of  the  opportunity  it  affi^rds  me  of  introducing 
some  portions  of  a  letter  addressed  to  a  friend  of  that 
gentleman  by  Lord  Byron,  in  consequence  of  an 
appeal  made  to  the  feelings  of  the  latter  on  the  score 
of  his  professed  *<  friendship"  for  Mr.  Hunt.  The 
aTOwab  he  here  makes  are,  I  own,  startling,  and 
must  be  taken  with  more  than  the  usuai  allowance, 
not  <mly  for  the  particular  mood  of  temper  or  spirits 
ia  which  the  letter  was  written,  but  for  the  influence 
also  of  such  slight,  casual  piquel  and  resentments  as 
might  hare  been,  just  then,  in  their  darkening  transit 
through  his  mind, — indisposing  him,  for  the  moment, 
to  those  among  his  friends  whom,  in  a  sunnier  mood, 
be  would  have  proclaimed  as  his  most  chosen  and 


LETTER  DIX. 


*  *  ¥  f  f  *         * 

**  I  presume  that  you,  at  least,  know  enough  of  me 
to  be  sure  that  I  could  have  no  intention  to  insult 
Hunt's  poverty.  On  the  contrary,  I  honour  him  for 
it;  for  I  know  what  it  is,  having' been  as  much  em- 
barrassed as  ever  he  was,  without  perceiving  aught 
in  it  to  diminish  an  honourable  man's  sdf-r^speet  If 
y0u  mean  to  say  that,  had  he  been  a  wealthy  man,  I 
would  baye  joined  m  this  Journal,  1  answer  in  the 
negative.  *  *  *  I  engaged  in  the  Journal  from  good- 
will towards  him,  added  to  respect  for  his  character, 
Itterarj  and  personal;  and  no  less  for  his  political 
courage,  as  well  as  regret  for  his  present  circnm- 
stajioes :  I  did  this  in  the  hope  that  he  might,  vrith 
the  saoM  aid  from  literary  friends  of  literary  contri- 
butioos  (which  is  requisite  for  all  Journals  of  a 
mrxed  nature),  render  himself  independent. 

**  I  hare  always  treated  him,  in  our  personal  inter- 
course, with  such  scrupulous  delicacy,  that  I  have 
forborne  intruding  advice,  which  I  thought  might  be 
diaagree^le,  lest  he  should  impute  it  to  what  is 
called  '  taking  advantage  of  a  man's  situation.' 

**  As  to  friendship,  it  is  a  propensity  in  which  my 
genius  is  very  limited.  I  do  not  know  the  snaie  hu- 
mma  being,  except  Lord  dare,  the  friend  of  my  in- 
(aaej,  for  whom  I  feel  any  thing  that  deserves  the 
All  my  others  are  men  of  the  worM  friend- 


ships. I  did  not  even  feel  it  for  Shelley,  however 
much  I  admired  and  esteemed  him ;  so  that  you  see 
not  eyen  vanity  could  bribe  me  into  it,  for,  of  all 
man,  Shelley  thought  highest  of  my  talents,— and, 
perhaps,  of  my  disposition. 

**  I  win  do  my  duty  by  my  intimates,  upon  the 
principle  of  doing  as  you  would  be  done  by.  I  have 
done  so,  I  trust,  in  most  instances.  I  may  be  pleased 
with  their  oonversation— rejoice  in  their  success — be 
glad  to  do  them  service,  or  to  receive  their  counsel 
and  assistance  in  return.  Btlt,  as  for  friends  and 
friendship,  I  have  (as  I  already  said)  named  the  only 
remaining  male  for  whom  I  feel  any  thmg  of  the  kind, 
excepting,  perhaps,  Thomas  Moore.  I  hare  had,  and 
may  have  stiO,  a  thousand  friends,  as  they  are  called, 
in  life,  who  are  Kke  one's  partners  in  the  waltz  of 
this  world,  not  much  remembered  when  the  ball  is 
over,  though  very  pleasant  for  the  time.  Habit,  bu- 
siness, and  companionship  in  pleasure  or  in  pain,  are 
link*  of  a  similar  kind,  and  the  same  faith  in  politics 
is  another."        ♦        •        • 


LETTfeR  DX. 

TO  LADY  *  •  •. 

'*  Genoa,  Marcb  ttth,  WL 

♦        ♦♦•♦♦♦ 

*'Mr  Hill  is  here:  I  dined  vrith  him  on  Saturday 
before  last;  and  on  leaving  his  house  at  S.  P.  d'A- 
rena,  my  carriage  broke  down.  I  w^ed  home, 
about  three  miles,  no  very  great  feat  of  pedestrian- 
ism ;  but  either  the  coming  out  of  hot  rooms  into  a 
bleak  wind  chilled  me,  or  Uie  walking  up-hill  to  Al- 
baro  heated  me,  or  something  or  other  set  me  wrong, 
and  next  day  I  had  an  inflammatory  attack  in  the 
face,  to  which  I  have  been  subject  this  winter  for 
the  first  time,  and  I  suffered  a  good  deal  of  pain,  but 
no  peril.  My  health  is  now  much  as  usual.  '  Mr 
Hill  is,  I  beliere,  occupied  with  his  diplomacy.'  I 
shall  give  him  your  message  when  I  see  him  again. 

^  My  name,  I  see  in  the  papers,  has  been  dragged 
into  the  unhappy  Portsmouth  business,  of  which  all 
that  I  know  is  very  succinct.  Mr  H is  my  soli- 
citor. 1  found  him  so  when  I  was  ten  years  old — at 
my  uncle's  death— and  he  was  continued  in  the  ma- 
nagement of  my  legal  business.  He  asked  me,  hj  a 
civil  epistle,  as  an  old  acquaintance  of  his  family,  to 

be  present  at  the  marriage  of  Miss  H .    I  went 

very  reluctantly,  one  misty  morning  (for  I  had  been 
up  at  two  balls  all  night),  to  witness  the  ceremony, 
which  I  could  not  very  well  refuse  vrithOul  affipnting 
a  man  who  had  never  ofl^ended  me.  I  saw  nothing 
particular  in  the  marriage.  Of  course  I  could  not 
know  the  preliminaries,  except  from  what  he  said, 
not  having  been  present  at  the  wooing,  nor  after  it, 
for  I  walked  home,  and  they  went  into  the  country 
as  soon  as  they  had  promised  and  voWed.  Out  of 
this  simple  fSact  I  hear  the  D6bats  de  Paris  h^s  quoted 
Miss  H.  as  'autrefob  tris  li^  arec  le  c^lebfe,'&c. 
&c  I  am  obliged  to  him  for  the  celebrity,  but  beg 
leave  to  decline  the  liaison,  which  is  quite  untrue ; 
my  liaison  was  vrith  her  father,  in  the  unsentimental 
shape  of  long  lawyers'  bills,  through  the  medium  of 
which  1  hava  had  to  pay  him  ten  or  twelve  thousand 
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pounds  within  diese  few  yean.    She  wag  not  pretty, 

and  1  suspect  that  the  indefatigable  Mr  A was 

(like  all  her  people)  more  attracted  by  her  title  than 
her  chaims.  I  regret  Tery  much  that  I  was  present 
at  the  prologue  to  the  happy  state  of  horsewhipping 
and  black  jobs,  &c  &c  but  I  could  not  foresee  that 
a  man  was  to  turn  out  mad,  who  had  gone  about  the 
World  for  fifty  years,  as  competent  to  vote,  and  walk 
at  large;  nor  did  he  seem  to  me  more  insane  than  any 
other  person  going  to  be  married. 

^  I  haTe  no  objection  to  be  acquainted  with  the 
Marquis  PalaTicini,  if  he  wishes  it  Lately  I  hare 
gone  little  into  society,  English  or  foreign,  for  I  had 
seen  all  that  was  worth  seeing  in  the  former  before  I 
left  England,  and  at  the  time  of  life  when  I  was  more 
disposed  to  like  it ;  and  of  the  latter  I  had  a  suffi- 
ciency in  the  few  first  yecuv  of  my  residence  in  Swit- 
zerland, chiefly  at  Madame  de  StaePs,  where  I  went 
sometimes,  till  I  grew  tired  of  conrersazioni  and  car- 
nivals, wiUi  their  appendages ;  and  the  bore  is,  that 
if  you  go  once,  you  are  expected  to  be  there  daily, 
or  rather  nightly.  1  went  the  round  of  the  most  noted 
soirees  at  Venice  or  elsewhere  (where  I  remained 
not  any  time)  to  the  Benzona,  and  the  Albrizzi,  and 
the  Miohelli,  &c.  &c.,  and  to  the  Cardinals  and  the 
raoous  potentates  of  the  Legation  in  Romagna  (that 
is,  Ravenna),  and  only  receded  for  the  sake  of  quiet 
when  I  came  into  Tuscany.  Besides,  if  I  go  into 
society,  I  generally  get,  m  the  Ions  run,  into  some 
scrape  of  some  kind  or  other,  Vhich  don't  occur  in 
my  solitude.  However,  I  am  pretty  well  settled  now, 
by  time  and  temper.  Which  is  so  far  lucky,  as  it  pre- 
vents restlessness;  but,  as  I  said  before,  as  an  ac- 
quaintance of  yours^  I  will  be  ready  and  willing  to 
know  your  friends.  He  may  be  a  sort  of  connexion 
for  aught  I  know  ;  for  a  Palavicini,  otBoiogna,  1 
believe,  marrie<I  a  distant  relative  of  mine  half  a  cen- 
tury ago.  I  happen  to  know  the  fact,  as  he  and  his 
spouse  had  an  annuity  of  five  hundred  pounds  on  n^ 
uncle's  property,  which  ceased  at  his  demise,  though 
I  recollect  hearing  they  attempted,  naturally  enough, 
to  make  it  survive  him.  If  I  can  do  any  thing  for 
yoa  here,  or  elsewhere,  pray  order,  and  be  obeyed.** 


LETTER  DXL 

TO  MB  MOORE. 

«  Genoa,  AprUSd.iaS. 

^  I  hate  just  teen  some  friends  of  yours,  who  paid 
me  a  visit  yesterday,  which,  in  honour  of  them  and 
of  you,  I  returned  to-day ; — as  1  reserve  my  bear- 
skin ^d  teeth,  and  paws  and  claws,  for  our  enemies. 

"1  have  also  seen  Henry  P  »  ♦,  Lord  H  *  **s  son, 
whom  I  had  not  looked  upon  since  I  left  him  a  pretty 
nuld  boy,  vrithout  a  neckok>th,  in  a  jacket,  ond  m 
delicate  health,  seven  k>ng  years  agone,  at  the  period 
of  mine  edipse^the  third,  I  believe,  as  I  have  gene- 
rally one  every  two  or  three  years.  I  think  that  he 
has  the  softest  and  most  amiable  expression  of  coun^ 
tenanoe  I  ever  saw,  and  manners  correspondent.  If 
to  those  he  can  add  hereditary  talents,  he  will  keep 
the  name  of  P  *  *  in  all  its  freshness  for  half  a  cen- 
tury more,  I  hope.  1  speak  from  a  transient  glimpse 
-^ut  I  love  still  to  yield  to  such  impressions;  for  I 
have  ever  found  tAat  those  I  Uked  lonfest  and  best. 


I  took  to  at  first  sight;  and  I  ahiays  liked  that  boy 
—perhaps,  in  part,  from  some  resemUaooe  in  the 
less  fortunate  part  of  our  destinies — ^I  mean,  to  avoid 
mistakes,  his  lameness.  But  there  is  this  difference, 
that  he  appears  a  halting  angel,  who  has  tripped 
against  a  star ;  whilst  I  am  Xre  Liable  BoUeus^—tk 
soubriquet,  which  I  marvel  that,  amoi^t  their  vm- 
rious  nommis  utkbr^,  the  Orthodox  have  not  hit 
upon. 

**  Your  other  allies,  whom  I  have  found  very  agree- 
able personages,  are  Milor  B  *  *  and  ipou*€t  travel- 
ling with  a  very  handsome  companion,  in  the  shape 
of  a  *  French  Count,'  (to  use  Parquhar's  phrase  ia 
the  Beaux  Stratagem)  who  has  all  the  air  of  a  CW- 
pidon  dkchainkt  and  is  one  of  the  few  specimens  I 
have  seen  of  our  ideal  of  a  Prenehman  befort  the 
Revolution— an  old  friend  vdth  a  new  boe,  upon 
whose  like  I  never  thought  that  we  should  kx>k  again. 
Mikdi  seems  highly  literary, — to  which,  and  your 
honour's  acquaintance  vrith  the  fiunily,  I  atlribate 
the  pTeasure  of  having  seen  them.  She  is  also  very 
pretty,  even  in  a  morning,— «  species  of  beauty  no 
which  the  sun  of  Italy  does  not  shine  so  frequently 
as  the  chandelier.  Certaihly,  Englishwomeu  wear 
better  than  their  continental  neighbours  of  the  same 
sex.  M  *  *  seems  very  good-natured,  but  is  m«ch 
tamed,  since  I  recollect  him  in  all  the  gkiiy  of  genn 
and  snulT- boxes,  and  uniforms,  and  theatrkals,  and 
speeches  in  our  house—**  I  mean,  of  peers' — (I  mpst 
refer  you  to  Pope — whom  you  don't  read  and  woo't 
appreciate — ^for  that  quotation,  which  you  must  allow 
to  be  poetical)  and  sitting  to  Stroeling,  the  painter 
(do  you  remember  our  visit,  vrith  Leckie,  to  the 
German?)  to  be  depicted  as  one  of  the  heroes  of 
Agincourt,  'vrith  his  bng  sword,  saddle,  bridle. 
Whack  fai  de,  &c.  &c.' 

"I  have  been  unwell — caught  a  cold  and  inflaai- 
mation,  which  menaced  a  conflagmtion,  afiter  dnuog 
with  our  ambassador.  Monsieur  Hill,— not  owiqg  te 
the  dinner,  but  my  carriage  broke  down  in  the  way 
home,  and  I  had  to  walk  some  miles,  up  hill  part^. 
after  hot  rooms,  in  a  very  bleak,  windy  evening,  and 
over-hotted,  or  ovtr-colded  myself.  I  have  not  been 
so  robustious  as  formeriy,  ever  since  the  last  sunuaer, 
when  I  fell  ill  after  a  long  swun  in  the  Meditemaeaa, 
and  have  never  been  quite  right  up  to  this  present 
writing.  I  am  thin, — perhaps  thinner  than  you  saw 
me,  when  I  was  nearly  transparent,  in  1812,— -and 
am  obh'ged  to  be  moderate  of  my  mouth,  which,  never- 
theless, won't  prevent  me  (the  gods  wilHttg)  fsom 
dining  vrith  your  friends  the  day  after  to-morrow. 

^  They  give  me  a  very  good  account  of  you,  and  of 
your  nearly '  Emprisoned  Angels.'  But  why  did  yoa 
change  your  title?— you  will  regret  thb  some  day. 
The  bigots  are  not  to  be  conciliated ;  and  if  they 
were— are  they  worth  it?  I  suspect  thai  I  an  a 
more  orthodox  Christian  than  you  are ;  and,  wheaever 
I  see  a  real  Christian,  either  in  practioe  or  in  theory, ' 
(for  I  never  yet  found  the  man  who  could  produce 
either,  when  put  to  the  proof,)  I  am  his  disciple  j 
But,  till  then,  I  cannot  truckle  to  tithe-mongers, — nor 
can  I  imagine  what  has  made  you  drcumdse  your 
Seraphs. 

**  I  have  been  far  more  persecuted  than  yoa,aa  yoa 
may  judge  by  my  present  decadence, — for  I  take  it 
that  I  am  as  k>w  in  popularity  and  bookselling  asaqy 
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wrifer  am  be.  At  least  so  mj  frienda  aaure 
blesaiiigs  on  their  benerolence  1  Tbis  th^y  attribute 
lo  Hunt;  but  they  are  wrong— it  must  be,  partly  at 
least,  owing  to  myself ;— be  it  so.  As  to  Hunt,  I 
prefer  net  having  turned  him  to  starve  in  the  streets 
lo  any  personal  honour  which  might  hare  accrued 
from  such  genuine  philanthropy.  I  reaDy  act  upon 
principle  in  this  matter,  for  we  have  nothing  much  in 
common ;  and  I  cannot  describe  to  you  the  despairing 
sensation  of  trying  to  do  something  for  a  man  Who 
seems  incapable  or  unwilling  to  do  any  thing  further 
for  himself, — at  least,  to  the  purpose.  It  is  like  pulU 
ing  a  man  out  of  a  river  who  directly  throws  himself 
in  again.  For  the  hst  three  or  four  years  Shelley 
assisted,  and  had  once  actually  extricated  him.  I 
hare,  since  his  demise, — and  even  before, — done  what 
I  couid :  but  it  is  not  in  my  power  to  make  this  per- 
manent. I  want  Hunt  to  return  to  England^  for  which 
I  would  furnish  him  vrith  the  means  in  comfort;  and 
his  situation  iker€,  on  the  whole,  is  bettered,  by  the 
payment  of  a  portion  of  his  debts,  &c. ;  and  he  would 
be  OQ  the  q>ot  to  continue  his  Journal,  or  Journals, 
with  his  brother,  who  seems  a  sensible,  plain,  sturdy, 
and  enduring  peHBou."       ¥       ¥       «       ¥ 

The  new  intimacy  of  which  he  here  announces  die 
commencement,  and  which  it  was  giatifying  to  roe, 
as  the  common  friend  of  all,  to  find  that  he  had  formed, 
was  a  source  of  much  pleasure  to  him  during  the  stay 
of  his  noble  aoquaintances  at  Genoa.  So  long,  indeed, 
had  he  persuased  himself  that  his  countiymen  abroad 
afl  regarded  him  in  no  other  light  than  as  an  outlaw 
or  a  ^w^  that  erery  new  instance  he  met  of  friend^ 
reoepdoo  finom  them  was  as  much  a  surprise  as  plea- 
sure to  him ;  and  it  was  evident  that  to  his  mind  the 
rerival  of  English  associations  and  habitudes  always 
brought  with  it  a  sense  of  refreshment,  like  that  of 
inhaling  his  native  air. 
With  the  view  of  indocmg  these  friends  to  prolong 
I  their  stay  at  Genoa,  he  suggested  their  taking  a  pretty 
▼ak  called  ^  D  Paradise,"  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
his  own,  and  accompanied  them  to  look  at  it.  Upon 
that  occasion  it  was  that,  on  the  lady  expressing  some 
intentions  of  residing  there,  he  produced  the  following 
impromptu,  which — but  for  the  purpose  of  showing 
that  be  was  not  so ''chary  of  his  fame**  as  to  fear 
fiuliag  m  such  trifles— I  should  have  thought  hardly 
worth  transcribing. 

"Beneath  •  •  • »«  eyes 

The  reclalm'd  Paradise 
Should  be  free  as  the  fonner  flrom  evil ; 

Bat,  if  the  new  Eve 

For  an  apple  should  grieve » 
What  mortal  would  not  pla  j  the  devil  ?"  * 

Another  copy  of  verses  addressed  by  him  to  the 
same  lady,  whose  beauty  and  talent  might  well  have  '> 
churned  a  warmer  tribute  from  such  a  pen,  is  yet  too 
interesting  as  descriptive  of  the  feeling  of  age  now 
stealing  so  prematurely  over  him,  to  be  omitted  in 
these  pages. 


*  Hie  Genoese  wits  had  already  applied  this  threadbare 
jest  to  biiDMilf.  Taking  it  into  their  heads  that  this  villa 
(which  was  also,  I  believe,  a  Casa  Salouo)  had  been  the 
one  fixed  on  for  his  own  residence ,  they  said  "H  Diavolo  h 
naeoraentratoln  Paradiso.* 


«T0  THE  COUNTESS  OF  B  *  *  *  *  * 


«  Tou  have  ai&*d  fbr  a  verse :— the  request 
In  a  rliymer  'twere  strange  to  deny, 
But  my  HIppocrene  was  but  my  breast. 
And  my  feelings  (its  fountain)  are  dry. 


*  Were  I  now  as  I  was.  I  had  sung 

What  Lawrence  has  painted  so  well ; 

But  the  strain  would  expire  on  my  tongoe. 

And  the  theme  is  too  soft  f(^  my  shelL 


■  I  am  ashes  where  once  I  was  flre,^ 
And  the  bard  in  my  bosom  is  dead; 
What  I  loved  1  novf  merely  admire. 
And  my  heart  is  as  gray  as  my  head. 


*  My  life  is  not  dated  by  years- 
There  txvmopientM  which  act  as  a  plon^, 
And  there  is  not  a  furrow  appears 
But  is  deep  in  my  soul  as  nur  brtnr. 


*  Let  the  young  and  the  brilliant  upire 
To  ring  what  I  gaze  on  in  vain ; 

For  sorrow  has  torn  flrom  my  lyre 
The  string  which  was  worthy  the  strain. 


«B.» 


The  following  letters  written  during  the  stay  of  this 
party  at  Genoa  will  be  found,— some  of  them  at 
least,— not  a  little  curious, 


LETTER  DXII 

TO  TBS  BABL  OF  B  *  f*. 

•April  Mb,  laia. 

*<  MY  DEAR  LORD, 

•'How  is  your  gout?  or  rather,  how  are  you?  I 
return  the  Count  *  **s  Journal,  which  is  a  very  ex- 
traordinary  production,-^  and  of  a  most  melancholy 
truth  in  ell  that  regards  high  life  in  England.  I  know, 
or  knew,  personally,  most  of  the  personages  and  so- 
cieties which,  he  describes ;  and  after  reading  his  re- 
marks have  the  sensation  fresh  upon  me  as  if  I  had 
seen  them  yesteiday.  I  would  however  plead  in  behalf 
of  some  few  exceptions,  which  I  will  mention  by  and 
by.  The  most  singular  thing  is,  how  he  should  have 
penetrated  not  the  fact,  but  the  myttery  of  the  Eng- 
lish ennui,  at  two-and-twenty.  1  was  about  the 
same  age  when  I  made  the  same  discovery,  in  almost 
precisely  the  same  circles — (for  there  is  scarcely  a 
person  mentioned  whom  I  did  not  see  nightly  or  daily, 
and  was  acquainted  more  or  less  intimately  with  most 
of  them) — but  I  never  could  have  described  it  so  welL 
IlfatU  Ore  Franqais  to  effect  this. 

^  But  he  ought  also  to  have  been  in  the  oouatiy 
during  the  hunting  season,  with  *a  select  party  of 
distinguished  guests,'  as  the  papers  term  it.  He 
ought  to  have  seen  the  gentlemen  after  dinner  (on  the 
hunting  days)^  and  the  soiree  ensuing  thereupon — and 

t  In  another  letter  to  Lord  B*  *  be  says  of  this  gentle- 
man, «  he  seems  to  have  all  the  qualities  requisite  to  have 
fgured  in  his  brother-in-law's  ancestor*s  Memoirs.* 
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the  womea  loolung  as  if  they  had  hunted^  or  rather 
been  hasted;  and  I  could  have  wished  that  he  had 
been  at  a  dinner  in  town,  which  I  recollect  at  Lord 
C  *  *'s— mnall,  but  select,  and  composed  of  the  most 
amusing  people.  The  dessert  was  hardly  on  the  ta- 
ble, when,  out  of  twelve,  1  counted  >Sv«  asleep;  of 
that  five,  there  were  TYsntsy,  Lord  ♦  *,  and  Lord 
*  *—l  forget  the  other  two,  but  they  were  either  wits 
or  orators-^>erhaps  poets. 

^  My  residence  in  the  East  and  in  lta]y  has  made 
me  somewhat  indulgent  of  the  siesta— but  then  they 
set  regularly  about  it  in  warm  countries,  and  perform 
it  m  attitude  (or  at  most  in  a  t^te-i-t6te  with  a  proper 
companion),  and  retire  quietly  to  their  rooms  to  get 
out  ii  the  sun's  way  for  at  hour  or  two. 

^  Altogether,  your  friend's  Jounial  is  a  very  formi- 
dable production.  Alas !  our  dearly  belored  ooun- 
trymen  have  only  discovered  that  they  are  tired,  and 
not  that  th^  are  tiresome ;  and  I  suspect  that  the 
communication  of  the  latter  unpleasant  verity  vrill 
not  be  better  receive  than  truths  usually  are.  I 
have  read  the  whole  vrith  great  attention  and  in- 
struction. I  am  too  good  a  patriot  to  say  pleasure — 
at  least  I  won't  say  so,  whatever  I  may  think.  I 
showed  it  (I  hope  no  Ibreach  of  confidence),  to  a 
young  Italian  lady  of  rank,  iris  instruite  also;  and 
who  passes,  or  passed,  for  being  one  of  the  three  roost 
celebrated  beDes  in  the  district  of  Italy,  where  her 
UanSfy  and  connexions  resided  in  less  troublesome 
times  as  to  politics  (which  is  not  Genoa,  by  the  vray), 
and  she  vras  delighted  vrith  it,  and  aays  that  she  has 
derived  a  better  notion  of  Enj^  somety  from  it  than 
from  all  Madame  de  StaeFs  metaphysical  disputations 
on  the  same  subject,  in  her  work  on  the  Revohition. 
I  beg  that  you  will  thank  the  young  philosopher,  and 
make  my  compliments  to  Lady  B.  and  her  sister. 
**  Believe  me  your  jerj  obliged  and  faithfid  ., 
**N.  B. 

**  P.  S.  There  is  a  rumour  in  letters  of  some  dis> 
turbance  or  complot  in  the  French  Pyrenean  army- 
generals  suspected  or  dismissed,  and  ministers  of  war 
travelling  to  see  wliat  's  the  matter.  *  Many  (as  Da- 
vid aays),  this  hath  an  angiy  &vour.' 

^  Tell  Count «  *  that  some  of  the  names  are  not 
quite  intelligible,  especially  of  the  dubs ;  he  speaks  of 
Watts-^p&rhApe  he  is  right,  but  in  my  time  Waiiera 
was  the  Dandy  Club,  of  which  (though  no  dandy)  I 
was  a  member,  at  the  time  too  of  its  greatest  glory, 
when  Bruuunell  and  Mildmay,  Alvanlcy  and  Pierre- 
point,  gave  the  Dandy  balls;  and  we  (the  club,  that 
is,)  got  up  the  fiunous  masquerade  at  Burlington 
House  and  Garden,  for  Wellington.  He  does  not 
speak  of  the  Alfred,  which  was  the  moeirecAercAi 
and  most  tiresome  of  any,  as  I  know  by  being  a  mem- 
ber of  that  too.** 


LETTER  DXIIL 

TO  THE  BAHL  OP   B^  *. 

«  April  «(b,  1823. 
^  It  would  be  worse  than  idle,  knowing,  as  I  do, 
the  utter  worthlessness  of  words  on  such  occasions, 
in  me  to  attempt  to  express  what  I  ought  to  feel  and 


do  feel  for  the  kiss  you  have  aoslained  ;*  and  I  mamt 
thus  dismiss  the  su^ect,  for  I  dare  aot  tmiC  Bvsdf 
further  vrith  it  for  ffomr  sake,  or  for  my  own.  I  ahall 
endeavour  to  see  you  as  soon  as  it  mi^  aot  appear 
intrusive.  Pray  excuse  the  levity  of  my  yesterdajr** 
scrawl — I  little  thought  under  what  oircumstaoeet  it 
would  find  you. 

**  1  have  received  a  veiy  handsome  and  ^^nnm% 
note  from  Coi\nt  *  \    He  must  excuse  mj  i^kpwcBi 
rudenea  and*  real  ignorance  in  replying  to  it  sa  E^- 
Ush,  through  the  medium  of  your  kind  interpretation. 
I  would  not  on  any  account  deprive  Him  of  a  prodno- 
lion,  of  which  I  really  think  more  than  I  hare  even 
soiof,  though  you  are  good  enough  not  to  be  iims 
tisfied  even  with  that;  but  whenever  it  is  coaspleted, 
it  would  give  me  the  greatest  pleasure  to  have  a  cm 
— but  Aoio  to  keep  it  secret  P  literary  seereto  ar»&e 
others.    By  changing  the  names,  or  at  least  onitti^ 
several^  and  altering  the  circumstimces  indieathe  of 
the   vnriter's  real  station  or  situation,  the  aatbor 
would  render  it  a  roost  amusing  pubhcatioo.     His  j 
countrymen  have  not  been  treated  either  in  a  liteiary  ! 
or  personal  point  of  view  with  such  deference  in  En-  | 
gUsh  recent  works,  as  to  b^  him  under  any  veiy  great  ■ 
national  obligation  of  forbearance ;  and  reaQy  the  re-  ' 
marks  are  so  true  and  so  piquante  that  I  cannot  bring 
myself  to  wish  their  supprewion  *.  though,  as  Dan^ 
says,  'He  \b  my  friend,'  many  of  these  parsoDagca  j 
'  were  m^  friends,*  but  much  such  friends  as  Dangle 
and  his  allies.  | 

**!  return  you  Dr.  Parr's  letter— I  have  met  him 
at  P^yne  Knight's  and  elsewhere,  and  he  did  me  the 
honour  once  to  be  a  patron  of  roioe,  although  a  great 
friend  of  the  other  branch  of  the  House  of  Amm,  | 
and  the  Greek  teacher  (I  believe),  of  mjutarmiOf-  | 
temnestra— I  say  moral,  because  it  is  true,  aadisso 
useful  to  the  virtuous,  that  it  enables  then  to  do  any 
thmg  vrithout  the  aid  of  an  .£gisthiis. 

**  I  beg  my  compliments  to  Lady  B.,  Miss  P.^  and 
to  your  Alfred.     I  think,  since  his  Majai^  i  tke  i 
same  name,  there  has  not  been  such  a  leanad  sor-  ' 
veyor  of  our  Saxon  society. 

^  Eter  youn  most  tnily« 

**Mr  DEAB  LORD,  ' 

♦  ♦♦♦♦*♦ 

<*  P.8. 1  salute  Bfiledi,  BfademoiseDeBlama,  and  the 
illustrious  Chevalier  Count  *  *;  who,  I  hope,  wiC 
continue  his  history  of  *  his  own  times.'  There  air 
some  strange  coincidences  between  a  part  of  bis  re- 
marks and  a  certain  work  of  mine,  now  in  MS.  ia 
England  (I  do  not  mean  the  hermeteUy  sealed  Me- 
moin,  but  a  continoatioo  of  certain  Cantos  of  a  oertaia 
poem),  cfpeeially  in  wkai  a  man  may  do  in  Loadaa 
with  impunity  while  he  b  *  a  hi  mode, '  which  1  think 
it  well  to  state,  that  he  may  not  suspect  me  of  taking 
advantage  of  his  confidence.  The  observatioaB  aie 
very  general." 

*  The  death  of  Lord  B*  «*■  foa,  which  had  been  kaf 
expected,  bat  of  which  the  aocoant  had  ioat  tbea  mntroL 


Digitized  by 


Google 


A.  D.  IHBS. 


LIFE  OP  LORD  BYRON. 


447 


LETTER    DXIV. 

TO  THE  B>UIL  OF  B  ^  *. 

«  April  14Ui,  1823. 
'  I  am  trulj  sorry  that  1  cannot  accompany  you  in 
,  ir  ride  this  morning,  owing  to  a  violent  pain  in 
!  mj  face,  arising  from  a  wart  to  which  I  by  medical 
;  adrioe  applied  a  caustic.  Whether  I  put  too  much, 
'  I  do  not  know,  but  the  consequence  is,  that  not  onlf 
I  hare  been  put  to  some  pain,  but  the  peccant  part 
and  tta  immediate  euTiron  are  as  black  as  if  the  prin- 
10^9  deril  had  marked  me  for  an  author.  As  I  do  not 
wish  to  frighten  your  horsa,  or  their  riders,  I  shall 
postpone  .waiting  upon  you  until  six  o'clock,  when  I 
bope  to  have  subsided  into  a  more  christianlike  resem- 
bkui^  to  my  fellow-creatures.  My  infliction  has 
partiaOy  extended  eyen  to  my  fingers,  for  on  trying  to 
got  the  bladL  from  off  my  upper  lip  at  least,  I  have 
only  transfused  a  portion  thereof  to  my  right  hand, 
;  and  neither  lemon  juice  nor  eau  de  Cologne,  nor  any 
other  eaa,  have  been  able  as  yet  to  redeem  it  also 
from  a  more  inky  appearance  than  is  either  proper  or 
pleasant.  But  *  out,'  damn'd  spot' — ^you  may  have 
perceived  something  of  the  kind  yesterday,  for  on  my 
retura,  I  saw  that  during  my  visit  it  had  increased,  was 
increaiiDg,  and  ought  to  be  diminished ;  and  I  could 
not  help  laughing  at  the  figure  I  must  have  cut  before 
you.  At  any  rate,  I  shall  be  with  you  at  six,  with 
the  advantage  of  twilight. 

^  Ever  most  truly,  &c. 

« 11  o'clock. 
**P.S.  I  wrote  the  above  at  three  this  morning.  1 
regret  to  say  that  the  whole  of  the  skin  of  about  an 
mck  square  above  my  upper  lip  has  come  off,  so 
that  1  cannot'  even  shave  or  masticate,  and  I  am 
equally  unfit  to  appear  at  your  table,  and  to  partake 
of  its  hospitality.  Will  you  therefore  pardon  me,  and 
not  mistake  this  rueful  excuse  for  a  *  make-believe/ 
as  you  wiU  soon  recognise  whenever  I  have  the  plea- 
sure of  meeting  you  again,  and  I  will  call  the  moment 
I  am,  in  the  nursery  phrase,  ^  fit  to  be  seen.'  TcU 
Lrfldy  B.  with  my  compliments,  that  I  am  rummaging 
niy  papers  for  a  MS.  worthy  of  her  acceptation.  I 
have  just  seen  the  younger  Count  Qamba,  and  as  I 
eannot  prevail  on  his  infinite  modesty  to  take  the  field 
without  me,  I  must  take  this  piece  of  diffidence  on 
myself  also,  and  beg  your  indulgence  for  both." 


LETTER  DXV. 

TO    THB    COUNT    ♦    *. 

«  April  29d.  1883. 

**  My  dear  Count  **  (if  you  will  permit  me  to  addresa 
yon  so  fismihariy),  you  should  be  content  with  writmg 
in  your  own  language,  like  Grammont,  and  saoceeding 
'm  London  as  nobody  has  succeeded  since  the  days  of 
Charlea  the  Second  and  the  records  of  Antonio  Ha- 
nilton,  writhout  deviating  into  our  barbarous  kmguage, 
— which  you  uaderstand  and  write,  however,  much 
better  than  it  deserves. 

^  My  *  approbation,'  as  you  are  pleased  to  term  it, 
was  veiy  sincere,  but  perhaps  not  very  impartial;  for, 
though  1  love  my  country,  I  do  not  k>ve  my  country- 
Bsco — at  least,  sacb  as  they  now  are.  And  besides 
tiM  a^ductiini  of  talent  and  wit  in  your  work,  I  fear 


that  to  me  there  was  the  attraction  of  vengeance.  I 
have  aeen  and  felt  much  of  what  you  have  described 
so  well.  I  have  known  the  perw>ns,.and  the  re-unions 
so  described,— (many  of  them,  that  is  to  say,) — and 
the  portraits  are  so  Uke  that  I  cannot  but  admire  the 
painter  no  less  than  his  paformance. 

^But  I  am  sorry  for  you;  for  if  you  are  so  weil 
acquainted  with  life  at  your  age,  what  vriU  become 
of  you  when  the  illusion  is  still  more  dissipated?  But 
never  mind— en  avaat ! — live  while  you  can ;  and  that 
you  may  have  the  full  enjoyment  of  the  many  advan- 
tages of  youth,  talent,  and  figure,  which  you  possess, 
is  the  wish  of  an— Englishman,— I  suppose,  but  it  is 
no  treason ;  for  my  mother  was  Scotch,  and  my  name 
and  my  family  are  both  Norman ;  and  as  for  myself, 
I  am  of  no  country.  As  for  my  •  Works,'  which  you 
are  pleased  to.mention,  let  them  go  to  the  Devil,  from 
whence  (if  you  believe  many  persons)  they  came. 
**  I  have  the  honour  to  be  your  obliged,  &c  &c  " 

During  this  period  a  eircumstance  occurred  which 
shows,  most  favourably  for  the  better  tendencies  of 
his  nature,  how  much  allayed  and  softened  ,down  his 
once  angry  feeling,  upon  the  subject  of  his  matri- 
monial differences,  had  upw  grown.  It  has  been  seen 
that  his  daughter  Ada, — ^more  specially  since  his 
late  loss  of  the  only  tie  of  blood  which  he  could  have 
a  hope  of  attaching  to  himself, — had  beoome  the  fond 
and  constant  object  of  his  thoughts;  and  it  was  but 
natural,  in  a  heart  kindly  as  his  was,  that  dwelling 
thus  with  tenderness  upon  the  child,  he  should  find 
himself  insensibly  subdued  into  a  gentler  tone  of  feeling 
towards  the  mother.  A  gentleman,  whose  sister  was 
known  to  be  the  confidential  friend  of  LUeidy  Byron, 
happening  at  this  time  to  be  at  Genoa,  and  in  the 
habit  of  visiting  at  the  house  of  the  poet's  new  inti- 
mates. Lord  Byron  took  one  day  an  opportunity,  in- 
conversing  with  Lady  **,  to  say,  that  she  would  ren- 
der him  an  essential  kindness,  if,  through  the  media- 
tion of  this  gentleman  and  his  sister,  she  could  procure 
for  him  from  Lady  Byron,  what  be  had  bug  been  most 
anxious  to  poitsess,  a  copy  of  her  picture.  It  having 
been  represented  to  him,  in  the  course  of  the  same,  or 
a  similar  conversation,  that  Lady  Byron  was  said  by 
her  frifends  to  be  in  a  state  of  constant  ahum  lest  ha 
should  come  to  England  to  claim  hb  daughter,  or,  in 
some  other  vray,  interfere  with  her>  lie  professed  his 
readiness  to  give  every  assurance  fhat  might  have  the 
efiect  of  calming  such  apprehensions ;  and  the  foHow- 
mg  letter,  ia  reference  to  both  these  subjects,  was 
soon  after  sent  by  him. 

LETTER  DXVI. 

TO  THB  COUNTBSg  OF  B  ♦  ♦. 

•May  3d,  1823. 
*'drar  lady  *  ♦, 
^  My  request  would  be  for  a  copy  of  the  miniature 
of  Lady  B.  which  I  have  seen  in  possession  of  the 
late  Lady  Noel,  as  I  hare  no  picture,  or  indeed  me- 
morial of  any  kind  of  Lady  B.,  as  all  her  letters  were 
in  her  own  possession  before  1  left  England,  and  we 
have  bail  no  correspondence  since— at  least  on  her  part. 
**  My  message,  with  regard  to  the  infant,  is  sim- 
ply to  this  effect— that  in  the  evekit  of  any  accident 
occurring  to  the  mother  and  my  remaining  the  sur. 
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tivor,  it  would  be  my  wish  to  have  her  plans  carried 
into  effect,  both  with  regard  to  the  education  of  the 
child,  and  the  person  or  persons  under  whose  eare 
Lady  B.  might  be  desirous  that  she  should  be 
placed.  It  is  not  my  intention  to  interfere  with  her  in 
any  way  on  the  subject  during  her  life;  and  I  pre- 
tome  that  it  would  be  some  consolation  to  her  to  know 
(if  she  Is  in  ill  health,  as  I  am  given  to  understand), 
that  in  no  case  would  any  thing  be  done,  as  far  as  I 
am  conpemed,  but  in  strict  conformity  with  Lady 
B.*B  own  wishes  and  intentions — ^left  in  what  manner 
she  thought  proper. 

^  Beheve  me,  dear  Lady  B.,  your  obliged.  Sec** 

lliis  negotiation,  of  which  I  know  not  the  result, 
nor  whether,  indeed,  it  eyer  ended  in  any,  led  natu- 
rally and  frequently  to  conversations  on  the  subject 
of  his  marriage^— a  topic  he  was  himself  always  the 
first  to  turn  to, — and  the  account  which  he  then  gave, 
as  well  of  the  chtsumstances  of  the  separation,  as  of 
his  own  entire  unconsciousness  of  the  immediate  causes 
that  provoked  it,  was,  I  find,  exactly  such  as,  upon 
ejerj  occasion  when  the  subject  presented  itself,  be, 
with  an  air  of  smcerity  in  which  it  was  impossible 
not  to  confide,  promulgated.  ^  Of  what  r^y  led 
to  the  separation  (said  he,  in  the  course  of  one  of 
these  conversations)  I  declare  to  you  that,  even  at 
this  moment,  I  am  wholly  ignorant,  as  Lady  Byron 
would  never  assign  her  motives,  and  has  refused  to 
answer  my  letters.  I  have  written  to  her  repeatedly, 
And  am  still  in  the  habit  of  doing  so.  Some  of  these 
letters  I  have  sent,  and  others  I  did  not,  simply  be- 
cause I  despaired  of  their  doing  any  good .  You  may, 
however,  see  some  of  them  if  you  like; — they  may 
serve  to  throw  some  light  upon  my  feeUngs." 

In  a  day  or  two  after,  accordingly^  one  of  these 
withheld  letters  was  sent  by  him,  enclosed  in  the  fol- 
fewing,  to  Lady  *  *  **. 


LETTER  DXVIL 

TO  THE  OOUNTUB  OF  *  *  *. 
"  MY  DRAB  LADY  ♦  ♦  ♦. 

^  I  send  you  the  letter  which  I  bad  forgotten,  and 
the  book,^^hicb  I  ought  to  have  remembered.  It 
contains  (the  book,  I  mean)  some  melancholy  truths : 
though  I  believe  that  it  is  too  triste  a  work  ever  to 
have  been  popular.  The  first  time  lever  read  it 
(not  the  edition  I  send  you, — for  I  got  it  since)  was  at 
the  desire  of  Madame  de  Stael,  who  was  supposed 
by  the  good-natured  world  to  be  the  heroine ;— which 
she  was  oof,  however,  and.was  furious  at  the  suppo- 
sition. This  occurred  in  Switaeerland,  in  the  summer 
of  1816,  and  the  last  season  in  which  I  ever  saw  that 
celebrated  person. 

**  1  have  a  request  to  make  to  my  friend  Alfred 
(since  he  lias  not  disdained  the  title),  viz.  that  he 
would  condescend  to  add  a  a^  to  the  gentleman  in 
the  Jacket, — it  would  complete  his  costume, — and 
smooth  bis  brow^  which  is  somewhat  too  invetemte 
a  likeness  of  the  original,  God  help  me ! 

^  Adolpte,  by  K .  Beajainin  Constant. 


**  I  did  well  to  avoid  the  water  partyr-wi^,  it  a 
mysteiy,  which  is  not  lees  to  be  wondered  at  than  all 
my  other  mysteries.  Tell  Milor  that  I  am  deep  in  his 
MS.,  and  will  do  him  justice  by  a  diligent  peruaal. 

*'  The  letter  which  I  enclose  I  was  prevented  from 
sending  by  my  despair  of  ito  doing  any  good.  I  waa 
perfectly  sincere  when  1  wrote  it  uid  am  so  stilL  Bat 
it  is  difficult  for  me  to  vrithstand  the  thousand  pnivo- 
oations  on  that  subject,  which  both  friends  and  foes 
have  for  seven  years  been  throwing  in  the  waj  of  a 
man,  whose  feelings  were  once  quick,  and  whose  t«SD- 
per  was  never  patient.  But '  returning  were  as  te- 
dious as  go  o*er.'  I  feel  this  as  much  as  ever  Mac- 
beth did ;  and  it  is  a  dreary  sensation,  which  at  least 
avenges  the  real  or  imaginary  wrongs  of  one  of  tbe 
two  unfortunate  persons  whom  it  concerns. 

''But  I  am  going  to  be  gloomy ;— so,  *  to  bed»to  bed.' 

Good  night,— or  rather  morning.    One  of  the  reaaoos 

why  I  wish  to  avoid  society  is,  that  I  can  never  sleep 

after  it,  and  the  pleasanter  it  has  been  tbe  less  1  rot. 

**  Ever  most  truly,  &c  &€.•» 

1  shall  now  produce  the  endosuire  contained  in  tbe 
above,  and  there  are  few,  I  should  think,  of  my  read-  ; 
ers  who  will  not  agree  vritb  me  in  pronouncing,  that 
if  the  author  of  the  following  letter  had  not  rigid  oa  | 
his  side,  he  had  at  least  most  of  those  good  feelii^ 
which  are  found  in  general  to  accompaqy  it 

LETTER  DXVra.  I 

TO  LADY  BYRON.  ^ 

(TO  VBB  CABB  OF  THE  HON.  MBS.  LEIGH,  LONDOR.) 
« Pigs,  November  I7th,  ISSI. 

^  I  have  to  acknowledge  the  receipt  of  'Ada's  hair,' 
which  is  very  soft  and  pretty,  and  nearly  as  dark 
already  as  mine  was  at  twelve  years  old,  if  I  may 
judge  from  what  I  recollect  of  some  in  AugosU's  pos- 
session, taken'at  that  age.  But  it  don't  curi, — per- 
haps from  its  being  let  grow. 

**  I  also  thank  you  for  the  inscription  of  the  date 
and  name,  and  I  vrill  tell  you  why ;— I  believe  that 
they  are  the  only  two  or  three  words  of  your  hand- 
writing in  my  possession.  For  your  letters  I  returned, 
and  except  the  two  words,  or  rather  the  one  word, 
*  Household,'  vnritten  twice  in  an  old  acooont-book, 
I  have  no  other.  I  burnt  your  kst  note,  Ibr  two 
reasons :— Istly,  it  was  written  in  a  style  not  very 
agreeable;  and,  Sdly,  I  wislied  to  take  year  woid 
without  documents,  which  are  the  workfly  reaourcaes 
of  suspicious  people. 

^  I  suppose  that  this  note  vrill  reach  you  soosewhcre 
about  Ada's  birthday— the  10th  of  December,  I 
believe.  She  will  then  be  six,  so  that  m  aboat 
twelve  more  I  shall  hat«  some  chance  of  meetlnf  hs; 
— perhaps  sooner,  if  I  am  obliged  to  go  to  B^^sad 
by  business  or  otherwise.  Recollect,  bowereTf  one 
thing,  either  in  distance  or  nearness ;— every  diy 
which  keeps  us  asunder  should,  after  so  long  a 
period,  rather  soften  our  nnitual  feelings^  which  anrt 
always  have  one  rallying-pomt  as  hng  as  oar  cktid 
exists,  which  1  presume  we  both  hope  wffl  be  loeg 
after  either  of  her  parents. 

^The  time  which  has  elapsed  sinoe  thnaeptnlifla 
has  been  constderaUy  more  than  the  wbola  hrieC 
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period  of  our  union,  and  the  not  much  longer  one  of 
our  prior  acquaintance.  We  hoth  made  a  bitter 
mistake ;  but  now  it  is  orer  and  irrevocably  so.  Fbr, 
at  thirty-three  on  my  part,  and  a  few  years  less  on 
youTB,  though  it  is  no  yery  extended  period  of  life, 
BlaO  it  is  one  when  the  habits  and  thought  are  gene- 
rally so  formed  as  to  admit  of  no  modification ;  and  as 
we  could  not  agree  when  younger,  we  should  with 
difficulty  do  so  now. 

^  I  say  all  this,  because  I  own  to  you,  that,  not- 
withstanding every  thing,  I  considered  our  reunion  as 
not  impossible  for  more  than  a  year  after  the  separa- 
tion ; — but  then  I  gave  up  the  hope  entirely  and  for 
ever.  But  this  very  impossibility  of  reunion  seems  to 
ne  at  least  a  reason  why,  on  all  the  few  points  of 
discuflsion  which  can  arise  between  us,  we  should 
preserve  the  courtesies  of  life,  and  as  much  of  its 
Undneas  as  people  who  are  never  to  meet  may  pre- 
serve perhaps  more  easily  than  nearer  connexions. 
For  my  own  part,  1  am  violent,  but  not  malignant ; 
for  only  fresh  provocations  can  awaken  my  resent- 
ments. To  you,  who  are  colder  and  more  concen- 
trated, I  would  just  hint,  that  you  may  sometimes 
mistake  the  depth  of  a  cold  anger  for  dignity,  and  a 
worse  feeling  for  duty.  I  assure  you  that  1  bear  you 
mow  (whatever  I  may  have  done)  no  resentment : 
whatever.  Remember,  that  if  you  hav  injured  ; 
wie  in  aught,- this  forgiveness  is  something ;  and  that,  j 
if  I  baye  injured  you,  it  is  something  more  still,  if  it 
be  true,  as  the  moralists  say,  that  the  most  offending 
are  the  least  forgiving. 

**  Whether  the  offence  has  been  solely  on  my  side, 
or  reciprocal,  or  on  yours  chiefly,  1  have  ceased  to 
reflect  upon  any  but  two  things, — viz.  that  you  are 
the  mother  of  my  child,  and  that  we  shall  never  meet 
again.  I  think  if  you  also  consider  the  two  corres- 
ponding points  with  reference  to  myself,  it  will  be 
b^ter  for  all  three. 

"  Yours  ever, 

**  NoKL  Byron." 

It  has  been  my  plan,  as  must  have  been  observed, 
wherever  my  materials  have  furnished  me  with  the 
means,  to  leave  the  subject  of  my  Memoir  to  relate 
his  own  stofy;  and  this  object,  during  the  two  or 
three  years  of  his  life  just  elapsed,  I  have  been  en- 
ablcd  by  the  rich  resources  in  my  hands,  with  but 
few  interruptions,  to  attain.  Having  now^  however, 
\  reached  that  point  of  his  career  from  which  a  new 


start  vras  about  to  be  taken  by  his  excursive  spirit, 
and  a  course,  glorious  as  it  was  brief  and  fatal, en- 
tered upon, — a  moment  of  pause  may  be  permitted 
while  we  look  back  through  the  last  few  years,  and 
for  a  while  dwell  upon  the  spectacle,  at  once  grand 
and  painful,  which  his  life  during  that  most  unbridled 
period  of  his  powen  exhibited. 

In  a  state  of  unceasing  excitement,  both  of  heart 
and  brain, — for  ever  warring  with  the  world's  will, 
yet  living  but  in  the  world's  breath, — vrith  a  genius 
taking  upon  itself  all  shapes,  from  Jove  down  to 
Scapin,  and  a  disposition  veering  with  equal  facility 
to  ab  points  of  the  moral  compass, — ^not  even  the  an- 
dent  fancy  of  the  existence  of  two  souls  within  one 
bosom  vroukl  seem  at  all  adequately  to  account  for 
the  varieties,  both  of  power  and  character,  which  the 
course  of  his  conduct  and  writings  during  these  few 


feverish  years  displayed.  Without  going  back  so  far 
as  the  Fourth  Canto  of  Childe  Harold,  which  one  of 
his  bitterest  and  ablest  assailants  has  pronounced  to 
be,  ''in  point  of  execution,  the  sublimest  poetical 
achievement  of  mortal  pen,"  we  have,  in  a  similar 
strain  of  strength  and  splendour,  the  Prophecy  of 
Dante,  Cain,  the  Mystery  of  Heaven  and  Earth, 
Sardanapalus^ — all  produced  during  this  wonderful 
period  of  his  genius.  To  these  also  are  to  be  added 
four  other  dramatic  pieces,  which*  though  tlie  least 
successful  of  his  compositions,  have  yet,  as  Poems, 
few  equals  in  our  literature;  while,  in  a  more  especial 
degree,  they  illustrate  the  versatility  of  taste  and 
power  so  remarkable  in  him,  as  being  founded,  and 
to  this  very  circumstance,  perhaps,  owing  their  faii- 
ure,  on  a  severe  classic  model,  the  most  uncongenial 
to  his  own  habits  and  temperament,  and  the  most 
remote  from  that  bold,  unshackled  licence  which  it 
had  been  the  great  mission  of  his  genius,  throughout 
the  whole  realms  of  Mind,  to  assert. 

In  contrast  to  all  tjbese  high-toned  strains,  and 
struck  off  during  the  same  fertile  period,  we  find  his 
Don  Juan — in  itself  an  epitome  of  all  the  marvellous 
contrarieties  of  his  character— the  Vision  of  Judg^ 
ment,  the  Translation  from  Pulci,  the  Pamphlets  on 
Pope,  on  the  British  Review,  on  Blackwood,— to- 
gether with  a  swarm  of  other  light,  humorous  trifles, 
all  flashing  forth  carelessly  from  the  same  mind  that 
was,  ahnost  at  the  same  moment,  personating,  with  a 
port  worthy  of  such  a  presence,  the  mighty  spirit  of 
Dante,  or  following  the  dark  footsteps  of  Scepticism 
over  the  ruins  of  past  worlds,  with  Cain. 

All  this  time,  too,  while  occupied  with  these  ideal 
creations,  the  demands  upon  his  active  sympathies, 
in  real  life,  were  such  as  almost  any  mind  but  his 
own  would  have  found  suflicient  to  engross  its  every 
thought  and  feeling.  An  amour,  not  of  that  light, 
tranHient  kind  which  **  goes  without  a  burden,"  but, 
on  the  contrary,  deep-rooted  enough  to  endure  to  the 
close  of  his  days,  employed  as  restlessly  with  its  first 
hopes  and  fears  a  portion  of  this  period  as  with  the 
entanglements  to  which  it  led,  political  and  domestic, 
it  embarrassed  the  remainder.  Scarcely,  indeed,  had 
this  disturbing  passion  begun  to  calm,  whdn  a  new 
source  of  excitement  presented  itself  in  that  co«- 
spiracy  into  which  he  flung  himself  so  fearlessly,  and  I 
which  ended,  as  we  have  seen,  but  in  multiplying  the 
objects  of  his  sympathy  and  protection,  and  driving  { 
him  to  a  new  change  of  home  and  scene. 

When  we  consider  all  these  distractions  that  beset  I 
him,  taking  into  account  also  the  frequent  derange-  ! 
ment  of  his  health,  and  the   time  and  temper  he 
must  have  thrown  away  on  the  minute  drudgery  of 
watching  over  every  item  of  his  household  expendi-  ; 
ture,  the  mind  is  lost  in  almost  incredulous  astonish-  | 
ment  at  the  wonders  he  was  able  to  achieve  under  i 
such  circumstances — at  the  variety  and  prodigality  of  I 
power  with  which,  in  the  midst  of  such  interruptions  ! 
and  hindrances,  his  ^  bright  soul  broke  out  on  every  I 
side,"  and  not  only  held  on  its  course,  unclogged,  j 
through  all  these  difficulties,   but  even   extracted 
out  of  the  very  struggles  and  annoyances  it  encoun- 
tered new  nerve  for  its  strength,  and  new  fucJ  for  its 
fire. 

While  thus  at  this  period,  more  remarkably  than 
at  any  other  during  his  life,  the  unparalleled  versdli- 
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litj  of  his  genius  was  unfolding  itseU^  those  quick, 
cameleott-like  changes  of  which  his  cliaracter,  too, 
was  capable  were,  during  the  same  time,  most  Tividlj, 
and  in  strongest  contrast,  drawn  out  To  the  world, 
and  more  especially  to  England,— the  scene  at  once 
of  his  glories  and  his  wrongs,— he  prest^ted  himself 
in  CO  other  aspect  than  that  of  a  stem,  haughty  mi»- 
authrope,  self  banished  from  the  fellowship  of  men 
and,  most  of  all,  from  that  of  Englishmen.  The  more 
genial  and  beautiful  inspirations  of  his  rouse  were,  in 
this  point  of  view,  looked  upon  but  as  lucid  intenrals 
between  the  paroxysms  of  an  inherent  maliguancy  oi 
nature ;  and  even  the  kiughing  efi'usions  of  his  wit  and 
humour  got  credit  for  no  other  aim  than  that  which 
Swift  boasted  of,  as  the  end  of  ail  his  own  labours, 
•*  to  vex  the  world  rather  than  divert  it." 

How  totally  all  this  differed  from  the  Byron  of  the 
social  hour,  they  who  lived  in  familiar  intercourse 
with  him  may  be  safely  left  to  tell.  The  sort  of  ferine 
reputation  which  he  bad  acquired  for  himself  abroad 
prevented  numbers,  of  course,  of  his  countrymen, 
whom  he  would  have  most  cordially  welcomed,  from 
seeking  his  acquaintance.  But,  as  it  was,  no  E^ngUsh 
gentleman  ever  approached  him,  with  the  common 
forms  of  introduction,  that  did  not  come  away  at  once 
surprised  and  charmed  by  the  kind  courtesy  and  fa- 
cility of  his  manners,  the  unpretending  play  of  his 
conversation,  and,  on  a  nearer  intercourse,  the  frank, 
youthful  spirits,  to  the  flow  of  which  he  gave  way  with 
such  a  zest,  as  eVen  to  deceive  some  of  those  who 
best  knew  him  into  the  impression,  that  gaiety  was 
after  all  the  true  bent  of  his  disposition. 

To  these  coutraiHs  which  he  presented,  as  viewed 
publicly  and  privately,  is  to  be  added  also  the  fact, 
that,  while  braving  the  world's  ban  so  boldly,  and  as- 
serting man's  right  to  tlunk  for  himself  with  a  freedom 
and  even  daringness  unequalled,  the  original  shyness 
of  his  nature  never  ceased  to  hang  about  him ;  and 
while  at  a  distance  he  was  regarded  as  a  sort  of  auto- 
crat in  intellect,  revelling  in  all  the  confidence  of  his 
own  great  powers^  a  somewhat  nearer  observation 
enabled  a  common  acquaintance  at  Venice  *  to  detect, 
under  all  this,  traces  of  that  self- distrust  and  bashful- 
ness  which  bad  marked  him  as  a  boy,  and  which 
never  entirely  forsook  him  through  the  whole  of  his 
career. 

Stin  more  singular,  however,  than  this  contra- 
diction between  the  public  and  private  man — a  con- 
tmdietion  not  unfrequent,  and,  in  some  cases,  more 
apparent  than  real,  as  depending  upon  the  rekitive 
position  of  the  observer — were  those  contrarieties  and 
changes  not  less  startling,  which  his  character  so  (^ten 
exhibited,  as  compared  with  itself.  He  who,  at  one 
moment,  was  seen  intrenched  in  the  most  absolute 
self-will,  would,  at  the  very  next,  be  found  all  that  was 
docile  and  amenable.  To-day,  storming  the  world  in 
its  strong  hoMs,  as  a  misanthrope  and  satiristr-^to- 
morrow,  leammg,  with  implicit  obedience,  to  fold  a 
shawl,  as  a  Cavaliere— the  same  man  who  had  so 
obstinately  refused  to  surrender,  either  to  friendly 
remonstrance  or  public  outcry^  a  single  line  of  Dk« 
Juan,  at  the  mere  request  of  a  gentle  Donna  agreed  to 
cease  it  altogether;  nor  would  venture  to  resume  this 
task  (though  the  chief  darling  of  his  muse),  till,  with 
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some  difficulty,  he  had  obtained  leave  from  the  auae 
ascendant  quarter.  Who,  indeed,  is  there  that,  without 
some  previous  clue  to  his  transformations,  oouU  have 
been  at  all  prepared  to  recognize  the  coarse  Ubertine 
of  Venice  in  that  romantic  and  passionate  brer  who, 
but  a  few  months  after,  stood  weeping  before  the 
fountain  in  the  garden  at  Bologna?  or,  who  coidil 
have  expected  to  find  in  the  close  calculator  of  seqaiss 
and  baiocchi,  that  generous  champion  of  Liberty 
whose  whole  fortune,  whose  very  life  itself  were  con- 
sidered by  him  but  as  trifling  sacrifices  for  the  ad- 
vancement, but  by  a  day,  of  her  cause? 

And  here  naturally  our  attention  is  drawn  to  t^ 
consideration  of  another  feature  of  his  character,  ccb- 
nected  more  intimately  with  the  bright  epoch  of  his 
life  now  before  us.  Notwithstanding  his  strong^  | 
marked  prejudices  in  favour  of  rank  and  high  birth, , 
we  have  seen  with  what  ardour, — not  on^  in  Cancy  ! 
and  theory,  but  practically,  as  in  the  case  of  the,Ita- ! 
lian  Carbonari, — he  embarked  bis  sympathies  unre- 
servedly on  the  current  of  eveiy  popular  movesMBt 
towards  freedom.  Though  of  the  sincerity  of  this  seal 
for  liberty  the  seal  set  upon  it  so  solemnly  by  his  death 
leaves  us  no  room  to  doubt,  a  queoion  may  foir^ 
arise  whether  that  general  love  of  excitement,  let  it 
flow  (torn  whatever  source  it  might,  by  which,  more 
or  less,  every  pursuit  of  his  whole  life  vras  actuated, 
was  not  predominant  among  the  impulses  that  go- 
verned him  in  this ;  and,  again,  whether  it  is  not  pro- 
bable that,  Uke  Alfieri  and  other  aristocratic  fevers  of 
freedom,  he  would  not  ultimately  liave  shrunk  tarn 
the  result  of  bii  own  eqnalizbg  doctrines;  and,  though 
zealous  enough  in  lowering  those  above  his  ovra  level* 
rather  recoil  from  the  task  of  raising  op  those  vfho 
were  6«/oic  it. 

Witli  regard  to  the  first  point,  it  may  be  conceded, 
without  deducting  much  from  his  sincere  zee]  m  the 
cause,  that  the  gratification  of  his  thirst  of  fiuee  and, 
above  all,  perhaps,  that  supply  of  excilement  so  ne- 
cessary to  him,  to  whet,  as  it  were,  the  edge  of  his 
self-wearing  spirit,  were  not  the  least  of  the  attractioas 
and  incitements  which  a  struggle  under  the  bannefs 
of  Freedom  presented  to  him.  It  is  also  but  too 
cerlam  that,  destined  as  he  was  to  endless  diseochaal- 
ment,  from  that  singular  and  jiainful  union  which 
existed  in  his  nature  of  the  creative  imagioaiioa  that 
calls  up  illusions,  and  the  cool,  searduag  lagnaty 
that,  at  once,  detects  their  hoOowness,  he  oookl  aoC 
long  have  gone  on,  even  in  a  path  so  wdcone  to  hia^ 
without  finding  the  hopes  with  which  his  foncj  had 
strewed  it  withering  away  beneath  him  at  every  step. 

In  politics,  as  in  every  other  pursuit,  his  amhilinn 
was  to  be  anong  the  first ;  nor  woakl  it  have  been 
from  the  want  of  a  due  appreciation  of  nO  that  is 
noblest  and  most  disinterested  in  patriotism,  that  he 
would  ever  have  stooped  his  (Ught  to  ai^  lees  worthy  - 
aim.  The  following  passage  ia  one  of  his  Joumak 
will  be  lemembered  by  the  reader: — **  To  be  the  tint 
man  {not  the  Dictator),  not  the  Sylla,  but  the  Wash- 
ington, or  Aristides,  the  leader  in  talent  and  truth,  m 
to  be  next  to  the  Divinity."  With  such  high  md 
pure  notions  of  political  enanenoe  he  could  not  he 
otherwise  than  fastidious  as  to  the  means  of  attaimsi 
it;  nor  can  it  be  doubted  that  with  the  lortof  vulftf 
and  sometimes  sullied  instrumenU  which  all  popvltf 
leaden  must  stoop  to  eaph^t  hk  bie  of  truth,  his 
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sense  of  honour,  his  impatienee  of  injuBtice,  would 
bare  led  him  constantly  into  snch  collisionB  as  must 
hare  ended  in  repulsion  and  disgust;  while  the  com- 
panionship of  those  beneath^im,  a  tax  all  demagogues 
nttst  pay,  would,  as  aeon  as  it  had  ceased  to  amuse 
his  fancy  for  the  new  and  the  ridiculous,  hare  shocked 
his  taste  and  mortified  his  pride.  The  distate  with 
which,  as  appears  from  more  than  one  of  his  letters, 
he  was  disposed  to  Tiew  tlie  personal,  if  not  the  poli- 
tiea],  attributes  of  what  is  commonly  called  the  Ra- 
dical party  in  Engkind,  shows  how  unsuited  he  was 
naturaUy  to  mix  in  that  kind  of  popukur  feUowship 
which,  eren  to  those  fiur  less  aristocratic  in  their  no^ 
tioDs  and  feelings,  must  be  sufficiently  tryiog. 

But,  eren  granting  that  all  these  consequences 
H^ht  safely  be  predicted  as  almost  certain  to  result 
from  his  engaging  in  such  a  career,  it  by  no  means  the 
more  necessarily  folbws  that,  onc«  engaged,  he  would 
not  bare  persevered  in  it  consistently  and  devotedly 
to  the  hist;  nor  that,  even  if  reduced  to  say,  with 
Cicero,  ^  nil  boni  pneter  causam,''  he  could  not  have 
so  far  abstracted  the  principle  of  the  cause  from  its 
unworthy  supporters  as,  at  the  same  time,  to  uphold 
the  one  and  despise  the  other.  Looking  back,  in- 
deed, from  the  adyanced  point  where  we  are  now 
arrived  through  the  whole  of  his  past  career,  we  can- 
not  fail  to  observe,  pervading  all  its  apparent  changes 
and  incoDsistendes,  an  adherence  to  the  original  bias 
of  his  nature,  a  general  consistency  in  the  main,  how- 
ever shifting  and  contradictory  the  details,  which  had 
the  effect  of  preserving,  from  first  to  last,  all  his  views 
and  principles,  upon  the  great  subjects  that  interested 
him  tErougb  Kfe,  essentially  unchanged.* 

At  the  worst,  therefore,  though  allowing  that, 
from  disappointment  or  disgust,  he  might  have  been 
led  to  withdraw  all  personal  participation  in  such  a 
cause,  in  no  ease  would  he  have  shown  himself  a  re- 
creant to  its  principles ;  and  though  too  proud  to  have 
ever  descended,  like  Egalit^,  into  the  ranks  of  the 
people,  he  would  have  been  far  too  consistent  to  pass, 
like  Alfieri,  into  those  of  their  enemies. 

After  the  failure  of  those  hopes  with  which  he  had 
so  saoguinely  kx)ked  forward  to  the  issue  of  the  late 
struggle  between  Italy  and  her  rulers,  it  may  be  well 
ooncenred  whiit  a  relief  it  was  to  hinf  to  turn  his  eyes 
to  Greece,  where  a  spirit  was  now  rising  such  as  he 
had  himself. imaged  forth  in  dreams  of  song,  but 
hardly  could  have  even  dreamed  that  he  should  live 
to  see  it  realized.  His  early  travels  in  that  country 
had  left  a  lasting  impression  on  his  mind ;  and  when- 
ever, as  1  have  before  remarked,  his  huicf  for  a 
roving  life  returned,  it  was  to  the  regions  about  the 
^  blue  Olympus''  he  always  fondly  looked  back. 
Since  his  adoption  of  Italy  as  a  home,  this  propensity 
had  in  a  great  degree  subsided.  lu  addition  to  the 
sedatory  effects  of  his  new  domestic  tie,  there  had,  at 
this  time,  grown  upon  him  a  degree  of  inertness,  or 
indisposition  to  change  of  residence,  which,  in  the 
instance  of  his  departure  from  Ravenna,  was  with 
some  difficulty  surmounted. 

The  unsettled  state  of  life  he  was  from  thence- 
forward thrown  into,  by  the  precarious  fortunes  of 

•  Colonel  Stanhope,  who  saw  clearly  thi«  \ead\ng  cha- 
racter of  Byron'B  mind,  has  thus  justly  described  it.  *Lord 
Byrou't  was  a  versatile  and  still  a  stubborn  miud;  it  va- 
Teivd.  bat  always  returned  to  certain  fixed  priuciples.* 


those  with  whom  he  had  otanected  hhnself,  con- 
spired with  one  or  two  other  causes  to  revive  within 
him  all  his  former  love  of  chan[^  and  adventure ;  nor 
is  it  wonderful  that  to  Greece,  as  offering  both  in 
their  most  exciting  form,  he  should  turn  eagerly  his 
eyes,  and  at  once  kindle  with  a  desire  not  only  to 
witness,  but  perhaps  share  in,  the  present  triumphs 
of  Liberty  on  those  very  fields  where?  lie  had  already 
gathered  for  immortality  such  memorials  of  her  day 
long  past. 

Among  the  causes  that  concurred  with  this  senti- 
ment to  determine  him  to  the  enterprise  he  now  me- 
ditated, not  the  least  powerful,  undoubtedly,  was  the 
supposition  in  his  own  mind  tfiat  the  high  tide  of  his 
poetical  popularity  had  been  for  some  time  on  the 
ebb.  The  utter  failure  of  the  Liberal,— in  which, 
splendid  as  were  some  of  his  own  contributions  to  it, 
there  were  yet  others  from  his  pen  hardly  to  be  dis- 
tinguished from  the  surrounding  drois, — confirmed 
him  fully  in  the  notion  that  he  had  at  last  wearied 
out  his  welcome  with  the  world ;  and,  as  the  voice 
of  fame  had  become  almost  as  necesaiy  to  him  as  the 
air  he  breathed,  it  was  with  a  proud  consciousness  of 
the  yet  untouched  reserves  of  power  within  him  he 
now  saw  that,  if  arrived  at  the  end  of  one  path  of 
fame,  there  were  yet  others  for  him  to  strike  into, 
still  more  glorious. 

That  some  such  vent  for  the  resources  of  his  mind 
had  long  been  contemplated  by  him  appears  from  a 
letter  of  his  to  myself,  in  which  it  will  be  recollected 
he  says :— ^  If  I  live  ten  years  longer,  you  will  see 
that  it  is  not  over  with  me.  I  don't  mean  in  literature, 
for  that  is  nothing ;  and — it  may  seem  odd  enough  to 
say — 1  do  not  think  it  was  my  vocation.  But  you 
will  see  that  I  shall  do  something, — the  times  and 
Fortune  permitting, — that '  like  the  cosmogony  of  the 
world  will  puzzle  the  philosophers  of  all  ages.' "  He 
then  adds  this  but  too  true  and  sad  prognostic: — 
^  But  I  doubt  whether  my  constitution  will  hold  out.*' 

His  aseal  in  the  cause  of  Italy,  whose  past  history 
and  literature  seemed  to  call  aloud  for  redress  of  her 
present  vassalage  and  wrongs,  would  have,  no  doubt 
led  him  to  the  same  chivalrous  self-devotion  in  her 
service,  as  he  displayed  afterwards  in  that  of  Greece. 
The  disappointing  issue,  however,  of  that  brief 
struggle  is  but  too  well  known ;  and  this  sudden 
wreck  of  a  cause  so  promising  pained  him  the  more 
deeply  from  his  knowledge  of  some  of  the  brave  and 
true  hearts  embarked  in  it.  The  disgust,  indeed, 
which  that  abortive  effort  left'Hbehind,  coupled  with 
the  opinion  he  had  early  formed  of  the  ^  hereditary 
bondsmen "  of  Greece,  had  kept  him  lor  some  time 
in  a  state  of  considerable  doubt  and  misgiving  as  to 
their  chances  of  ever  working  out  their  own  enfran- 
chisement ;  nor  was  it  till  the  spring  of  this  year,  when, 
rather  by  the  continuance  of  the  struggle  than  by  its 
actual  success,  some  confidence  had  begun  to  be 
inspired  in  the  trust-worthinsse  of  the  cause,  that  he 
had  nearly  made  up  his  mind  to  devote  himself  to  its 
aid.  The  only  difficulty  that  still  remained  to  retard 
or  embarrass  this  resolution  was  the  necessity  it  im- 
posed of  a  temporary  separation  from  Madame  Guic- 
cioli,  who  was  herself,  as  might  be  expected,  anxious 
to  participate  his  perils,  but  whom  it  was  impossible, 
of  course,  he  could  think  of  exposing  to  the  cliances 
of  a  life,  even  for  men,  so  rude. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


1462 


NOTICES  OF  THE 


A.  D.  180. 


At  the  beginning  of  the  month  of  April  he  receired 
I  a  visit  from  Mr  Bkqniere,  who  was  then  proceeding 
on  a  special  mission  to  Greece,  for  the  purpose  of 
procuring  for  the  Committee  lately  formed  in  London 
correct  information  as  to  the  state  and  prospects  of 
that  countrj.  It  was  among  the  instructions  of  this 
gentleman  that  he  should  touch  at  Genoa  and  com- 
municate with  liord  Byron  ;  and  the  followmg  note 
will  show  how  cordially  the  noble  poet  was  disposed 
to  enter  into  all  the  objects  of  the  Conmiittee. 


LETTER  DXIX. 

TO  MR.  BLAQU1SRB. 

«  AJbaro,  April  5tb;i«3. 
**  DEAR  snt, 
**  I  shall  be  delighted  to  see  you  and  your  Greek 
friend,  and  the  sooner  the  better.  I  hare  been  ex- 
pecting you  for  some  time,— you  will  find  me  at  home. 
I  cannot  express  to  you  how  much  I  feel  interested 
in  the  cause,  and  nothing  but  the  ho  pes  1  entertained 
of  witnessing  the  liberation  of  Italy  iuelf  prevented 
me  long  ago  from  returning  to  do  what  little  I  could, 
as  an  individual,  in  that  land  which  it  is  an  honour 
even  to  have  visited. 

**  Ever  yours,  truly, 

"Noel  Byron." 

Soon  after  this  interview  with  their  agents  a  more 
direct  communication  on  the  subject  was  opened  be- 
tween his  lordship  and  the  Committee  itself. 


LETTER  DXX. 

TO  MR  BOWRINO. 

Genoa,  IStb  May,  1823. 
"SIR, 
"I  have  great  pleasure  in  acknowledging  your  let- 
ter, and  the  honour  which  the  Committee  have  done 
me ; — I  shall  endeavour  to  deserve  their  confidence  by 
I  every  means  in  my  power.  My  first  wish  is  to  go  up 
'  into  the  Levant  in  person,  VThcre  I  might  be  enabled 
to  advance,  if  not  the  cause,  at  least  the  means  of 
obtaining  information  which  the  Committee  might  be 
desirous  of  acting  upon ;  and  my  former  residence  in 
the  country,  my  familiarity  with  the  Italian  language 
(which  is  there  universally  spoken,  or  at  least  to  the 
same  extent  as  French  in  the  more  polished  parts  of 
the  continent),  and  my  not  total  ignorance  of  the 
Romaic,  would  afford  me  some  advantages  of  ex- 
perience. To  this  project  the  only  objection  is  of 
a  domestic  nature,  and  I  shall  try  to  get  over  it; — 
if  I  fail  in  thb,  I  must  do  what  I  can  where  I  am; 
but  it  win  be  always  a  source  of  regret  to  me,  to 
think  that  I  might  perluips  have  done  more  for  the 
cause  on  the  spot. 

"Our  last  information  of  Captain  Blaquiere  is 
from  Ancona,  where  he  embarked  with  a  fair  wind 
for  Corfu,  on  the  15th  ult.;  he  is  now  probably  at 
his  destination.  My  last  letter  from  him  personally 
was  dated  Rome;  he  had  been  refused  a  passport 
through  the  Neapolitan  territory,  and  returned  to 


strike  up  through  Romagns  for  Anoona ;— little  tine, 
however,  appeara  to  have  been  lost  by  the  delay. 

"The  principal  material  vranted  by  the  Ore^a 
appears  to  be,  first,  a  piuk  of  field  artilleffy— fight, 
and  fit  for  mountain-service;  secondly,  gunpowder; 
thirdly,  hospital  or  medical  stores.  The  readiest 
mode  oP  transmission  is,  I  hear,  by  Idra,  addressed 
to  Mr  Negri,  the  minister.  I  meant  to  send  up  a 
certain  quantity  of  the  two  latter — ^no  great  deal — 
but  enough  for  an  mdividual  to  show  his  good  vriahea 
for  the  Greek  success,— but  am  pausing,  because, 
in  case  I  should  go  myself,  I  can  take  them  with 
me.  I  do  not  want  to  limit  my  own  contribution 
to  this  merely,  but  more  especially,  if  1  can  get  to 
Greece  myself,  I.  should  devote  whatever  resources 
I  can  muster  of  my  own,  to  advancing  the  great 
object.  I  am  in  correspondence  with  Signer  Nicoba 
Karrellas  (well  known  to  Mr  Hobhouse),  wbo  is  now 
at  Pisa;  but  his  latest  advice  merely  stated,  that 
the  Greeks  are  at  present  empk>yed  in  organising 
their  mtemal  government,  and  the  details  of  its  ad- 
ministration ;  this  would  seem  to  indicate  stcmritff 
but  the  war  is  however  far  from  being  terminated. 

"  The  Turks  are  an  obstinate  race,  as  all  former 
wars  have  proved  them,  and  will  return  to  the  duurge 
for  years  to  come,  even  if  beaten,  as  it  is  to  be 
hoped  they  will  be.  But  in  no  case  can  the  labours 
of  the  Committee  be  said  to  be  in  vain,  for  in  the 
event  even  of  the  Greeks  being  subdued,  ami  «fi»- 
persed,  the  funds  which  could  be  employed  in  ioc- 
couring  and  gathering  together  the  remnant,  so  as 
to  alleviate  in  part  their  distresses,  and  enable  then 
to  find  or  make  a  country  (as  so  many  emigraata  of 
other  nations  have  been  compelled  to  do),  would 
'bless  both  those  who  gave  and  those  who  took,' 
as  the  bounty  both  of  justice  and  of  mercy* 

"  With  regard  to  the  formation  of  a  brigade  (whiob 
Mr  Hobhouse  hints  at  in  his  short  letter  of  this  day^ 
receipt,  enclosing  the  one  to  which  I  have  the  hoooor 
to  reply),  I  would  presume  to  suggest — but  merely  as 
as  an  opinion,  resulting  rather  from  the  melancholy 
experience  of  the  brigades  embarked  in  the  ColmnbiaB 
service  than  from  any  experiment  yet  fiurly  tried  is 
Greece— that  the  attention  of  the  Committee  bad 
better  perhaps  be  directed  to  the  employment  of  tf" 
ficers  of  experience  than  the  enrobnent  of  ram  Bri- 
tish  soldiers,  which  latter  are  apt  to  be  unndy,  and 
not  very  serviceable,  in  irregular  warfare,  by  the  aide 
of  foreigners.  A  small  body  of  good  officers,  esqie- 
cially  artillery ;  an  engineer,  with  quantity  (such  as 
the  Committee  might  deem  requisite)  of  stores,  of  the 
nature  which  Captain  Blaquiere  indicated  as  most 
wanted,  woldd,  I  should  conceive,  be  a  high^  useAd 
accession.  Officers,  also,  who  had  previously  served 
in  the  Mediterranean  would  be  preferable,  as 
knowledge  of  Italian  is  nearly  indkpensable. 

"  It  would  also  be  as  well  that  they  shouki  be 
that  they  are  not  going  *  to  rough  it  on  a  beef-steak 
and  bottle  of  port,' — but  that  Greece-— never,  of  bue 
years,  very  plentifully  stocked  for  a  wtess — is  at  pre- 
sent the  country  of  all  kinds  of  privmtioiu.  This 
remark  nuy  seem  superfluous;  but  I  have  been  led 
to  it,  by  observing  that  many  foreign  officers,  Ita- 
lian, FVench,  and  even  Germans  (but /ewer  of  the 
iatter),  have  returned  in  disgust,  imagining  either 
that  they  were  going  up  to  make  a  party  of  pleasure^ 
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or  to  enjoy  fiill  pay,  speedy  promotton,  and  a  very 
moderate  degree  of  'duty.  They  complain,  too,  of 
having  been  ili  reoeired  by  the  OoTemment  or  inhar 
bitants ;  but  numbers  of  these  complainants  were  mere 
adrenturers,  attracted  by  a  hope  of  command  and 
plunder,  and  disappointed  of  both.  Those  Greeks  I 
have  seen  strenuously  deny  the  charge  of  inhospitality , 
and  declare  that  they  shared  their  pittance  to  the  hut 
cronb  with  their  foreign  volunteers. 

**  I  need  not  suggest  to  the  Committee  the  very  great 
advantage  which  must  accrue  to  Great  Britain  from 
the  success  of  the  Greeks,  and  their  probable  com- 
mercial relations  with  England  in  consequence;  be- 
cause I  feel  persuaded  that  the  first  object  of  the 
Committee  is  their  bmancipation,  without  any  in- 
terested views.  But  the  consideration  might  weigh 
with  the  English  people  in  general,  in  their  present 
passion  for  every  kind  of  speculation, — they  need  not 
erosa  the  American  seas,  for  one  much  better  worth 
their  while,  and  nearer  home.  The  resources  even 
for  an  emigrant  population,  in  the  Greek  islands  alone, 
are  rarely  to  be  paralleled ;  and  the  cheapness  of  every 
kind,  of  not  <mly  necessarg  but  luxury,  (that  is  to 
say,  luxury  of  nature),  fruits,  wine,  oil,  &e.  in  a 
state  of  peace,  are  far  beyond  those  of  the  Cape,  and 
Van  Diemen's  land,  and  the  other  places  of  refuge, 
which  the  English  popuktion  are  searching  for  over 
the  waters. 

**\  beg  that  the  Committee  will  command  me  in 
any  and  every  way.  If  1  am  favoured  with  any 
Bnstmctions,  I  shall  endeavour  to  obey  them  to  the 
letter,  whether  conformable  to  my  own  private  opi- 
nion or  not.  I  beg  leave  to  add,  personally,  my  re- 
q>ect  for  the  gentleman  whom  I  have  the  honour  of 
addressing, 

**  And  am,  sir,  your  obliged,  &c. 

*^  P.  S.  The  best  refutation  of  Gell  will  be  the 
active  exertions  of  the  Committee; — I  am  too  warm 
A  controversialist ;  and  I  suspect  that  if  Mr  Hobhouse 
have  taken  him  iu  hand,  there  will  be  little  occasion 
for  me  to  '  encumber  him  with  help.'  If  I  go  up  into 
the  country,  I  will  endeavour  to  transmit  as  accurate 
and  impartial  an  account  as  circumstances  will  per- 
mit 

**  I  shall  write  to  M.  Karrellas.  I  expect  intelli- 
genee  from  Captain  Blaquiere,  who  has  promised  me 
some  early  intimation  from  the  seat  of  the  Provisional 
Government.  I  gave  him  a  letter  of  introduction  to 
Lord  Sydn^  Osborne,  at  Corfu ;  but  as  Lord  S.  is  in 
the  government  service,  of  course  his  reception  could 
only  be  a  cauUout  one." 


LETTER  DXXL 

TO  MR  BOWRINO. 

Genoa,  May  3Ist,  1823. 

"MB, 

**  I  received  yesterday  the  letter  of  the  Committee, 

dated  the  14th  of  March.'    What  has  occasioned  the 

delay,  I  know  not.    It  was  forwarded  by  Mr  Galig- 

nani,  from  Paris,  who  stated  that  he  had  ouly  had 

I  it  in  hb  charge  four  days,  and  that  it  was  delivered 

I  to  him  by  a  Mr  Orattan.    I  need  hardly  say  that  1 


gladly  accede  to  the  proposition  of  the  Committee, 
and  hold  myself  highly  honoured  by  bemg  deemed 
worthy  to  be  a  member.  I  have  aJso  to  return  my 
thanks,  particularly  to  yourself,  for  the  accompanying 
letter,  which  is  extremely  flattering. 

**  Since  I  last  wrote  to  you,  through  the  medium 
of  Mr  Hobhouse,  I  have  received  and  forwarded  a 
letter  from  Captain  Blaquiere  to  me,  from  Corfu, 
which  will  show  how  he  geU  on.  Yesterday  I  fell  in 
with  two  young  Germans,  survivors  of  General  Ner- 
mann's band.  They  arrived  at  Genoa  in  the  most 
depbrable  state — ^without  food — without  a  sou— 
without  shoes.  The  Austrians  had  sent  them  out  of 
their  territory  on  their  landing  at  Trieste ;  and  they 
had  been  forced  to  come  down  to  Florence,  and  had 
travelled  from  Leghorn  here,  vrith  four  Tuscan  livres 
(about  three  francs)  in  their  pockets.  I  have  given 
them  twenty  Genoese  scudi  (about  a  hundred  and 
|hirty-three  livres,  French  money),  and  new  shoes, 
which  will  enable  them  to  get  to  Switzerland,  where 
they  say  that  they  have  friends.  All  that  they  could 
raise  in  Genoa,  besides,  was  thirty  tout.  They  do 
not  complain  of  the  Greeks,  but  say  that  they  have 
sufiered  more  since  their  Unding  in  Italy. 

**  I  tried  their  veracity,  Istly,  by  their  passports 
and  papers;  2dly,  by  topography,  cixMS-questioning 
them  about  Arta,  Argos,  Athens,  Missolonghi,  Co- 
rinth, &c.  >  and  3dly,  in  Bomaic,  of  which  I  found 
(one  of  them  at  least)  knew  more  than  I  do.  One  of 
them  (they  are  both  of  good  faroiUes)  is  a  fine  hand- 
some young  fellow  of  three  and  twenty — a  Wir- 
tembergher,  and  has  a  look  of  Sandt  about  him — the 
other  a  Bavarian,  older  and  flat-faced,  and  less  ideal, 
but  a  great,  sturdy,  soldier-like  personage.  The 
Wirtembergher  was  in  the  action  at  Arta,  where  the 
Philhellenists  were  cut  to  pieces  after  killing  six 
hundred  Turks^  they  themselves  beuig  only  a  hundred 
and  fifty  in  number,  opposed  to  about  six  or  seven 
thousand ;  only  eight  escaped,  and  of  them  about  three 
only  survived ;  so  that  General  Nermann  *  posted  his 
ragamuffins  where  they  were  well  peppered — not 
three  of  the  hundred  and  fifty  left  alive — and  they  are 
for  the  town's  end  for  life.' 

"These  two  left  Greece  by  the  direction  of  the 
Greeks.  When  Churschid  Pacha  overrun  the  Morea, 
the  Greeks  seem  to  haveibehaved  well,  in  wishing  to 
save  their  allies,  when  they  thought  that  the  game 
was  up  with  themselves.  This  was  in  September 
last  (1882) :  they  wandered  from  island  to  ishind,  and 
got  from  Milo  to  Smyrna,  where  the  French  consul 
gave  them  a  passport,  and  a  charitable  captain  a 
passage  to  Ancona,  whence  they  got  to  Trieste,  and 
were  turned  back  by  the  Austrians.  They  complain 
only  of  the  minister  (who  has  always  been  an  indif- 
ferent character);  say  that  the  Greeks  fight  very 
weU  in  their  own  way,  but  wereat^Ers^  afraid  to^e 
their  own  cannon — but  mended  with  practice. 

'^Adolphe  (the  younger)  commanded  at  Navarino 
for  a  short  time ;  the  other,  a  more  material  person, 
'  the  bold  Bavarian  in  a  luckless  hour,'  seems  chiefly 
to  lament  a  fast  of  three  days  at  Argos,  and  the  loss 
of  twenty-five  paras  a  day  of  pay  in  arrear,  and  some 
baggage  at  Tripolitza;  but  takes  his  wounds,  and 
marches,  and  battles  in  very  good  part.  Both  are 
very  simple,  full  of  naivete,  and  quite  unpretending: 
they  say  the  foreigners  quarrelled  among  themsel\es. 
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particulariy  the  FVench  with  the  Germaiis,  which 
produced  dueb. 

**  The  Greelu  accept  mutkett,  bat  throw  away 
b<iyoHet»,  and  will  noi  be  disciplined.  When  these 
lads  nw  two  PiednMmteae  regiments  yesterday,  they 
said,  'Ah,  if  we  had  had  but  /Ae«e  two,  we  should 
have  cleared  the  Morea :'  iu  that  case  the  Piedmontese 
must  have  behaved  better  than  they  did  against  the 
Austrians.  They  seem  to  lay  great  stress  upon  a  few 
regular  troops — say  that  the  Greeks  have  arms  and 
powder  in  plenty,  but  want  victuals,  hospital  stores, 
and  lint  and  linen,  &c.  and  money,  very  much.  Al- 
together, it  would  be  difficult  to  show  more  practical 
philosophy  than  this  remnant  of  our  'puir  hOl  folk' 
have  done;  they  do  not  seem  the  least  cast  down,  and 
their  way  of  presenting  themselves  was  a  simple  and 
natural  as  couM  be.  They  said,  a  Dane  here  had 
told  them  (hat  an  Englishman,  friendly  to  the  Greek 
cause,  was  here,  and  that,  as  they  were  reduced  to 
beg  their  ynj  home,  they  thought  they  might  as  well 
begin  with  me.  I  vrrite  in  haste  to  snatch  the  post 
—Believe  me,  and  truly. 

**  Your  obliged,  kc. 

**  P.S.  I  have,  since  I  vrrote  this,  seen  them  again. 
Count  P.  Gamba  asked  them  to  breakfast  One  of 
them  means  to  publish  his  Journal  of  the  campaign. 
The  Bavarian  wonders  a  little  that  the  Greeks  are 
not  quite  the  same  with  them  of  the  time  of  Themis- 
tocles  (they  were  not  then  very  tractable,  by  the  by), 
and  at  the  difficulty  of  disciplining  them;  but  he.is  a 
'  bon  homme  *  and  a  tactician,  and  a  little  like  Dugald 
Dalgetty,  who  would  insist  upon  the  erection  of  '  a 
sconce  on  the  hill  of  Drumsnab,'  or  whatever  it  vras ; 
—the  other  seems  to  wonder  at  nothing." 


LETTER  DXXn. 

TO  ULDT  ♦•*♦♦. 

«  Hay  17tli,  1813. 

**  My  voyage  to  Greeoe  will  depend  upon  the  Greek 
Committee  (in  Engkud)  partly,  and  partly  on  the 
instructions  which  some  persons  now  in  Greece  on  a 
private  mission  may  be  pleased  to  send  me.  I  am  a 
member,  lately  elected,  of  tlie  said  Committee ;  and 
my  object  in  going  up  would  be  to  do  any  little  good 
in  my  power; — ^but  as  there  are  some  proi  and  cons 
on  the  subject,  with  regard  to  how  far  the  interven- 
tion of  strangers  may  be  advisable,  I  know  no  more 
than  I  tell  you :  but  we  shall  probably  hear  something 
soon  from  Engkind  and  Greece,  which  may  be  more 
decisive. 

^  With  regard  to  the  late  person  (Lord  London- 
derry), whom  you  hear  that  I  have  attacked,  I  can 
only  say  that  a  bad  minister's  memory  is  as  much  an 
object  of  investigation  as  his  conduct  while  alive, — 
for  his  measures  do  not  die  with  him  like  a  private  in- 
dividual's notions.  He  is  matter  of  history ;  and, 
wherever  I  find  a  tyrant  or  a  villain,  1  will  mark  him. 
I  attacked  him  no  more  than  I  had  been  wont  to  do* 
As  to  the  Liberal,— it  was  a  publication  set  up  for 
the  advantage  of  a  persecuted  author  and  a  very 
worthy  man.  But  it  was  foolish  in  me  to  engage  in 
it;  and  so  it  has  turned  out — for  I  have  hurt  myself 
without  doing  much  good  to  those  for  whose  benefit 
it  was  intended. 


''Do  not  drfend  me— it  will  never  do— yon  wfll 
only  make  yetfr»e(ir  enemies. 

''Mine  are  neither  to  be  diminished  aor  sofieBed, 
but  they  may  be  overthrown;  and  there  are  events 
which  may  occur,  less  improbable  than  those  whidi 
have  happened  in  our  time,  that  may  reverse  tbe 
present  state  of  things-^noiw  verront.    «    *    *    • 

"  I  send  you  this  gossip  that  you  may  laugh  at  it, 
which  is  all  it.is  good  for,  if  it  is  even  good  for  so 
nraoh.    T  shall  be  delighted  to  tee  you  again ;  bat  it 
win  be  melancholy,  shooM  it  be  only  for  a  OMMoent. 
"Everyouts, 

"N.B." 

It  being  now  decided  that  Lord  Byroo  should  pro- 
ceed forthwith  to  Greeee,  all  the  necessary  prepaim- 
tioos  for  his  departure  were  hastened.  One  of  his 
first  steps  was  to  vrrite  to  Mr  TVebwney,  who  vras 
then  at  Rome,  to  request  that  he  wouM  acoompany 
him.  "  You  must  have  heard,**  he  says,  "  that  I  am 
gomg  to  Greece — ^why  do  you  not  come  to  me  f  I  can 
do  nothing  without  you,  and  am  exceedingly  aaxioos 
to  see  you.  Pray,  come,  for  I  am  at  test  detenmned 
to  go  to  Greece  ;— it  is  the  only  place  i  was  ever  eon- 
tented  m.  I  am  serious ;  and  did  not  write  before,  as 
I  might  have  given  you  a  journey  for  nothuig.  Tbey 
aU  say  I  can  be  of  use  to  Greece;  I  do  not  know 
how — nor  do  they ;  but,  at  all  events,  let  us  go.** 

A  physician,  acquainted  with  surgery,  bdng  con- 
sidered a  necessary  part  of  his  suite,  he  requested  of 
his  own  medical  attendant  at  Genoa,  Doctor  Alexan- 
der, to  provide  him  with  such  a  person ;  and,  on  the 
recommendation  of  this  gentleman.  Doctor  Brano,  a 
young  man  who  ha^  just  left  the  university  vrith  con- 
siderable reputation  vras  engaged.  Among  other 
preparations  for  his  expedition,  he  ordered  three 
splendid  helmets  to  be  made,— -with  his  never  for- 
gotten crest  engraved  upon  them, — for  himself  and 
the  two  friends  who  were  to  accompany  him.  la 
this  little  circumstance  which,  in  England  (where  the 
ridiculous  is  so  much  better  understood  than  the 
heroic),  excited  some  sneers  at  the  time,  vre  have 
one  of  the  many  instances  that  occur  amusngly 
through  his  life,  to  confirm  the  quaint  but,  as  applied 
to  him,  true  observation,  that  **  the  child  is  lather  to 
the  man;" — the  characteristics  of  these  two  periods 
of  life  being  in  him  so  anomatously  transpoeed,  that 
while  the  passions  and  ripened  views  of  the  man 
developed  themselves  in  his  boyhood,  so  the  ena^ 
pleased  fonoics  and  vanities  of  the  boy  were  for  ever 
breaking  out  among  the  most  serious  momenta  of  his 
manhood.  The  same  schoolboy  whom  we  found,  at  the 
beginning  oCtbe  first  volume,  boasting'of  his  mtention 
to  raise,  at  some  future  time,  a  troop  of  horae,  in 
black  armour,  to  be  callecl  Byron's  Blacks,  vias 
now  seen  trying  on  with  delight  his  fine  created 
hehnet,  and  anticipating  the  deeds  of  gtory  be  was 
to  achieve  under  its  plumes. 

At  the  end  of  May  a  letter  arrived  from  Mr. 
Blaquiere,  communicating  to  hhn  very  favoarable ! 
intelligence,  and  requesting  that  he  vrouk),  as  much 
as  possible,  hasten  his  departure,  as  he  was  mom 
anxiously  looked  for,  and  would  be  of  the  greatest 
senrice.  However  encouraging,  tbb  summons,  and 
though  Lord  Byron,  thus  called  upon  from  all  sides, 
had  now  determined  to  give  freely  the  aid  whicfc  all 


J 


Digitized  by 


Google 


so  eneiilial,  it  is  plain  from  his  leCten  that, 
[  is  the  cool,  sagaoious  view  which  he  himself  took  of 
'  the  whole  subject,  so  far  from  agreeiog  with  these 
I  eothiuiasts  in  their  high  estimate  of  his  personal 
I  serriccs,  he  had  not  yet  even  been  able4o  perceive 
aoj  definite  way  in  which  those  serrices  could,  with 
I  any  prospect  of  pennanent  utility,  be  applied. 
j  For  an  insight  into  the  true  state  of  his  mind  at 
i  this  crisis,  the  following  observations  of  one  who 
watched  him  with  eyes  quickened  by  anxiety  will  be 
fbuod,  perhaps,  to  afibrd  the  clearest  and  most 
certain  clue.  ^At  this  time,''  says  the  Contessa 
Guiccioli,  **  Lord  Byron  again  turned  his  thoughts  to 
Greece ;  and,  excited  on  every  side  by  a  thousand 
iH^ii^ning  circumstances,  found  himself,  almost 
before  he  had  time  to  form  a  decision,  or  well  know 
what  he  was  doing,  obliged  to  set  out  for  that  country. 
But,  notwithstanding  h^  aflfection  for  those  regions — 
notwithstanding  the  consciousness  of  his  own  moral 
energies,  which  made  him  say  always  that  'a  man 
ought  to  do  something  more  for  society  than  write 
verses,' — notwithstanding  the  attraction  which  the 
object  of  this  voyage  must  necessarily  have  for  his 
noble  mind,  and  that,  moreover,  he  was  resolved  to 
return  to  Italy  within  a  few  months, — notwithstanding 
all  this,  every  person  who  was  near  him  at  the  time 
can  bear  witness  to  the  struggle  which  bin  mind 
underwent  (however  much  he  endeavoured  to  hide 
it),  as  the  period  fixed  for  ha  depature  approached."* 
In  addition  to  the  vagueness  which  this  want  of 
any  defined  object  so  unsatisfactorily  threw  round 
the  enterprise  before  him,  he  had  also  a  sort  of 
oouDOOS  presentiment — natural,  perhaps,  to  one  of 
Us  temperament  under  such  circumstances — that  he 
was  bat  fulfilling  his  own  doom  in  this  expedition, 
and  shoukl  die  in  Greece.  On  the  evening  before 
the  departure  of  his  friends,  Lord  and  Lady  B**, 
from  Genoa,  he  called  upon  them  for  the  purpose  of 
taking  leave,  and  sate  conversing  for  some  time. 
He  was  evidently  in  k>w  spirits,  and  after  expressing 
has  regret  that  they  should  leave  Genoa  before  his 
own  tioie  of  sailing,  proceeded  to  speak  oi  his  intended 
voyage  in  a  tone  full  of  despondence.  **  Here,''  said 
he,  ^  we  are  all  now  together — ^but  when,  and  where, 
shall  we  meet  again  ?  I  have  a  sort  of  boding  that 
we  see  each  other  for  the  hut  time;  as  something 
tells  me  I  shall  never  again  return  from  Greece.'' 
'  Having  continued  a  little  longer  in  this  melancholy 
I  strain,  he  leaned  his  head  upon  the  arm  of  the  sofa 
oo  which  they  were  seated,  and,  bursting  into  tears, 
w^t  for  some  minutes  with  uncontrollable  feeling. 
Thoogfa  he  had  been  talking  only  with  Lady  B**, 
all  who  were  present  in  the  room  observed,  and 
were  afiected  by  his  emotion,  while  he  hifuself, 

*  «Fa  sDors  cbe  Lord  Byron  rivolse  i  saol  pensieri  alia, 
Grecia ;  e  stimoUto  poi  da  ogni  porte  per  mille  combina- 
skmi  egli  si  trord  quasi  sensa  averlo  deciso,  e  senxa  s«- 
peiio,  oUif^ato  di  partire  per  la  Grecia.  Ma,  non  ostante  il 
•oo  aSetto  per  qnelle  comrade,— non  ostante  il  sentimento 
detle  soe  forse  norall  che  gli  Aicera  dire  sempre  '  che  on 
•oano  h  obbligato  a  fare  per  la  societa  qualcbe  cosa  di  pi^ 
cbe  dbi  ▼ersi.'— non  ostante  le  attratire  cbe  doveva  arere 
pel  noMIe  sao  animo  Toggetto  di  qnel  Tiaggo.— e  non  os- 
tante che  egli  fosse  determinato  di  ritomare  in  Italia  fra 
nan  moM  med,— pure  in  quale  combattimento  si  trorasse 
ft  sao  coore  mentre  si  aTvanzava  I'epoca  della  sua  pcrtenaa 
(a^tfbene  cercasse  occultarlo}  ognnno  cbe  lo  ba  awioinato 
allorape6dirlo.« 


apparently  ashamed  of  his  weakness,  endeavoured  to 
turn  off  attention  from  it  by  some  ironical  remark, 
spoken  with  a  sort  of  hysterical  laugh,  upon  the 
effects  off  ^nervousness." 

He  had,  previous  to  this  conversation,  presented 
to  eaoh  of  the  party  some  little  farewell  gift— a  book 
to  one,  a  print  from  his  bust  by  BartoUini  to  another, 
and  to  Lady  B*  *  a  copy  of  his  Armenian  Grammar, 
which  had  some  manuscript  remarks  of  his  own  on  the 
leaves.  In  now  parting  with  her,  havmg  begged,  as 
a  memorial,  some  trifle  which  she  had  worn,  the  lady 
gave  him  one  of  her  rings;  in  return  for  which  he 
took  a  pin  from  his  breast,  containing  a  small  cameo 
of  Napoleon,  which  he  said  bad  bug  been  his  compa- 
nion, and  presented  it  to  her  ladyship. 

The  next  day  Lady  B**  received  from  him  the 
following  note : 

TO  THE  C0UNTB88  OP  B*  ♦. 


«AIbaro,June3d.  I8». 
MY  DEAR  LADY  D  ♦  *, 

**!  am  superstUiouMt  and  have  recollected  that 
memorials  with  ik  point  are  of  less  fortunate  augury; 
I  wiD,  therefore,  request  you  to  accept,  instead  of 
the  pin,  the  enck)sed  chain,  which  is  of  so  slight  a 
value  that  you  need  not  hesitate.  As  you  wish^  tor 
something  toom,  I  can  only  say,  that  it  has  been 
worn  oftener  and  longer  than  the  other.  It  is  of  Vene- 
tian manufacture;  and  the  only  peculiarity  about  it 
is,  that  it  could  only  be  obtained  at  or  from  Venice. 
At  Genoa  they  have  none  of  the  same  kind.  I  also 
encbse  a  ring,  which  I  would  wish  Alfred  to  keep; 
it  is  too  large  to  wear;  but  is  formed  of  /ova,  and  so 
far  adapted  to  the  fire  of  his  years  and  character. 
You  will  perhaps  have  the  goodness  to  acknowledge 
the  receipt  of  this  note,  and  send  back  the  pin  (for 
good  luck's  sake),  which  I  shall  value  much  more  for 
having  been  a  night  in  your  custody. 

^Ever  and  faithfully  your  obliged,  &c. 

"P.  S.  I  hope  your  nerves  are  well  to-day,  and 
will  continue  to  floiurish." 

In  the  mean  time  the  preparations  for  his  romantic 
expedition  were  in  progress.    With  the  aid  of  his 
banker  and  very  sincere  friend,  Mr.  Barry,  of  Genoa, 
he  was  enabled  to  raise  the  large  sgms  of  money  ne- 
cessary for  his  supply ;— 10,000  crowns  in  specie, 
and  40,000  crowns  in  bills  of  exchange,  bemg  the 
amount  of  what  he  took  vrith  him,  and  a  portion  of 
this  having  been  raised  upon  his  furniture  ajid  books, 
on  which  Mr.  Barry,  as  I  understand,  advanced  a  sum 
far  beyond  their  worth.    An  Enghsh  brig,  the  Her- 
cules, had  been  freighted  to  convey  himself  and  his 
suite,  which  consinted,  at  this  time,  of  Count  Gamba, 
i  Mr.  Trelawney,  Doctor  Bruno,  and  eight  domestics. 
I  There  were  also  aboard  five  horses,  sufficient  arms 
I  and  ammunition  for  the  use  of  his  own  party,  two 
I  one-pounders  belongmg  to  his  schooner,  the  BoKvar, 
'  which  be  had  left  at  Genoa,  and  medicine  enough  tot 
the  supply  of  a  thousand  men  for  a  year. 

The  following  letter  to  the  Secretary  of  the  Greek 
Committee  announces  his  approaching  departmra. 
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LETTER  DXXIII. 


TO  MB  BOWRING. 


•July  7th,  1823. 

**  We  sail  on  the  12th  for  Greece.— I  have  had  a 
letter  from  Mr.  Blaquiere,  too  long  for  present  tran- 
scription,' but  very  satisfactory.  The  Greek  GoTem- 
ment  expects  me  without  delay. 

^  In  conformity  to  the  desires  of  Mr.  B.  and  other 
correspondents  in  Greece,  I  have  to  surest,  with  all 
deference  to  the  Committee,  that  a  remittance  of  even 
'  ten  thousand  pounds  only*  (Mr.  B.*8  expression) 
would  be  of  the  greatest  service  to  the  Greek  Govern- 
ment at  present.  I  have  also  to  reoommend  strongly 
the  attempt  of  a  loan,  for  which  there  will  be  ofiered 
a  sufficient  security  by  deputies  now  on  their  way  to 
England.  In  the  mean  time^  I  hope  that  the  Com- 
mittee will  be  enabled  to  do  something  eflfectual. 

^  For  my  own  part,  I  mean  to  carry  up,  in  cash  or 
credits^  above  eight,  and  nearly  nineUiousand  pounds 
sterling,  which  I  am  enabled  to  do  by  funds  I  have  m 
Italy,  and  credits  in  England.  Of  this  sum  I  must 
necessarily  reserve  a  portion  for  the  subsistence  of 
myself  and  suite;  the  rest  I  am  willmg  to  apply  in  the 
manner  which  seems  most  likely  to  be  useful  to  the 
cause — having  of  course  some  guarantee  or  assurance, 
that  it  will  not  be  misapplied  to  any  individual  spe- 
culation. 

^  If  I  remam  in  Greece,  whicb  will  mainly  depend 
upon  the  presumed  probable  utility  of  my  presence 
there,  and  of  the  opinion  of  the  Greeks  themselves  as 
to  its  propriety — m  short,  if  I  am  welcome  to  them, 
I  shall  continue,  during  my  residence  at  least,  to  apply 
such  portions  of  my  income,  present  and  future,  as 
may  forward  the  objects— that  is  to  say,  what  I  ^n 
spare  for  that  purpose.  Privations  I  eta,  or  at  least 
could  once  bear — abstinence  I  am  accustomed  to — 
and,  as  to  fatigue,  1  was  once  a  tolerable  traveller. 
What  I  may  be  now,  I  cannot  tell — ^but  I  will  try. 

**  I  await  the  commands  of  the  Committee. — Address 
to  Genoa — the  letters  will  be  forwarded  to  me,  where- 
rer  I  may  be,  bx  my  bankers,  Messrs.  Webb  and 
Barry.  It  would  have  given  me  pleasure  to  have 
had  some  more  defined  instructions  before  I  went, 
but  these,  of  courM,  rest  at  the  option  of  the  Com- 


**  I  have  the  honour  to  be 
**  Your  obedient,  &c. 
**?.  S.  Great  anxiety  is  expressed  for  a  printing 
press  and  types,  &c.  I  have  not  the  time  to  provide 
them,  but  recommend  this  to  the  notice  of  the  Com- 
mittee. I  presume  the  types  must,  partly  at  le^ 
be  Grseh :  they  wish  to  publish  papers,  and  perhaps 
a  Journal,  probably  m  Romaic,  frith  Italian  transla- 


AO  was  now  ready ;  and  on  the  13th  of  July  himsdf 
and  his  whole  party  slept  on  board  the  Hercules. 
About  sunrise  the  next  morning  they  succeeded  in 
clearing  the  port  J  but  there  was  little  wind,  and  they 
remained  m  sight  of  Genoa  the  whole  day.  The  night 
was  a  bright  moonlight,  but  the  wind  had  become 
stormy  and  adverse,  and  they  were,  for  a  short  time, 
in  serious  danger.    Lord  Byron,  who  remained  on 


deck  during  the  storm,  was  empbyed  anxiously,  with 
the  aid  of  such  of  his  suite  as  were  not  disabled  by 
sea-sickness  from  helping  him,  in  preventing  further 
mischief  to  the  horses,  which,  having  been  badly  se- 
cured, had  broken  kKwe  and  injured  each  other.  Af- 
ter making  head  against  the  wind  for  three  erfour 
hours,  the  captain  was  at  last  obliged  to  steer  back  to 
Genoa,  and  re-entered  the  port  at  six  in  the  monung. 
On  landing  again,  after  this  unpromising  commeDoe- 
ment  of  his  Toyage,  Lord  Byron  (says  Count  Gamb^} 
''appeared  thoughtful,  and  remarked  that  he  consi- 
dered a  bad  beginning  a  fttvourable  omen." 

It  has  been  already,  I  believe,  mentioned  that, 
among  the  superstitions  in  which  he  chose  to  indulge, 
the  supposed  unluckiness  of  Friday,  as  a  day  for  the 
commencement  of  any  work,  was  one  by  which  he, 
almost  always,  allowed  hhnself  to  b^  influenced.  Soo« 
after  hyi  arrival  at  Pisa,  a  lady  of  his  acquaintance 
happening  to  meet  him,  on  the  road  from  her  boose 
as  she  was  herself  returning  thither,  and  supposing 
that  he  had  been  to  make  her  a  visit,  requested  that 
he  would  go  back  with  her.  **  I  have  not  been  Co 
your  house,"  he  answered; "  for,  just  before  1  got  to 
the  door,  I  remembered  that  it  was  Frnlay;  aik^  not 
liking  to  make  my  first  visit  on  a  FViday,  I  toned 
back."  rt  is  even  related  of  him  that  he  once  sent 
away  a  Genoese  tailor  who  bc^ught  him  bone  a  new 
coat  on  the  same  ominous  day. 

With  all  this,  strange  to  say,  he  set  sail  for  Greece 
on  a  Friday  : — and  though,  by  those  who  hare  aqy 
leaning  to  this  superstitious  fancy,  the  result  may  be 
thought  but  too  sadly  confirmatory  of  the  omen,  it  is 
plain  that  either  the  influence  of  the  supervtitioB  over 
his  own  mind  was  slight,  or,  in  the  excitement  of  self- 
derotion  under  which  he  now  acted,  vras  forgoClcB. 
In  truth,  notwithstanding  his  encouraging  speech  to 
Count  Gamba,  the  forewarning  he  now  felt  of  his 
approaching  doom  seems  to  have  been  far  too  deep 
and  serious  to  need  the  aid  of  any  such  accesBory. 
Having  expressed  a  wish,  on  relanding,  to  risit  his 
own  palace,  wbi<!h  he  had  left  to  the  care  of  Mr.  Barry 
during  his  absence,  and  from  which  Madame  Gnie- 
cioli  had  early  .that  morning  departed,  he  now  pro- 
ceeded thither,  aeconlpanied  by  Count  Gambo 
**  His  conversation,"  says  this  gentleman,  ^  was 
what  melancholy  on  our  way  to  Albaro :  he 
much  of  bis  past  life,  and  of  the  uncertainly  of  the 
future.  '  Where,'  said  he, '  shall  we  be  in  a  year?* 
— It  looked  (adds  his  friend)  like  a  raalaacho|y  fore- 
boding; for,  on  the  same  day,  of  the  same  month,  in 
the  next  year,  he  was  carried  to  the  tomb  of  hia  an- 
cestors." 

It  took  aeariy  the  whole  of  the  day  to  repair  the 
damages  of  their  ressel;  and  the  greater  part  of  Ihb 
ioterval  vras  passed  by  Lord  Byron,  in  company  with 
Mr  Barry,  at  some  gardens  near  the  dty.  Here  hit 
conversation,  as  this  gentleman  informs  me,  took  ^ 
same  gbomy  turn.  That  he  had  not  fixed  to  go  Is 
England,  in  preference,  seemed  one  of  his  deep  re- 
grets ;  and  so  hopeless  were  the  Tievrs  he  ezprcMed 
of  the  whole  enterprise  before  him,  that,  as  it  ap- 
peared to  Mr  Barry,  nothing  but  a  devoted  auut  of 
duty  and  honour  could  hare  detennined  him  lo  p«- 
sist  in  it. 

In  the  evening  of  that  day  they  set  sail ;— and  now, 
fietiriy  launched  in  the  cause,  and  disengaged,  as  it 
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were,  from  hif  former  state  of  existence,  the  natun^ 
power  of  his  spirit  to  shak6  «ff  pressure,  whether 
from  within  or  without,  began  instantly  to  display 
ilaetf.  Aooording  to  the  report  of  one  of  his  fd- 
low-Toyagers,  though  so  clouded  while  on  shore,  no 
sooner  did  be  find  himself,  once  more,  bounding  OTer 
the  waters,  than  all  the  light  and  'life  of  his  better 
nature  shone  forth.  In  the  breeze  that  now  bore 
bim  towards  his  belored  Greece,  the  Voice  of  his 
youth  seemed  again  to  speak.  -  Before  the  titles  of 
hero,  of  bene&clor,  to  which  he  now  aspired,  that  of 
poet,  howerer  pre-eminent,  faded  into  nothing.  His 
bve  of  freedom,  his  generosity,  his  thirst  Cor  the  new 
and  adventurdus,— aQ  were  re^iwakened ;  and  eren 
the  bodings  that  still  lingered  at  the  bottom  of  his 
heart  but  made  the  course  before  him  more  precious 
from  his,  consciousness  of  its  brevity,  and  from  the 
high  and  self-ennoblini^  resolution  he  had  n^w  taken 
10  turn  what  yet  remained.of  it  gloriously  to  account. 

«  Parte/e  porta  nn  detio  d'etema  ed  alma 
Gloria  cbe  a  nobil  cuor  h  sferxa  e  iprdtae ; 
A  magnwnime  Impreae  intenta  ha  I'alma, 
Ed  intoHU  cote  oprar  dispone. 
Oir  frs  i  nemici— foi  o  ciprttto  opalma 
Acqoiatar.*  ^ 

After  a  passage  of  fivd  days,  they  reached  Leg- 
bom,  at  which  place  it  was  thought  necessary  to 
toudi,  for  the  purpose  of  taking  on  board  a  supply 
oC  gunpowder,  and  other  English  goods,  not  to  be 
had  elsewhere. 

It  would  hare  been  the  wish  of  Lord  Byron,  in  the 
new  path  he  had  now  marked  out  for  himself,  to  dis- 
connect from  hb  name,  if  poasible,  all  those  poetical 
asaodations,  which,->by  throwing  a  character  of  ro- 
mance over  the  step  he  was  now  taking,  might  have 
a  tendem^,  as  he  feared,  to  impair  its  practical  uti- 
lity ;  and  it  is,  perhaps^  hardly  saying  too  much  for 
his  sincere  zeal  in  the  cause  to  assert,  that  he  would 
willingly  at  this  moment  hare  sacrificed  his  whole 
fiune,  as  poet,  for  eren  the  prospect  of  an  equivalent 
renown,  as  philanthropist  and  liberator.  How  vain, 
however,  was  the  thought  that  he  could  thus  su- 
persede Jiis  own  glory,  or  canse  the  fame  of  the  lyre 
to  be  forgotten  in  that  of  the  sword,  was  made  mani- 
fest to  him  by  a  mark  of  hemafe  which  reached  him, 
while  at  L^hom,  from  the  hands  of  one  of  the  only 
two  men  of  thaage  who  could  contend  with  him  in 
the  universality  ol  his  literary  fame. 

Already,  as  bas  becfn  seen,  an  exchange  of  cour- 
tesiea,  founded  upon  mutual  admiration,  had  taken 
place  between  Lord  Byron  and  the  great  poet  oT 
Germany,  Goethe.  Of  thid  intercourse  between.two 
gnch  men, — the  former  as  brief  a  light  in  the  worid's 
eyes,  as  the  hater  has  been  long  and  steadily  lumi^ 
nous, — an  account  has  been  by  the  venerable  sur- 
vivor put  'on  record,  which,  as  a  fit  preliminary  to 
die  letter  I  am  about  to  give,  f  shall  here  insert  in 
as  feiihful  a  translation  as  it  has  been  in  my  power 
to  procure. 


"GOBtHE  and  BYRON. 

"  The  German  poet,  who,  down  to  the  htest  pe- 
riod of  hia  kmg  life,  had  been  always  anxious  to  ac- 


knowledge the  moQts  of  his  literarj  predecessors  and 
contemporaries,  because  he  has  always  considered  this 
to  be  the  surest  means  of  cultivating  his  own  powers, 
could  not  but  have  his  attention  attracted  to  the 
great  talent  of  the  noble  k>rd  almost  from  his  earliest 
appearance,  and  uninterruptedly  watched  the  'pro- 
gress of  his  mind  throughout  the  great  works  which 
h^  unceasingly  produced.  It  was  imme^tely  per- 
ceived by  hind  that  the  public  appreciation  of  his 
poetical  merits  kept  pace  Wfth  the  rapid  succession 
of  his  writhigs.  The  joyful  sympathy  of  others  would 
have  been  perfect,  had  not  the  poet,  by  a  life  marked 
by  self-dissatisfaction,  and  the  indulgence  of  strong 
psfsions,  disturbed  the  enjoyment  which  his  infinite 
genius  produced.  But  his  Glerman  admirer  was  not 
led  astray  by  this,  or  prevented  from  following  with 
dose  attention  both  his  works  and  his  life  in  all  their 
eccentricity.  These  astonished  him  the  more,  as  he 
found  in  the  experiei^pe  of  past  ages  no  element  for 
the  calculation  of  so  eccentrfo  an  orbit. 

*^  These  endeavours  of  the  German  did  not  remain 
unknown  to  the  Englishman,  of  which  his  poems  con- 
tain unambiguous  proofs,  and  he  also  availed  himself 
of  the  means  afibrded  by  various  travellers,  to  for- 
ward some  friendly  salutation  (b  his  unknown  ad- 
mirer. At  length  a  manuscript  Dedication  of  Sar- 
danapuhUi  in  the  most  complimentary  terms,  was 
forwarded  to  him,  with  an  obliging  inquiry  whether 
it  might  be  prefixed  to  the  tragedy.  The  German, 
who,  at  his  advanced  age,  was  conscious^of  his  own 
powers  and  of  their  effects,  could  only  gratefully  and 
modestly  consider  this  Dedication  as  the  expression 
of  an  inexhaualible  intellect,  deeply  feeling  and  cre- 
ating its  own  o^ect.  He  was  by  no  means  dissatis- 
fied when,  after  a  long  delay,  Sardanapalus  appeared 
without  the  Dedication;  and  %as  made  happy  by 
tlie  possession  of  a  fieic-simile  of  it,  engraved  on  stone, 
which  he  toasidered  a  precious  memorial. 

^'The  noble  lord,  however,  did  not  abandon  his 
purpose  of  prodaiming  to  the  worid  his  valued  kind- 
ness towards  his  German  contemporary  and  brother 
poet,  a  precious  evidence  of  which  was  placed  in 
front  of  the  tragedy  of  Werner.  It  will  be  readily 
believed,  when  so  unhoped  for  ^n  honour  was  con- 
ferred upon  the  German  poet-^ne  seldom  experi- 
enced in  life,  and  that  too  from  one  himself  so  highly 
distinguished — he  was  by  no  means  reluctant  to  ex- 
press the  high  esteem  and  sympathising  sen^ent 
with  which  his  unsurpassed  contemporary  had  in- 
spired him.  The  task  was  difficult,  and  was  found 
the  more  so,  the  more  it  was  contemplated ;  for  what 
can  be  said  .of  one,  whose  unfathomable  qualities  are 
not  to  be  reached  by'words?  But  when  a  young 
gentleman,  Mr  Sterling,  of  pleasing  person  and  ex- 
cellent character,  in  the  spring  of  1823,  on  a  journey 
from  Genoa  to  Weimar,  delivered  a  few  lines  under 
the  hand  of  the  great  man  as  an  introduction ;  and 
when  the  report  was  soon  after  spread  that  the  noble 
peer  was  dbout  to  direct  his  great  mind  and  various 
power  to  deeds  of  sublime  daring  beyond  the  ocean, 
there  appeared  to  be  no  tiipe  left  for  further  delay, 
and  the  following  lines  weit  hasti^f  written :  * 


*  I  Insert  the  verses  in  the  ortginal  lan^age,  as  an  En- 
glish Tersion  gires  bac  a  very  imperrect  notion  of  their 
i  meaning. 
'  58 


458 


NOTICES  OPTHE 


A.9L 


«Ein  flremidlich  Wort  komnt  eines  nach  dem  andem 
Von  S&den  her  nud  bringt  mw  froke  Stunden ; 
£•  mft  uni  auf  zam  Edelsten  zo  wandem, 
Nicht  iU  der  Geist,  doch  Ut  der  Foa  gebonden.       * 

*  WIe  son  kh  dem,  lien  ich  m  \^ng  begleitet. 
Nan  etwai  Tranlich'i  in  die  Feme  sagen  7 
tbm  der  sich  aelbat  im  Inneraten  beatreitet, 
Stark  angewohnt  daa  tieftte  Weh  za  tragen. 

*  WoU  ae7  flun  doch.  wenn  er  aich  aelbat  empAndet  I 
Er  wage  aelbat  aich  hoch  begliickt  za  nennen, 
Wenn  MnaenkraA  die  Schmerzen  Aberwindet, 
Und  wie  ich  ihn  erkannt  mdg'  er  aich  kennen. 


**  The  Tenes  reached  Genoa,  but  the  excellent 
friend  to  whom  they  were  addreeaed  was  already 
gone,  aod^  a  distance,  as  it  appeared,  inaccesnbfe. 
Driven  baclr,  however,  by  storms,  he  landed  at  Leg- 
horn, where  these  cordial  lines  reached  him  jjust  aji 
he  was  about  to  embark,  on  the  24th  of  July,  1823. 
He  had  barely  time  to  answer  by  a  well  filled  page, 
whick  the  possessor  has  iiceserred  among  his  most 
precbus  papers,  as  the  worthiest  evidence  of  the 
connexion  that  had  been  formed.  Affecting  and  de- 
lightful as  was  such  a  document,  and  justifying  the 
most  lively  hopes,  it  has  acquired  now  the  greatest, 
though  most  painful^  value,  from  the  untimely  death 
of  the  lofty' vniter,  which  adds  a  peculiar  edge  to  the 
grief  felt  generally  throughout  the  whole  moral  and 
poetical  world  at  his  loss :  for  we  were  warranted  in 
hoping,  that  when  his  great  deeds  should  hav'e  been 
achieved,  we  migbt  personally  have  frreeted  in  him 
the  pre-eminent  intellect,  the  happily  acquired  (Hend, 
and  the  roost  humane  of  conquerors.  At  present  we 
can  only  console  ourselves  with  the  conviction  that 
his  country  will  at  last  recover  from  that  violence  of 
invective  and  reproach  which  has  been  so  long  raised 
against  him,  and  will  learn  to  understand  that  the 
dross  and  lees  of  the  age  and  the  individual,  out  of 
whieh  even  the  best  have  to  elevate  them«elves,  are 
\tat  perishable  and  transient,  while  the  wonderful 
glory  to  which  he,  in  the  present  and  through  all  fu- 
ture ages,  has  elevated  his  Country,  will  be  as  bound- 
less in  its  spl^kbur,  as  it  is  inoakmlable  in  its  conae- 
qtienoee.  Nor  can  there  be  any  doubt  that  the  na- 
tion, which  can  bo^  of  so  many  great  names,  will 
class  him  among  the  first  of  those  through  whom  she 
has  acquired  such  glory." 

Th#  following  is  Lord  Byron's  answer  to  the  eom  - 
municaiion  above-mentioned  from  Goethe. 


LETTER   D)LXiy, 

TO  OOisTHB. 

•Leghorn,  July  Mth,  1823. 
^ILLUSTBIOUB  SIR, 

**  I  cannot  t)iank  you  as  you  ought  to  be  thanked 
for  the  lines  which  my  young  friend,  Mr  Sterling,  sent 
me  of  yours;  and  it  would  but  ill  become  me  to  pre* 
tend  to  exchasge  verses  wUh  him  who,  for  fifty  years, 
has  been  the  undisputed  sovereign  of  European  lite- 
rature. You  must  therefore  accept  my  most  sincere 
acknowledgments  in  prose — and  in  hasty  prose  toe ; 
for  I  am  at  present  on  my  voyage  to  Greece  once 
more,  and  surrounded  by  hurry  and  bustle,  which 


hardly  allow  a  moment  even  to  ^nUitude  aad 
ration  to  express  themselves. 

**  I  sailed  from  Genoa  some  days  ago,  vtm  drivoi 
back  by  a  gale  of  wind,  and  have  sinoe  sailed  agaoi 
and  arrived  here,  *  Leghorn,'  this  morning,  to  receive 
on  board  some  Greek  passengers  for  their  straggliig 
country. 

**Here  also  1  found  your  lines  and  Hr  Sleriisg'^ 
letter,  and  I  could  not  have  had  a  more  favourafala 
omen,  a  more  agreeable  surprise,  than  a  word  of  Goe- 
the«  written  by  his  own  hand. 

^  I  am  returning  to  Greece,  toseeifleanbeofapy 
little  use  there :  if  ever  I  come  back,  I  wiH  pay  a  viat 
to  Weimar,  to  offer  the  sincere  homage  of  one  of  Ibe 
many  millions  of  your  admirers.  I  have  the  honav 
to  be,  ever  and  inoet, 

**  Your  obliged, 
"Noel  Btbon.'* 

-  From  I^hom,  where  his  lordship  was  joined  l^ 
Mr  Hamilton  Bcpwne,  he  set  sail  on  the  94th  of  Ju^y, 
and  after  about  ten  days  of  most  favourable  weather, 
cast  anchor  at  ArgostoU,  the  chief  port  of  Cepbalonia. 

It  had  been  thought  expedient  that  Lotd  Byron 
should  with  the  view  of  informing  himself  correctly  re- 
specting Greece,  direct  his  course,  io  the  first  instance, 
to  one  of  the  Ionian  islands,  froin  whence,  as  (torn  a 
post  of  observatigo,  he  might  be*  able  Io  asoertaia  file 
exact  position  of  affairs  before  he  landed  on  the  eoo- 
tinent.  For  this  purpose  it  had  been  recommended 
that  either  Zante  or  Cepbalonia  shouU  be  selected, 
and  his  choice  was  chieflv  determined  towaids  the 
latter  island  by  his  knowleage  of  the  talents  and  libe- 
ral feelings  of  the  Resident,  Cok>nel  Napier.  Awarcv 
however,  that  in  the  yet  doubtful  aspect  oC  tktf 
foreign  policy  of  Engbuid,  his  ajorival  thus  oa  an  ex- 
pedition so  declaredly  in  aid  of  insurrection  m^t  hava 
the  eflfeot  of  embarrassfaig  the  earisting  authorities,  he 
resolved  to  adopt  such  a  line  of  conduct  as  wooU  be 
the  least  calcubted  either  to  compromise  or  ottemi 
them.  It  vras  with  this  view  he  now  thought  it  pr«- 
dent  not  to  land  at  ArgostoU,  but  to  await  on  boaM 
his  vessel  such  information  from  the  Government  of 
Greece  as  should  enabla  bim  to  decide  apon  his  farther 
movements. 

The  arrival  of  a  penon  so  ceiebrated  at  Argoatoii 
excited  naturally  a  lively  sensation,  as  vseU  among  the 
Greeks  as  the  English  of  that  place ;  and  tho  fast 
approaches  towards  intercourse  between  the  latter 
and  their  noble  visitor  were  foHbwed  iastaatly,  oo  both 
sides,  by  that  sort  of  agreeable  *snrpriM  which,  horn 
tile  false  notions  they  bad  preconceived  of  each  otlar, 
was  to  be  expected.  His  countrymen,  who,  froa 
the  exaggerated  stories  they  had  so  of  ten  heard  of  his 
misanthropy  and  especial  horror  of  the  English,  ex- 
pected their  courtesies  to  be  received  vrith  a  haagfaty, 
if  not  insulting,  cttdness,  found,  on  the  oootimry.  m 
all  his  demeanour,  a  degree  of, open  and  checffii]  aia- 
bility  which,  calculated,  as  it  was,  to  cham  under 
an^  circumstances,  was  to  them,  expecting  sq  amdi 
the  reverse,  peculiarly  fascinating ;— while  he,  on  bis 
side,  even  still  more  sensitively  prepared,  by  a  kmg 
course  of  brooding  over  his  own  fisncies,  for  a  osld 
and  reluctant  reception  from  his  oomitiymen,  fomd 
himself  greeted  at  once  with  a  vrehsome  so  cordial  aad 
respectful,  as  not  only  surprised  and  flattcrad,  bat,  il 
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wu  erideoC,  semfbly  touched  him.  Among  other 
faoqiitafitiefi  aooepted  by  him  was  a  dinner  with  the 
offieera  t)f  the  garrison,  at  which^  t>n  his  health  being 
(fruAk,  he  is  reported  to  have  said,  in  retoming 
thanks,  that  **  he  was  doubful  whether  he  could  ex- 
press his  sense  of  the  obligation  as  he  ought,  having 
been  so  long  in  thepractice  of  speaking  a  foreign  lan- 
guage that  it  was  vriih  some  difficulty  he  ooukl  convey 
the  whole  force  of  what  he  Mt  in  his  own." 

HaTittg  despatched  messengers  to  Corfu  and  Misso- 
Vmghi  in  quest  of  inforntfltiOn,  he  resolved,  while  wait- 
ing their  retam,  to  employ  his  time  in  a  journey  to 
Ithaca,  which  island  is  separated  frdtn  that  of  Cepha- 
looia  but  by  a  narrow  strait.  On  bis  way  to  Vathi. 
the  chief  city  of  the  island,  (o  which  place  he  had 
been  ioTiled,  jt»d  his  journey  hospitably  facilitated, 
by  the  Resident,  Captam  Knox,  he  paid  a  visit  to  the 
BKMmtain-caTe  in  wtfehi  according  to  tr&dition,Ulysse8 
deposited  the  presents  of  th«  PhsHipians.  ^'Lord 
Byrcm  (say^,  Count  Gamba)  ascended  to  the  grotto, 
bat  the  steepness  ahd  height  prevelrted  bim  from 
reaching  the  remains  of  the  Castle.  I  myself  ejL' 
peri«nced  considerable  difficulty  in  gaining  it.  Lord 
Byron  sat  reading  in  the  grofto,  but  fell  asleep.  I 
awoke  him  on  Iny  return,  and  he  said  that  1  h#d  in- 
torrapted  dreams  more  pleasant  than  ever  he  had  be- 
§an  in  his  life." 

Though  unchanged,  since  he  first  yimted  these  re- 
gions^ in  his  preference  of  the  wild  charms  of  Nature 
to  all  the  cbtfsic  associations  of  Art  and  History,  he  yet 
ioined  with  much  interest  in  any  pilgrimage  to  those 
places  which  tradition  had  sanctified.  At  the  Foun- 
tain of  Arethusa,  one  of  the  spots  of  this  kind  which 
he  visited,  a  repast  had  been  prepared  for  himself  a^id 
Wparty  by  the  Resident ;  and  at  the  school  of  Homer, 
•—BM  some  remains  beyond  Chioni  are  called, — he  met 
with  an  oM  refhgee  bishop,  whom  he  had  known  thir- 
teen years  before  in  Linudia,  and  with  whom  he  now 
conversed  of  those  times  with  a  rapidity  and  freshness 
of  recollection  with  which  the  memoiy  of  the  old  bishop 
could  but  ill  keep  pace.  -Neither  did  the  traditional 
Bubs  of  Penelope  escape  his  research,  and  **  how- 
erer  sceptical  (says  a  lady  who,  soon  after,  followed 
his  footsteps)  he  might  have  beoi  as  to  these  supposed 
localities,  he  never  offended  the  natives  by  any  objec- 
tion to  the  reality  of  their  fiincies.  On  the  contrary, 
his  politeness  and  kindness  won  the  respect  and  ad- 
■nration  of  all  those  Greek  gentlemen  who  saw  him; 
and  to  me  they  spoke  of  him  with  enthusiasm." 

Hiose  benevolent  vipws  by  which,  even  more,  per- 
haps, than  by  any  ambidon  of  renown,  bo  proved 
himself  to  be  actuated  in  his  present  course,  had, 
during  his  short  stay  at  Ithaca,  opportunities  of  dis- 
closing themselves.  On  learning  that  a  number  of 
poor  fiunilies  had  fled  thither  from  Scio,  Patras,  and 
other  parts  of  Greece,  he  not  only  presented  to  the 
Commandant  three  thousand  piast^  for  their  relief, 
but  by  his  generosity  to  one  family  in  paiticular,  which 
had  once  been  in  a  state  of  affluence  at  Patras.  enabled 
them  to  repair  their  circumstances,  and  again  live  in 
oomfort.  ^'The  eldest  girl  (says  the  lady  whom  I  have 
already  quoted)  became  afterwards  the  mistress  of-the 
school  formed  at  Ithaca;  and  neither  she,  her  sister, 
or  mother  couk)  ever  speak  of  Lord  Byron  without 
the  deepest  feeling  of  gratitude,  and  of  regret  for  his 
loo  premature  death." 


After  occupymg  in  this  excursion  about  eight  days, 
he  had  again  established  himself  on  board  the  Her- 
esies, when  one  of  the  messengers  wlioDihe  had  des- 
patched returned,  bringing  a  letter  to  him  from  the 
brare  Marco  Botxari,  whom  he  had  left  among  the 
mountains  of  Agrafa,  preparing  for  that  attack  in  which 
he  so  gloriously  feU.  The  following  are  the  terms  in 
which  this  heroic  chief  wrote  to  Lord  Byron : — 

*  **  Your  letter,  and  that  ,of  the  renerable  Ignazio, 
hare  filled  me  with  joy.  Your  Excellency  is  exactly 
the  person  of  whom  we  stand  m  need.  Let  nothing 
prevent  you  from  conung  into  this  part  of  Greece. 
The  enemy  threatens  us  in  great  number;  but,  by 
the  help  of  God  and  your  Excellency,  they  shall  meet 
a  suitable  resistance.  I  shall  have  something  to  do 
tp-nigfat  against  a  corps  of  six  or  seven  thousand  Al- 
banians, encamped  dose  to  this  place.  The  da^  after 
to-morrow  I  will  set  out,  with  a  few  chosen  com- 
panions, to  meet  your  Excellency.  Do  not  delay.  I 
thank  you  fur  the  good  opimon  you  have  of  my  fellow- 
citizens,  which  God  grant  you  vrill  not  find  ill-founded ; 
and  I  thank  you  still  more  for  the  care  you  have  so 
kindly  taken  of  them. 

**  Believe  me^  &c" 

In  the  expectation  that  Lord  Byron  would  proceed 
forthwith  to  Missolonghi,  it  had  been  the  intention  of 
Botzari,  as  the  above  letter  announces,  to  leave  the 
army,  and  hasten,  with  a  few  of  hia brother  warnors, 
to  receive  their  noble  ally  on  his  landing  in  a  manner 
worthy  of  the  generous  mission  on  which  he  came. 
The  above  letter,  however,  preceded  but  by  a  few 
hours  his  death.  That  very  night  he  penetrated,  with 
but  a  handlii]  of  folbwers,  into  the  midst  of  the  ene- 
my's camp,  whose  force  was  eight  thousand  strong, 
and  after  leading  his  heroic  band  over  heaps  of  dead, 
foH,  at  last,  close  to  the  tent  of  the  Pacha  himself. 

The  mention  made  in  this  brave  Suliote's  letter  of 
Ijord  Byron's  care  of  his  fellow-citizens  refers  to  a 
popular  act  done  recently  by  the  noble 'poet  at  Ce- 
phalonis,  in  taking  mto  his  pay,  as  a  body-guard,  forty 
of  this  now  homeless  tribe.  On  finding,  however,, 
that  for  want  of  employment  they  were  becoming 
restless  and  turbulent,  he  despatched  them  off  soon 
after,  armed  and  provisioned,  to  join  in.the  defience  of 
Missolonghi,  which  was  at  that  time  besieged  on  one 
side  by  a  considerable  force,  and  blockaded  on  the 
other  by  a  Turkish  squadron.  Already  had  he,  with 
a  view  to  ^e  succour  of  this  pkuce,  made  a  generous 
ofier  to  the  Government,  which  he  thus  states  himself 
in  one  of  his  letters: — ^  I  offered  to  advance  a  thousand 
dollars  a  month  for  the  succour  of  Missolonghi,  and 
the  Suiiotes  under  Botzari  (since  killed);  but  the  Go- 
vernment have  answered  me,  that  they  wish  to  confer 
with  me  previously,  which  is  in  faot  saying  tYstj  wish 
me  to  expend  my  money  in  some  other  direction.  ^ 
will  take  care  that  it  is  for  the  public  cause,  otherwise 
I  will  not  advance  a  para.  The  opposition  say  they 
want  to  cajole  me,  and  the  party  in  power  say  the 
othen  wish  to  seduce  me,  ao  between  the  two  I  have 
a  difficult  part  to  play  ;  bowerer,  I  will  have  nothing 
to  do  with  the  fiictions  unless  to  reconcile  them  if  pos- 
sible." 

In  these  last  few  sentences  is  described  briefly  the 
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position  in  which  Lord  Byron  wa«  now  placed,  and 
in  which  the  coohiesa,  foresight,  and  self-possession 
he  displayed  sufficiently  refute  the  notion  that  even 
the  highest  powers  of  imagination,  whatever  effect 
they  may  sometimes  produce  on  the  moral  tempe- 
rament, are  at  all  incompatible  with  the  sound  prac- 
tical jgood  sense,  the  steadily  balanced  viewr  which 
the  business  of  active  life  requires. 

The  great  difficulty,  to  an  observer  of  the  state  of 
Greece  at  this  crisis,  was  to  be  able  clearly  to  dis- 
tinguish  between  what  was  real  and  what  was  merely 
apparent  in  those  tests  by  which  the  probability  of 
her  future  success  or  failure  was  to  be  judged.  With , 
a  Ooverument  little  more  than  nominal,  having  neither 
authority  nor  resources,  its  executive  and  legislative 
branches  being  openly  at  variance,  and  the  supplies 
that  ought  to  filkits  exchequer  being  intercepted  by 
the  military  Chiefs  who,  being,  in  most  places,  col- 
lectors of  the  revenue,  were  able  to  rob  5y  authority ; 
— with  that  curse  of  all  popular  enterprises,  a  multi- 
plicity of  leaders,  each  selfishly  pursuing  his  own  ob- 
jects, and  ready  to  make  the  sword  the  umpire  of 
their  claims;— ^th  a  fleet  furnished  by  private  ad- 
venture, and,  therefore,  precarious;  and  an  amy  be- 
longing rather  to  its  Chiefs  than  to  the  Government, 
and  accordingly,  trusting  more  to  plunder  than  to 
pay ; — ^with  all  these  principles  of  mischief,  and,  as  it 
would  seem,  ruin  at  the  very  heart  of  the  struggle,  it 
had  yet  persevered^  which  was  in  itself  victory, 
through  three  trying  campaigns;  and  at  this  moment 
presented,  in  the  midst  of  all  its  apparent  weakness 
and  distraction,  some  elements  of  supcesi  which  both 
accounted  for  what  had  hitherto  been  effected,  and 
gave  a  hope,  with  more  favouring  circumstances,  of 
something  nobler  yet  to  come. 

Besides  the  never-failing  encouragement  which  the 
incapaci^  of  their  enemies  aflbrded  them,  the  Greeks 
derived  also  from  the  geographical  conformation  of 
tb«ir  country  those  same  advantages  with  which  na- 
tn  ineestors,  and  which  had 

CQ  to  the  formation,  as  well 

ai  ligh  national  character. 

Is  they  were,  by  their  very 

pc  S»of  freedom  and  com- 

m(  It  their  long  slavery  and 

su  either  died  away  vrithin 

th  lyt  in  *  political  as  well 

as  reserved  that  sacred  line 

of  distinction  between  themselves  and  their  conquerors 
which  a  fond  fidelity  to  an  ancient  church  alone  could 
have  maintained  for  them ;  and  thufe  kep|  hoVHj  in 
reserve,  against  the  hour  of  struggle,  that  most  stir- 
ring of  all  the  excitements  to  which  Freedom  can 
appea^when  she  points  to  her  flame  rismg  out  of  the 
censer  of  Religion.  In  addition  to  theie,  and  all  the 
other  moral  advantages  included  in  them,  for  which 
the  Greeks  were  indebted  to  their  own  nature  and 
position,  is  to  be  taken  into  account  also  the  aid  and 
sympathy  thej  had  every  right  to  expect  from  others, 
as  soon  as  their  exertions  in  tlieir  own  cause  should 
justify  the  confidenoe  that  it  would  not  be  the  mere 
chivalry  of  generosity  to  assist  them.  * 


*  For  a  clear  and  concise  sketch  of  the  state  of  Greece 
at  tUi  crbii.  executed  with  all'  that  comoMad  of  the  sab- 
jcrt  which  a  lonit  residence  in  the  coontry  alone  coold 


Such  seem  to  have  been  the  chief  feaCuree  of  hope 
which  the  state  of  Greece,  at  this  moment ,  presented. 
But  though  promising,  perhaps,  a  kwg  csntinciaiice 
of  the  struggle*  they,  in  that  veqr  promise,  postponed 
indefinitely  the  pesiod  of  its  suocess;  and  checked  and 
counteracted  as  such  auspicious  appearances  were 
by  the  manifold  and  inherent  evils  above  enumerated, 
— by  a  consideration,  too,  of  the  resources  and  obsti- 
nacy  of  the  stil!  powerful  Turk,  and  of  the  little  fisTOOr 
with  which  it  was  at  all  probable  that  thepoarts  of 
Europe  would,  now  or  ever,  segard  the  attempt  of 
any  people,  under  any  circumstaoces,  to  be  their 
own  emanoipaton, — none  but  a  sanguine  spirit  could 
indulge  in  the  dreaifl  that  Greece  would  be  able  to 
work  out  her  own  libecation,  or  that  aught,  ii 
but  a  fortuitous  concurrence  of  political 
could  ever  accomplish  )it.  Like  mauy  other  audi 
contests  between  right  and  might,  it  vras  a  cauae 
destined,  all  felt,  to  be  successful,  but  at  iu  own 
ripe  hour; — a  cause  which  individuals  might  keep 
alive,  but  which  events,  whoDy  independent  of  thos, 
alone  could  accomplish,  and  which,  after  the  heazta, 
and  hopes,  and  lives  of  all  its  bravest  defenders  had 
been  wasted  upon  it,  "would  at  last  to  other  hands, 
and  to  means  least  contemplated,  perhaps,  by  its  first 
champions,  owe  its  completion. 

That  Lord  Byron,  on  a  nearer  view  of  the  state  of 
Greece,  saw  it  much  in  the  light  I  have  here  regard- 
ed it  in,  his  letters  leave  no  room  to  doubt.  Neither 
was  the  impression  he  had  early  received  of  the 
Greeks  themselves  at  all  improved  by  the  preaeat 
renewal  of  his  acquaintance  with  them.  Tbosgh 
making  full  allowance  for  the  causes  that  bad  pro- 
duced their  degeneracy,  he  still  saw  that  they  were 
grossly  degenerate,,  and  ntist  be  dealt  with  and 
counted  upon  agoordingly.  ^  I  am  of  St  Paul's  opi- 
oion,"  said  he,  ^  that  tfiere  is  no  difference  betwcca 
Jews  and  Greeks,-^ the  character  of  both  being; 
equally  vile."  With  such  means  and  materials,  the 
work  of  regeneratio^i,  he^knew,  must  be  sbw;  and 
the  hopelessness  he  therefore  felt  as  to  the  chaacci  of 
ever  connecting  his  name  with  any  essential  or  per- 
manent benefit  to  Greece,  gives  to  the  sacrifiee  he 
now  made  of  himself  a  far  more  touching  interest 
than  had  the  consciousness  of  dying  for  sone  great 
object  been  at  once  his  incitement  and  reward.  Ha 
but  kwked  upon  himself,-'to  use  a  favourite  iDoatra- 
tion  of  his  own,— as  one  pf  the  many  waves  that  moat 
break  and  die  upon  the  short,  before  the  tidethty 
help  to  advance  can  reach  its  full  marit,  ^  What 
signifies  Self,"  was  his  generous  thought,  **  if  a  siogW 
spark  of  that  which  would  be  worthy  of  the  past  can 
be  bequeathed  unquenchedJy  to  the  future?"  *  Such 
was  the  devoted  feeling  with  whkh  he  embarked  m 
the  cause  of  Italy;  and  these  vrords,  which,  had  tbcy 
remained  on/y  words,  the  unjust  worid  would  have 
pronounced  but  an  idle  boast,  have  now  leoeiTed 
from  his  whole  course  in  Greece  a  practical 
which  gives  them  aD  the  right  of  truth  to  be 
solemnly  on  his  tomb. 

give,  see  Colonel  Leske's  «  Bistorkal  Oatline  of  the  Greek 
Rerolation.* 

*  JHan  Q/'  18Bl.-.The  ssaw  distrastftil  and.  m  H  tansd 
out,  Jost  view  of  the  cbsnoea  of  sacceis  were  taken  by  Mb  > 
aUo  on  that  occasion  :— «I  shall  not.*  be  sajs,  « tUl  hack;  ' 
— (hough  I  doD*t  think  them  in  flmce  qr  heart  soflcieatla 
-^1. -ofit.»  ^ 
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TTioagb  with  ra  Uttk  hope  of  being  able  to  seire, 
fligiially,  the  cause,  the  task  of  at  least  ligbtenmg,  by 
hb  interpoBitioo,  some  of  the  maoifold  mischief  that 
pressed  upon  it  was  yet,  he  thought,  within  his  reach. 
To  confince  the  GoreToment  and  the  ChieEs  of  the 
paralysiDg  effect  of  their  dissekisions; — to  inculcate 
that  spirit  of  union  among  themselTes  which  alone 
could  gyre  strength  against  their  enemies ; — to  endea- 
TOttT  to  hunianiBe  th^  feelings  of  the  belligerents  on 
both  sidef,  so  as  take  from  the  war  that  character  of 
barbarism  which  deterred  the  more  civilized  friends 
of  freedom  through  Europe  from  joining  in  it; — such 
wefe,  in  addition  to  the  now  essential  aid  of  his 
BMoey,  the  great  objects  which  he  proposed  to  effect 
by  hisinterfifrence;  and  to  these  he  accordingly,  witli 
all  the  candour,  dear-si^lrtedness,  and  courage  which 
so  pre-eminently  distinguished  his  great  mmd,  applied 


Aware  that,  to  judge  deliberately  of  the  statft 
of  parlies,  he  must  keep  out  of  their  vortex,  and 
warned,  by  the  very  impatience  and  rivalry  with 
which  the  different  Chiefs  courted  his  presence,  of 
the  riak.  he  should  run  by  connecting  himself  with 
any,  he  resolved  to  remain,  fdr  some  time  longer,  in 
his  station  at  Cephalonia,  and  there  avail  himself  of 
the  facilities  afforded  by  the  position  for  collecting 
information  as  to  the  real  state  of  affairs,  and 
ascertaining  in  what  quarter  his  own  presence  and 
BKmejr  vsould  be  most  available.  During  the  six 
weeks  that  had  elapsed  since  his  arrival  at  Cephalo- 
nia, he  had  been  living  in  the  most  comfortleis 
manner,  pent  up  with  pigs  and  poultry,  on  board  the 
vessel  which  brought  him.  Having  now  come, 
however,  to  the  determination  of  prolonging  his  stay, 
he  decided  also  upon  fixing  his  abode  on  shore;  and, 
fior  the  sake  of  privacy ,  retired  to  a  small  village,  called 
Metaxata,  about  seven  miles  from  Argostoli^  where 
he  contmued  to  reside  during  the  remainder  of  his 
slay  on  the  bhmd. 

Before  this  change  of  residenca,  he  had  despatched 
Mr.  Hamilton  Browne  and  Mr.  Trelawney  nvith  a 
letter  to  the  existing  Government  of  Greece,  explana- 
tory of  his  own  views  and  those  of  the  Committee 
whom  he  represented ;  and  it  was  not  till  a  month 
after  his  removal  to  Metaxata  that  intelligence  from 
these  gentlenlen  reached  him.  The  picture  they 
gave  of  the  state  of  the  country  was,  in  most  respects, 
confirmatory  of  what  has  already  been  described  as 
his  own  view  of  it ; — ^iueapacily  and  selfishness  at  the 
head  of  affiBurs,  disorganisation  throughout  the  whole 
body  politic,  but  still,  with  all  this,  the  heart  of  the 
nation  sound,  and  bent  on  resistance.  Nor  could  he 
hare  failed  to  be  struck  with  tKe  close  family  resem- 
blaoce  to  the  ancient  race  of  the  country  which  this 
picture  exhibited ;— that  great  people,  in  the  very 
midst  of  their  own  endless  dissensions,  having  been 
ever  ready  to  face  round  in  concert  against  the  foe. 

His  lordship's  agents  had  been  received  with  all 
due  welcome  by  the  Government,  who  were  most 
desirous  that  he  should  set  out  for  the  Morea  without 
delay ;  and  pressing  letters Jp  the  same  purport^  both 
from  the  Legislative  and  Efxecutive  bodies,  accom- 
panied those  which  reached  him  from  Messrs. 
Biowne  and  Trelawney.  He  was,  however,  deter- 
mined not  to  move  till  his  own  selected  time,  having 
the  filrther  insight  he  obtained  into  their 


intrigues,  to  congratuhte  himself  but  the  more  on 
his  prudence  m  not  plunging  into  the  maze  without 
being  first  furnished  with  those  guards  against  de- 
ception which  the  information  he  was  now  acquir- 
ing supplied  him. 

To  give  an  idea,  as  briefly  as  possible^  of  the  sort 
of  conflicting  calls  that  were,  from  various  scenes  of 
action,  reaching  him  in  his  retirement,  it  may  be 
sufficient  to  mention  that,  while  by  Metaxa,  the 
present  governor  of  Missolonghi,  he  was  entreated 
earnestly  to  hasten  to  the  relief  of  that  place,  which 
the  Turks  were  now  blockading  both  by  land  and  by 
sea,  the  head  of  the  military  chiefs,  Colocotroni,  was 
no  less  earnestly  urging  that  he  should  present  himself- 
at  the  approaching  congress  of  Salamis,  where,  under 
the  dotation  of  these  rude  warriors,  the  aflgsirs  of 
the  coimtry  were  to  be  settled, — while,  at  the  same 
time,  firom  another  quarter,  the  great  opponent  of 
these  Chieftains,  Mavcocordato,  was,  vrith  more 
uigency,  as  well  as  more  ability  than  any,  endeavour- 
mg  to  impress  upon  him  his  own  views,  and  imploring 
his  presence  at  Hydra,  whither  he  himself  had  just 
been  forced  to  retire. 

The  mere  knowledge,  indeed,  that  a  noble  English- 
man had  arrived  in  those  regions,  so  unprepossessed 
by  any  party  as  to  inspire  a  hope  of  his  alliance  in 
all,  and  with  money,  by  common  rumour,  as  abundant 
as  the  imaginations  of  the  needy  chose  to  make  it, 
vms,  in  itself,  fully  sufficient,  without  any  of  the 
more  elevated  claims  of  his  name,  to  attract  towards 
him  all  thoughts.  "  It  is  easier  to  conceive,"  says 
Count  Gamba,  ^  than  to  relate  the  various  means 
employed  to  engage  him  in  one  faction  or  the  other : 
letters,  messengers,  intrigues,  and  recriminations,—^ 
nay,  each  faction  had  its  agents  exerting  every  art 
to  degrade  its  opponent."  He  then  adds  a  circum- 
stance strongly  diustrative  of  a  peculiar  feature  in 
the  noble  poet's  character:— ** He  occupied  himself 
in  discoyering  the  truth,  hidden  as  it  was  under  these 
intrigues,  hnd  amused  himself  in  cor^ronting  the 
agents  of  the  different  factiot 

During  aH  these  occupations  ug 

his  usual  simple  and  uniform  a  ig, 

however,  for  the  despatch  of  b  rly 

hour, which  showed  how  capable  ug 

even  long  habit  when  necessarj  ch 

occupied,  too,  he  was,  at  all  to 

visitors;  and  the  facility  with  w  en 

the  dullest  people  to  break  in  upon  him  was  exempli- 
fied, I  am  told,  stronglj  in  the  case  of  one  of  the 
officers  of  the  garrison,  who,  without  being  able  to 
understand  any  thing  of  the  poet  but  his  gqod-nature, 
used  to  say, '  whenever  he  found  his  time  hang 
heaviily  on  his  hands, — ^  I  think  1  shall  ride  out,  and 
have  a  little  tafk  with  Lord  Byron." 

The  person,  however,  whose  visits  appeared  to  give 
him  most  pleasure,  as  well  from  the  interest  he  took 
in  the  subject  on  which  they  chiefly  conversed,  ai 
from  the  opportunities,  sometimes,  of  pleasantry 
which  the  peculiarities  of  his  visitor  afforded  him, 
was  a  medical  gentleman,  named  Kennedy,  who, 
from  a  s'trong  sense  of  the  value  of  religion  to  himself, 
had  taken  up  the  benevolent  task  of  communicating 
his  own  light  to  others.  The  first  origin  of  their  ip- 
teroouTBe  was  an  undertaking,  on  the  part  of  this  gen-, 
tieman,  to  convert  to  a  firm  belief  in  Chrbtianity  some 
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nther  sceptical  friends  of  hi^  thte  at  Argostoli. 
Happening  to  hear  of  the  meeting  appointed  for  this 
purpose.  Lord  B)«on  begged  that  be  might  be  allowed 
to  attend,  saying  to  the  person  through  whom  he 
conveyed  his  request,  ^  You  know  I  um  reckoned  a 
black  8heep,~yet,  after  all,  not  so  black  as  the  world 
believes  me.^  He  had  promised  to  convince  Doctor 
Kennedy  that,  ^  though  wanting,  perhaps,  in  frith, 
he  at  least  had  patience ; "  but  the  process  of  so 
many  hours  of  lecture, — no  less  than  twelve,  without 
interruption,  being  stipulated  for, — was  a  trial  beyond 
his  strength;  and,  very  early  in  the operatioQ,  as  the 
Doctor  informs  us,  he  began  to  show  evident  signs  of 
a  wish  to  exchange  ihe  part  of  hearer  for  that  of 
speaker.  Notwithstanding  this,  however,  there  was 
in  all  his  deportment,  both  as  Ustener  and  talker,  suph 
a  degree  of  courtesy,  candour,  and  sincere  readiness 
to  be  taught,  as  excited  interest,  if  not  hope,  for  his 
future  welfare  in  the  good  Doctor;  and  though  he 
never  after  attended  the  more  numerous  meetings, 
bis  conferences,  on  the  same  subject,  with  Dr  Kennedy 
akme,  were  not  infrequent  during  the  remainder  of 
his  stay  at  Cephakmia. 

These  curious  Conversattons  have  just  been  p«b- 
lished,  and  to  the  value  which  they  possess  as  a 
simple  and  popular  exposition  of  the  chief  evidences 
of  ChristiaBityt  is  added  the  charm  that  must  ever 
dwell  round  the  character  of  one  of  the  interiocutors, 
and  the  almost  fearful  interest  attached  to  every  word 
that,  on  such  a  subject,  he  utters,  lu  the  course  of 
the  first  coMrersation,  it  will  be  seen  that  Lord  Byron 
expressly  disclaimed  being  one  of  those  infidels  **  who 
deny  the  Scriptures  and  wish  to  remain  in  unbelief 
On  the  contrary,  he  professed  himself  ^desirous  to 
believe ;  as  he  experienced  no  happiness  in  having 
his  religbus  opinions  so  unfixed."  He  was  unable, 
however,  he  added,  ''to  understand  the  Scriptures. 
Th<»w  who  conscientiously  believed  them  he  could 
always  respect,  and  was  always  disposed  to>  trust  in 
them  more  than  in  bthers;  but  he  had  met  with  so 
many  whose  conduct  differed  from  the  principles 
which  they  professed,  and  who  seemed  to  profess 
those  principles  either  because  they  were  paid  to  do 
so,  or  from  some  other  motive  which  an  intimate  ac- 
quaintance with  their  character  would  enable  one  to 
detect,  that  altogether  he  had  seen  few,  if  any,  whom 
he  couM  rely  upon  as  truly  and  ponscientiously  be- 
lieving the  Scriptures." 

We  may  take  for  granted  that  these  conversations, 
— more  especially  the  first,  from  the  number  of  persons 
•present  who  would  report  the  proceedings, — excited 
considerable  interest  among  the  society  of  Argostoli. 
It  was  said  that  Lord  Byron  had  displayed  such  a 
profound  knowledge  of  the  Scriptures  as  astonished, 
and  even  puzzled,  the  polemic  Doctor;  while  in  all 
the  eminent  writers  on  theological  subjects  he  had 
shown  himself  Car  better  vers^  than  his  mQre  pre- 
tending opponent  All  this  Doctor  Kennedy  strongly 
denies;  and  the  truth  seenfi  to  be,  that  on  neither 
side  were  there  much  stores  of  theological  learning. 
The  confession  of  the  lecturer  himself,  that  he  had 
not  read  the  works  of  Stillingfleet  or  Barrow,  shows 
that,  in  his  researches  after  orthodoxy,  he  had  not 
allowed  himself  any  very  extensive  range;  while  the 
nllsged  frffliliarity  of  Lord  Byron  with  the  same  au- 
thorities must  be  taken  with  a  similar  abatement  of 


credence  and  wonder  to  that  which  his  own  acCOODt 
of  his  youthful  studies  requikres  ;—a.  rapid  ^e  and  m- 
tentive  memol^y  having  enabled  hhfl,  on  this  as  on 
most  other  subjects,  to  catch,  as  it  were,  the  salient 
points  on  the  surface  of  knowledge,  and  the  reoonee- 
tions  he  thus  gathered  being,  perhaps,  the  lifetier 
from  his  not  having  encumbered  hinrtdf  with  mocc. 
To  waj  regular  train  off  reasoning,^  even  on  this  his 
most  favourite  topio»  it  was  not  possible  to  lead  him. 
He  would  start  objections  to  the  arguments  of  others, 
and  detect  their  frHacies ;  but  of  any  consecutive  ra- 
tiocination on  his  own  side  beseemed,  if  not  inca- 
pable, impatient.  lu  this,  indeed,  as  in  many  other 
peculiarities  belonging  to  him,— hi"  caprices,  fits  of 
w%^ping,  sudden  affeqtions  and  dislikes, — may  be 
observed  striking  traces  of  a  feminine  cast  of  cha- 
racter ;— it  being  observable  that  the  discursive  fa- 
culty is  rarely  exercised  by  women ;  but  ihat,  never- 
theless, by  the  mere  instinct  of  truth  (as  was  the  case 
with  Lord  Byron),  they  arc  often  enabled  at  onoe  to 
light  upon  the  very  conclusion  to  which  man,  through 
all  the  forms  of  reasoning,  is,  in  the  mean  t^,  puzzfing 
and,  perhaps,  kniog  his  way : — 

«  And  strikes  emch  {xHnt  with  native  force  ofrnind* 
WbUe  pusjded  logic  blunders  tu  bekind^ 

Of  the  Scriptures,  it  is  certain  diat  Lord  Byron 
was  a  frequent  and  almost  daily  reader,--Che  smaD 
pocket^hible  Which,  on  his  leaving  England;  had  been 
given  him  by  his  sister,  being  always  near  hin. 
Hovf  much,  in  addition  to  his  natural  solicitude  on  the 
subject  of  religion,  the  taste  of  the  poet  influenced  him 
in  this  line  of  study,  may  be  seen  in  his  frequently  ex- 
pressed admiration  of  ^  the  ghost-scene^"  as  he  cslled 
it,  in  Samuel,  and  his  comparison  of  ihis  supematoral 
appearance  with  the  Mepliistophqles  of  Goethe.  In  tbm 
same  manner,  bis  imagination  appears  to  have  been 
much  struck  by  the  nddon  of  his  leclnrer,  that  the 
circumstance  mentioned  in  Job  of  the  Atmighty  tnm- 
moning  Satan  into  his  presence  was  to  be  interpreted, 
not,  as  he  thought,  aJlegorioally  and  poetically,  bsit 
liteially.  More  than  once  we  find  him  expressing  to 
Debtor  Kennedy  ^  how  much  this  belief  of  the  real 
apuearance  of  Satan  to  hear  and  ob^  the  ooonnands 
of  God  added  to  his  views  of  the  grandeur  and  ma- 
jesty of  the  Creator." 

.  On  the  whole,  the  interest  of  these  ConvenatioMs, 
as  far  as  regards  Lord  Byron,  arises  not  so  much 
from  any  new  or  certain  lights  they  supply  as  with 
on  the  subject  of  his  religious  opinions,  as  from  tbe 
evidence  they  afibrd  of  his  amiable  frdlity  of  inter- 
course, the  total  absejice  of  bigotry  or  prejadioe  fitMB 
even  his  most  favourite  notions,  and^-what  may  be 
accounted,  perhaps,  the  next  step  in  conversidb  to 
belief  itself— his  disposition  to  believe.  As  £sr,  in- 
deed, as  a  frank  submission  to  the  charge  of  bciaf 
wrong  may  t>e  supposed  to  imply  an  advance  on  tfae 
road  to  being  right,  few  persons,  it  must  be  acknow- 
ledged, under  a  process  of  proaelytism  ever  ahowtd 
more  of  this  desired  symptom  of  change  than  Lord 
Byron.  ^  I  owe,"  saysa  witness  to  one  of  thene  con- 
versations,* ^  I  felt  astonished  to  hear  Lord  Byroa 
submit  to  lectures  on  his  hfe,  his  vanity,  and  the  use- 
lessness  of  his,  talents,  which  made  me  stare." 

^MrFhUsy. 
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As  ino^t  penoDB  -nSl  he  tempted  to  refer  to  the 
itself,  there  are  but  one  or  two  other  opimoog 
of  bis  lonkhip  recorded  in  it  which  I  ibaU  think  ne- 
tfiwrj  to  notice  here.  A  freqnent^  question  of  his  to 
Doctor  Kennedy  was— ^  What^  theft,  joo- think  me  m 
a  fery  bad  way  t""  the  usual  answer  to  which  being 
in  the  aflirmatire,  he^  on  one  occasion,  replied, — **  I 
■SI  BOW,  however,  in  a  fairer  way.  I  ah%ady  believe 
in  predestination,  which  I  know  you  beliefe,  and  in 
the  depravity  of*  the  human  heart  in  general,  and  of 
Biy  own  in  particular:— thus,  you  see,  there  are  two 
points  in  which  we  agree.  I  sballtget  at  the  others 
by  and  liy ;  bui  you  canpot  expect  me  to  become  a 
perfiaet  Chrisdan  at  once.''  On  the  subject  of  Dr 
Sonthwood's  amiable  and,  it  is  to  be  hoped  for  the 
sake  of  Christianity  and  the  human  race,  ortkoeldx 
work  on  ^  the  Divine  Government,^  he  thus  spoke : 
**I  cannot  decide  the  point;  but  to  my  present  ap- 
pnhensioo  it  would  be  a  most  desirable  thing  could 
it  be  proved,  that  ultimately  all  created  beings  were 
to  be  happy.  This  would  appear  to  be  most  con- 
Bstent  with  God,  whose  power  is  omnipotent,  and 
whose  chief  attribute  is  Love.  1  cannot  yield  to 
your  doctrine  of  the  eternal  duration  of  punishment. 
This  aatfaor's  opidion'is  more  humane,  and  I  think 
he  supports  it  very  itrongly  from  Scripture.'^ 

I  shall  now  insert,  vrith  sach  explanatory  remarks 
■s  they  may  seem  to  require,  some  of  the  letters,  of- 
iicial  ms  well  as  private,  which  his  lordship  wrote 
while  at  Cephalonia;  and  from  which  the  reader 
DHiy  collect,  in  a  manner  far  more  interesting  than 
through  the  medium  of  any  narrative,  a  knowledge 
both  of  the  events  now  passhig  in  Greece,  and  of  the 
newi  and  CeeUngs  with  which  they  were  regarded  by 
Lnd  Byron. 

To  Madams  Ouiocioli  ha  Wfote  frequently,  but 
briefly,  and,  for  the  first  time,  in  EngUshj  adding 
always  a  few  lines  in  her  brother  Pietro's  letters  to 
her.    The  foUowing  are  extracts. 

•October,  7th. 
**  Pietro  has  told  you  aO  the  gossip  of  the  islandy^ 
oar  earthquakes,  our  politics,  and  present  abode  in 
a  pretty  village.  As  his  opinions  and  hiine  on  the 
Gredis  are  nearly  similar,  I  need  say  little  on  that 
subject.  I  was  a  fool  to  come  here;  but,  being 
hore^  I  must  see  what  is  to  be  done." 

«  October 

**  We  are  still  in  Cephalonia,  waiting  for  news  of  a 
more  accurate  description;  for  all  is  contradiction 
and  division  in  th«  reports  of  the%tate  of  the  Greeks. 
I  ffh^  fullU  the  object  of  fhy  mission  from  the  Com- 
mittee, and  then  return  into  Italy.  For  it  does  not 
hkely  thai,  as  an  individual,  I  can  be  of  use  to 
them ; — at  least  no  other  foreigner  has  yet  appeared 
to  be  so,  nor  does  it  seem  likely  that  any  will  at 
pffssent. 

'*Pray  be  as  cheerful  and  tranquil  as  you  can ; 
and  be  assured  that  there  is  nothing  here  that  can 
excite  any  thing  but  a  wish  to  be  with  you  again, — 
though  we  are  very  kindly  treated  by  the  English 
here  of  all  descriptions.  Of  the  Greeks,  I  can't  say 
much  good  hitherto,  and  1  do  not  like  to  speak  ill  of 
them,  though  they  do  of  one  another."  i 


«  October  S9tk. 
^  Vou  may  be  rare  that  the  moment  I  can  join 
you  again  will  be  as  welcome  to  me  as  any  period  of 
our  recollection.  There  is  nothing  very  attractive 
hetp  to  diride  my  attention;  but  I  must  attend  to  the 
Greek  cause,  both  from  honour  and  inclination. 
Messrs  B.  and  T.  are  both  in  the  Morea,  where  they 
have  been  very  well  received,  and  both  of  them  write 
in  good  spirits  and  hopes.  I  am  anxious  to  hear 
how  the  Spanish  cause  will  be  arranged,  as  I  think 
it  may  have  an  influence  on  the  Greek  contest  I 
wish  thaft  both  weie  fiadrly  and  favourably  settled, 
that  I  might  return  to  Italy,  and  talk  over  with  you 
tmr,  pr  rather  Pietro's  adventures,  some  of  which 
are  rather  amdsing,  as  also  some  of  the  incidents  of 
our  voyages  and  travels.  But  I  reserve  them,  hi  the 
hope  that  we  may  Utugh  over  them  together  at  no 
very  distant  period.** 


LETTER  DXXV. 

TO  Ma  BOWRINO. 

«9bre2»tli.l823. 

"This  letter  win  be  presented  to  you  by  Mr  Ha- 
milton  Browne,  who  precedes  or  acconipanies  the 
Greek  deputies.  He  is  both  capable  and  desirous 
of  rendering  any  service  to  the  cause,  and  informa- 
tion to  the  Committee.  He  has  ahsady  been  of  con- 
siderable advantage  to  both,  of  my  own  knowledge. 
Lord  Archibald  Hamilton,  to  whom  he  is  related, 
win  add  a  weightier  recommendation  than  mine. 

**  Corinth  is  taken,  and  a  Turkish  squadron  said 
to  be  beaten  in  the  Aechipelago.  The  pujilic  pro- 
gress of  the  Greeks  is  considerable,  but  their  internal 
dissensions  still  continue.  On  arriving' at  the  seat  of 
Government,  I  shall  endeavour  to  mitigate  or  extin- 
guish them—though  neither  is  an  easy  task.'  I  have 
remained  here  till  now,  partly  ia  expectation  of  the 
squadron  in  relief  of  Missolongbi,  partly  of  Mr  Parry's 
detachment,  and  partly  to  receive  from  Malta  or 
Zante-  the  sum  of  four  thousand  pounds  sterling, 
which  I  have  advanced  for  the  payment  of  the  ex- 
pected squadron.  The  hills  are  negotiating,  and  wBl 
be  cashed  in  a  short  time,  as  they  would  have  been 
immediately  m  any  other  mart;  but  the  miserable 
Ionian  merchants  have  little  money,  and  no  great  cre- 
dit, and  are,  besides,  poUticttUy  ihy  on  this  oc- 
casion ;  for,  ahhough  I  had  letters  of  Messre  Webb 
(one  of  the  strongest  houses  of  the  Mediterranean), 
and  also  of  Messrs  Ransom,  there  is  no  business  to 
be  done  on  fair  terms  except  through  English  mer- 
chants. These^  however,  have  proved  both  able 
and  vrining, — and  upright,  as  usiud.* 

**  Colonel  Stanhope  has  arrived,  and  will  proceed 
immediately ;  he  shall  have  my  co-operation  in  aU  his 
endeavours;  but  from  every  thing  that  I  can  learn, 
the  formation  of  a  brigade  at  present  wiH  be  extreme- 
ly difficult,  to  say  the  least  of  it.  With  regard  to 
the  receptioh  of  foreigners, — at  least  of  foreign -of- 

«  Tbe  Engliih  mercbants  wbon  be  tbos  m  jostly  describes 
are  Memri.  BaffT  aiM  Hancock,  of  Zante,  wbose  conduct, 
not  only  in  the  instance  of  Lord  Bjrron,  but  tbrouprbont  tbe 
wbole  Greek  struggle,  baa  been  uniformly  moat  xeaUos 
and  disinterested. 
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iloeri, — ^I  refer  you  to  a  passage  in  Prince  Mavro- 
cofdato's  recent  letter,  a  copy  of  which  is  enclosed 
in  my  packet  sent  to  the  Deputies.  It  is  my  intention 
to  proceed  by  sea  to  Napoli  di  Romania  as  soon  as 
I  have  arranged  thu  business  for  the  Greeks  them- 
selves— I  m<>an  the  advance  of  tw<^  hundred  thousand 
piastres  for  their  fleet. 

^  My  time  here  has  not  been  entirely  lost, — as  you 
win  perceive  by  some  former  documents  that  any 
advantage  from  my  then  proceeding  to  the  Morea  was 
doubtful.  We  have  at  last  moved  the  Deputies,  and 
I  have  madtf  a  strong  remonstrance  on  their  divisions 
to  Mavrocordato,  which,  I  unllerstand,  was  for- 
vrarded  by  the  Legislative  to  the  Prince.  With  a 
k)an  they  may  do  much,  which  is  all  ^t  /,  for  par- 
ticular reasons,  can  say  on  the  subject. 

**  I  regret  to  hear  from  Colonel  Stanhope  that  the 
Committee  have  exhausted  their  funds.  Is  it  sup- 
posed that  a  brigade  can  be  formed  without  themf  or 
that  three  thousand  pounds  woulA  be  sufficient?  It 
is  true  that  money  will  go  farther  in  Greece  than  in 
most  countries;  but  the  regular  force  must  be  render- 
ed a  national  concern^  and  paid  from  a  national 
fund ;  and  neithtf  individuals  nor  committees,  at  lea^ 
with  the  ususl  means  of  such  as  now  exist,  will  find 
the  experiment  practicable. 

^  I  beg  once  more  to^reoommend  my  friend,  Mr 
Hamilton  Browne,  Uh  whom  I  have  also  personal 
obligations  for  his  exertions  in  the  oommo^  cause, 
and  have  the  honour  to  be 

**  Yours  very  truly." 

His  remonstiance  to  Prince  Mavrooordato*  here 
mentioned,  was  accompanied  by  another,  add^'essed 
to  the  existing  Government;  and  Cokuel  Stanhope, 
who  was  about  to  proceed  to  NapoK  and  Argos,  was 
made  the  bearer  of  both.  The  wise  and  noble  spirit 
that  pervades  these  two  papers  must,  of  itself,  without 
any  further  comment,  be  appreciated  by  all  readers.* 

LETTER  DXXVL 

TO  TSB  6BNBBAL  GOVERNMENT  OF  GREBCB.* 

«  Cephalonia,  November  aoth,  1823. 
**  The  affiur  of  the  Loan,  the  expectation  so  long 
and  vainly  indulged  of  the  arrival  of  the  Greek  fleet, 
and  the  danger  to  which  Missolonghi  is  still  exposed, 
have  detained  me  here,  and  will  stfll  detain  roe  till 
some  of  them  are  removed.  But  when  the  money 
shall  be  advanced  for  the  fleet,  I  will  start  for  the 
Morea,  not  knowing,  however,  of  what  use  my  pre- 
sence can  be  in  the  present  state  of  things.  We  have 
heard  some  rumours  of  new  dissensions,  nay»  of  the 
existence  of  a  civil  war.  With  all  my  heart,  I  pray 
that  these  reports  may  be  false  or  exaggerated ;  for  I 
can  imagine  no  calamity  more  serious  than  this ;  and 
I  must  frankly  confess^  that  unless  union  and  order 
are  established,  all  hopes  of  a  Loan  will  be  vain ; 
and  all  the  assistance  which  the  Greeks  could  expect 
from  abroad — an  assistance  neither  iriflidg  nor  worth- 
less— will  be  suspended  or  destroyed ;  and  wliat  is 
worse,  the  great  powers  of  Eurqpe,  of  whom  no  one 
was  an  enemy  to  Greece,  but  seemed  to  favour  her 

*  The  originals  of  both  are  in  ItaUan. 


establishment  of  an  independent  power»  wiQ  be  pv* 
soaded  that  the  Greeks  are  ^unaUe  to  govern  theai' 
selves,  and  wiU,  perhaps,  themselves  nndertake  to 
settle  your  disorders  in  such  a  way  as  to  Uait  the 
brighest  hopes  of  yourselves  and  of  yo«r  friewb. 

**  Allow  me  to  add,  once  for  all,— I  desire  the  well- 
being  of  Greece,  and  nothing  else ;  I  wiU  do  sU  lean  ^ 
to  secure  it;  but  I  cannot  consent,  I  never  will  cos- 
sent,  that  the  English  public,  or  English  iotfifidaab, 
should  be  deceived  as  to  the  real  "sUte  of  Gred 
afl&irs.  The  rest,  gentlemen,  depends  on  you.  You 
have  fought  gloriously;— act  hooourablj  tovarda 
your  fellow-cittzens  a^d  the  workl,  and  it  wiQ  tbea 
no  more  be  said,  as  has  been  repealed  for  two  thou- 
sand years  vrith*  the  Roman  historians,  that  PbOopc- 
men  was  the  last  of  the  Grecians.  Let  not  cslomy 
itself  (and  it  is  difficult,  I  own,  to  guard  agaimt  it  in 
so  arduous  a  struggle)  compare  the  pauiot  GKek, 
when  resting  from  l)ts  labours,  to  the  Tarkisb  pacha, 
whom  his  victories  have  exterminated. 

**  I  pray  you  to  aooept  these  my  sentiBKnti  si  a 
sincere  proof  of  my  attachment  to  your  real 
andtobelieTe  thatlam,  and  always  shall  be, 
«*Yow»,te.» 


LETTER  DXXVn. 

TO  PRINCE  MAYBOOOBDAtO. 

«C<iphBl(Hiis,MI>ee.m 
"PWNCB, 

''The  present  win  be  put  info  your  hands  by  Co- 
kmel  Stanhope,  son  of  Major-Oeneral  the  fiail  oi 
Harrington,  Sec.  &c.    He  bay  aMived  from  Ut^  b 
fifty  days,  after  having  visited  all  the  CoiB«lWi 
of  Germany.    He  is  charged  jby  our  OonuniUee  to  act 
jn  concert  with  me  for  the  liberation  of  Greece.  I 
conceive  that  his  name  and  his  mission  wOl  iie  a  sol*  | 
ficient  lecommendaUon,  vrithout  the  neceasity  of  any , 
other  from  a  foreigner,  although  one  who,  in  comnwa  j 
with  all  Europe,  respecU  and  admires  the  ^"^^ 
the  talents,  and,  above  all,  the  probity  of  Pw» 
MavrocordalD.  ._^  i 

**  I  am  very  uneaqr  at  hetfing  that  the  ^m^*""*  . 
of  Greece  still  continue,  and  a|  a  moment  *^*"  J^  | 
might  triumph  over  every  thing  in  general,  aaahsw* 
abeady  tri\imphed  in  part  Greece  n,  at  pi«<«»  | 
placed  between  three  measures :  either  to  recoaqstf  | 
her  liberty,  to  become  a  dependence  of  the  "oreregj 
of  Europe,  or  to  return  to  a  Turkish  province.  *«  j 
has  the  choice  only  of  these  three  allemativtf.  "^ 
war  is  but  a  road  which  leads  to  the  two  ktfer.  » . 
she  is  desirous  of  the  fate  of  WalachTannd  t^^*"?* 
she  may  obtain  it  to-morrow ;  if  of  that  of  Il*'y»  ** 
day  after;  but  if  she  wishes  to  become  iru|y  CJfee^ , 
free  and  independent,  she  must  resolve  to-day,  or  * 
vrill  never  again  have  Ihe  opportunity.  | 

^  1  am,  with  all  respect,  | 

**  Yoar  Highn^'s  obedient  servant, 

"P.  S.  Your  Highness  wiU  already  have  kac«t| 
that  i  have  sought  to  fulfil  the  wishes  of  the  w»  | 
government,  as  much  aff  it  lay  in  my  pow«c.to do*- 1 
but  I  shoukl  vrish  that  the  fleet  so  kwg  and  ao  T*m 
expected  were  arrived,  or,  at  least,  that  it  W€i»  *  j 
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tfte  waj ;  and  ^tpecial^  that  your  Highnen  should 
approach  these  parts„eiiher  on  board  the  fleet,  with 
a  pul>Uo  mama,  or  io  sotoe  Other  manner." 


LETTER  OXXVIII. 

TO  MR  BO  WRING.  ' 

•      •  •      « lOberTth,  1823. 

Toonfim  the  above;*  it  is  certainly  my  opinion 
that  Mr  Miilin^n  is  entitled  to  the  same  salary  with 
Mr  Tindall,  and  his  senride  is  likely  to  be  harder.  ] 

**  I  have  written  to  you  (as  to  H^r  Hobhouse  for 
your  perusal)  by  various  opportunities,  mostly  private ; 
also  by  the  Deputies,  and  by  Mr  Hamilton  Browne. 

*'The  public  success  cf  the  Greeks  has  been  con- 
sidefab]e,^Corinth  taken,  Missolonghi  nearly  safe, 
and  aome  ships  in  the  Archipelago  taken  from  the 
Turks;  but  there  is  not  only  dissention in  the  Morea^ 
bat  civU  war,  by  the  latest  accounts  ;t  to  what  ex- 
lent  we  do  not  yet  know,  but  hope  trifling.     ■ 

"  For  six  weeks  I  have  been  expecting  the  fleets 
wkieh  ha*  not  arrived,  though  I  have,  at  the  re- 
quest of  the  Greek  Government,  advanced— that  is, 
prepared,  and  have  in  hand  two  hundred  thousand 
piastres  (deducting  the  commission  and  banker's 
charges)  of  my  own  monies  to  forward  their  projects. 
Hie  SuUotes  (now  in  Arcanania)  are  veiy  anxious 
that  I  should  take  them  under  my  directions,  and  go 
over  and  put  things  to  rights  in  the  Morea,  which, 
without  a  force,  seems  impracticable;  and  really, 
though  very  reluctant  (as  my  letters  will  have  shown 
you)  to  take  such  a  measure,  there  seems  hardly  any 
mBder  remedy.  However,  I  will  not  do  any  thing 
rasMy,  and  have  only  continued  here  so  long  in  the 
hope  of  seeing  things  reconciled,  and  have  done  all 
in  my  power  thereto.  Had  /  gone  sooner,  thetf 
wouid'have  forced  me  into  one  party  or  other, 
and  1  doubt  as  much  now ;  but  we  will  do  our  best. 
"Yours  fee." 

*  He  here  alhides  to  a  letter,  forwarded  with  his  own, 
horn  Mr  Millingen.  who  was  about  to  join,  in  his  medical 
capacity,  the  Suliotei,  near  Patras,  aud  reiiaeated  of  the 
Camtniitee  an  increase  'of  pay.  This  gentleman,  having 
saentioned  in  his  letter  *  tliat  the  retreat  of  the  Turks  from 
before  Misaolonglii  had  rendered  unnecessary  the  appear- 
•floe  of  the  Greek  fleet,*'  Lord  Byron,  in  a  note  on  this  pas- 
sage, says,  *  By  the  special  proTidence  of  the  Deity,  the 
MtttsulnianB  were  seized  with  a  panic,  and  fled ;  but  no 
fkanka  to  the  fleet,  which  ought  to  hare  been  here  months 
ago,  and  has  no  excuse  to  the  contrary,  lately— at  least 
fltnce  1  had  the  money  ready  to  pay.* 
.'€>u  another  passage,  in  which  Mr  Millingen  complains 
tkat  his  hope  of  any  remuneration  from  the  Greeks  has 
« turned  out  perircily  ctrtraerical,"  Lord  Byron  remarks, 
ia  a  note,  *  aud  wiii  do  b«,  till  they  obtain  a  Loan.  They 
Imve  a  not  a  rap,  nor  credit  (in  the  islands)  to  raise  one. 
A  medical  man  may  succeed  better  than  others ;  but  all 
tbeae  penniless  ojHrers  had  better  have  staid  at  home. 
BInch  money  may  not  be  required,  but  some  must.* 

f  The  Legislative  and  Executive  bodies  having  been  for 
•ome  time  at  variance,  the  latter  had  at  length  resorted  to 
violence,  and  some  skirmishes  had  already  taken  place 
between  the  tactions. 


LETTER  DXXIX. 

TO  MR  BOWRING. 

«  October  lOth,  1823. 

"  Cok>nel  Napier  will  present  to  you  this  letter. 
Of  his  military  character  it  were  superfluous  to 
speak ;  of  his  personal,  I  can  say,  from  my  own  know- 
ledge, as  well  as  from  all  public  rumour,  or  private 
report,  that  it  is  as  excellent  as  his  military :  in  short, 
a  better  or  a  brairer  man  is  not  easHy  to  be  found. 
He  is  our  man  to  lead  a  regular  force,  or  to  organize 
a  national  one  for  the  Greeks.  Ask  the  army— «sk 
any  one.  He  is  besides  a  personal  friend  of  both 
Prince  Mavrocordato,  Colonel  Stanhope,  aud  myself, 
and  in  such  concord  with  all  three  that  we  should  all 
pull  together— an  indispensable,  as  well  as  a  mre 
point,  especially  in  Greece  at  present. 

"To  enable  a  regular  force  to  be  properly  organ- 
ized, it  will  be  requisite  for  the  loan-holders  to  set 
apart  at  least  £50,000  sterling  for  that  particukir 
purpose— perhaps  more— but  by  so  doing  they  will 
guarantee  their  own  monies,  '  and  make  assurance 
doubly  sore.'  They  can  appoint  commissioners  to 
see  that  part  properly  expended— and  I  recommend 
a  similar  precaution  for  the  whole. 

"I  hope  that  the  Deputies  have  arrived,  as  well 
as  some  of  my  various  despatches  (chiefly  addressed 
to  Mr  Hobhouse)  for  the  Committee.  Colonel  Na- 
pier will  tell  you  the  recent  special  interposition  of 
the  gods  in  behalf  of  the  Greeks — who  seem  to  have 
no  enemies  in  heaven  or  on  earth  to  be  dreaded  but 
their  own  tendency  to  discord  amongst  themselves. 
But  these,  too,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  will  be  mitigated, 
and  then  we  can  take  the  field  on  the  offensive,  in- 
stead of  being  reduced  to  the  petite  guerre  of  de- 
fending the  same  fortresses  year  after  year,  and 
taking  a  few  ships,  and  starving  out  a  castle,  and 
makitig  more  fuss  about  them  than  Alexander  in  his 
cups,  or  Buonaparte  in  a  bulletin.  Our  friends  have 
done  something  in  the  way  of  the  Spartans — (though 
not  one  tenth  of  what  is  told)— but  have  not  yet  in- 
herited their  style. 

**  Believe  me  yours,  Sec." 


LETTER  DXXX. 

TO  MR  BOWRINO. 

"  October  13th,  1823. 
**  Since  I  vrrote  to  you  on  the  lOlh  instant,  the 
long-desired  squadron  has  arrived  in  the  waters  of 
Missolonghi,  and  intercepted  two  Turkish  corvettes 
—ditto  transports — destroying  or  taking  all  four — 
except  some  of  the  crews  escaped  on  shore  in  Ithaca 
— and  an  unarmed  vessel,  with  passengers,  chased 
into  a  port  on  the  opposite  side  of  Cephalonia.  The 
Greeks  had  fourteen  sail,  the  Turks  four— hut  the 
odds  don*t  tnatter — the  victory  will  make  a  very  good 
pt^,  and  be  of  some  advantage  besides.  I  expect 
momentarily  advices  from  Prince  Mavrocordato,  who 
is  on  board,  and  has  (I  understand)  despatches  from 
the  Legislative  for  me ;  in  consequence  of  which, 
after  paying  the  squadron  (for  which  I  have  pre- 
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pared,  and  am  pivpariog),  I  shall  probably  join  him 
at  iea  or  on  shore. 

^  I  add  the  above  communioation  to  my  letter  bj 
Col.  Napier,  who  will  iaforro  the  Committee  of  eyery 
thing  in  detafl  much  better  than  I  can  do. 

^Tbe  mathematical,  medical,  and  musical  pre- 
parations of  the  Committee  have  arriTcd,  and  in  good 
condition,  abating  some  damage  from  wet,  and  some 
ditto  from  a  portion  of  the  letter-press  being  spilt  in 
landing— (I  ought  not  to  have  omitted  the  press — 
but  forgot  it  a  moment—excuse  the  same) — they  are 
exeellent  of  their  kind,  but  till  we  have  an  engineer 
and  a  trumpeter  (we  have  chirurgeons  already)  mere 
'  pearb  to  swine,'  as  the  Greeks  are  quite  ignorant 
of  mathematics,  and  have  a  bad  ear  for  our  music 
The  maps,  &c.  I  will  put  into  use  for  them,  and  take 
care  that  all  (with  proper  caution)  are  tarned  to  the 
intended  uses  of  the  Committee — ^but  I  refer  you  lo 
Colonel  Napier,  who  will  teU  you,  that  much  of  yonr 
realty  valuable  supplies  should  be  removed  till  pro- 
per persons  arrive  to  adapt  them  to  actual  service. 

**  BeKef  e  me,  my  dear  sir,  to  be,  &c. 

**  P.  8.  Prwaie.-^l  have  written  to  our  friend 
Douglas  Kinnaird  on  my  own  matters,  desiring  him 
to  send  me  out  all  the  further  credits  I  can  command, 
—and  I  have  a  year's  income,  and  the  sale  of  a  manor 
besides,  he  telb  me,  before  mcr-for  till  the  Greeks  get 
their  Loan,  it  is  probable  that  I  shall  have  to  stand 
partly  paymaster — as  Car  as  I  am  'good  upon  Changt* 
that  is  to  say .  I  pray  you  to  repeat  as  much  to  him,  and 
say'that  I  must  in  the  interim  draw  on  Messrs  Ransom 
most  formidably.  To  say  the  truth,  I  do  not  grudge 
it,  now  the  fellows  have  begun  to  fight  o^oin— and 
still  more  welcome  shall  they  be  if  they  will  go  on. 
But  they  have  had,  or  are  to  have,  some  four  thousand 
pounds  (besides  some  private  extraordinaries  for  vri- 
dows,  orphans,  refugees,  and  rascals  of  all  descrip- 
tions) of  mine  at  one  *  swoop ;'  and  it  is  to  be  expected 
the  next  will  be  at  least  as  much  more.  And  how 
can  I  refuse  it  if  they  will  fight  ?— and  especially  IF  I 
sliould  happen  ever  to  be  in  their  company  ?  I'there- 
ibre  request  and  require  that  you  shoidd  apprise  my 
trusty  and  trust- worthy  trustee  and  banker,  and  crown 
and  sheet  anchor,  Doughw  Rbnaird  the  Honourable, 
that  he  prepare  all  monies  of  mine,  including  the  pur- 
chase-money of  Rochdale  manor  aind  mine  income  for 
the  year  ensuing,  A.  D.  1824,  to  answer,  or  anticipate, 
any  orden  or  drafts  of  mine  for  the  good  cause,  in  good 
and  lawful  money  of  Great  Britain,  &c.  &c.  May  you 
live  a  thousand  years !  which  is  999  longer  than  the 
Sjianish  Cortes  Constitution." 


LETTER  DXXXI. 

TO  lIlB  HONO0BABLB  MR  DOUGLAS  KINNAIRD. 

•Cepbalonia,  December  S3d,  180. 

**!  shall  be  as  saving  of  my  purse  and  person  as  you 
recommend,  but  you  know  that  it  is  as  well  to  be  in 
readiness  with  one  or  both,  in  the  event  of  either  being 
required. 

"  I  presume  that  some  agreement  has  been  conclu- 
ded with  Mr  Murray  abon^  *  Werner.'  Although  the 
copyright  should  oi4y  be  worth  two  or  three  hundr^ 
pounds,  I  will  teD  you  what  can  be  done  with  them. 
Por  three  hundred  pounds,  I  can  maintain  in  Greece, 


at  more  than  the  foleat  pay  of  ^  ProviMaal 
Oovemmeot,  rations  included,  one  hundred  anned 
men  for  thrM  mtmtht.  You  may  judge  of  this  wkea 
I  tell  you,  that  the  four  thousand  pounds  advanced 
by  me  to  the  Greeks  is  likely  to  set  tf  fleet  and  aa 
army  in  motion  for  some  months. 

**  A  Greek  vessel  has  arrived  from  the  aquadron  to 
convey  me  to  Missolooghi,  where  Mai 
is,  and  has  assumed  the  conunand,  so  that 
to  embark  immediately.  Still  address,  bowevter,  to 
Cephahmia,  through  Messrs  Weksb  and  Barry  of  Ge- 
noa, as  usual;  and  get  together  aU  the  ^Mans  aftd 
credit  of  mine  you  can,  to  laoe  the  war  establiihiaeBt, 
for  it  is '  in  for  a  penny,  in  for  a  pound,'  and  I  moat 
do  all  that  i  can  for  the  anotents. 

**  I  have  been  labouring  to  reooneae  tbeoe  partiea, 
and  there  is  now  seme  hope  of  sueceediBg.  Their 
public  affiiirs  go  on  vrell.  The  Turks  have  retreated 
from  Aoamania  without  a  battle,  after  a  few  frvitless 
attempts  on  Anatoliko.  Corinth  is  taken,  and  the 
Greeks  have  gained  a  battle  in  the  Archqieiago.  TIm 
squadron  here,  too,  haft  taken  a  Turkish  eervetia 
with  some  money  and  a  cargo.  In  short,  if  they  tmn 
obtain  a  Loan,  I  am  of  opinion  that  matters  «il 
assume  and  preserve  a  steady  and  favoutable  aspect 
for  their  independence. 

**  In  the  mean  time  I  stand  paymaster,  and  what  not ; 
and  lucky  it  is  that,  from  the  nature  of  the  waifisre 
and  of  the  country,  the  resources  even  of  aa  indiviilBal 
can  be  of  a  partial  and  temporary  service. 

''Colonel  Stanhope  is  at  Miwohmghi.  ProbaUy 
we  shallattempt  Patras  next  The  Suhotes,  who  are 
friends  of  mine,  seem  anxious  to  have  me  with  them, 
and  so  is  Maviocordato.  If  I  can  but  succeed  ia  re- 
conciling the  two  parties  (and  I  have  lefi  bo  ataae 
unturned)  it  win  be  something ;  and  if  not,  we  aiaBt  f» 
over  to  the  Morea  vritK  the  Western  Greeks  m\» 
are  the  bravest,  and  at  pi^esent  the  strongeat,  haviaf 
beaten  back  the  Ttiilts— and  ti7  theeflfiectof  a  little 
ph^ncal  advice,  should  they  peniit  in 
ro/ persuasion. 

**Once  more  recommending  to  you  the 
ment  of  my  strong-box  and  credit  from  aB  lawM 
sources  and  resources  of  mine  to  their  praetioafale 
extent — for,  after  all,  it  is  better  playing  at  aatioaa  j 
than  gaming  at  Almaek's  or  Newmarket— aad  re- 
questing you  to  write  to  me  las  often  ks  you  can* 
«*  I  remain  eve^^ke. 

The  squadron,  so  long  looked  for,  having  made  its 
appearance  at  last  in  the  waters  of  Mi—loughl, 
and  Mavrocordato,  the  only  leader  of  the  cause  Worthy 
the  name  of  statesman,  having  been  appointed,  witb 
full  powers,  to  organize  Western  Greece,  the  flt  na- 
Bient  for  Lord  Byron's  presence  on  the  scene  ef  actioB 
seemed  to  have 'arrived.  The  anxiety,  indeed,  with 
which  he  vras  expected  at  Blissolonghi  was  iatcnaa* 
and  can  be  best  judged  from  the  impatient  laagaafe 
of  the  letters  written  to  hasten  him.  **  I  need  not  lei 
you,  my  lord,'' says  Mavrocordato,  ''how  much  I  bag 
for  your  arrival,  to  what  a  pitch  your  preaeaoe  is  da- 
sired  by  every  body,  or  what  a  prosperous  directioa 
it  will  give  to  all  our  afikirs.  Your  counaeb  wiD  be 
listened  to  like  oracles.**  Colooel  Stanhope,  with  ikc 
same  urgency,  writes  from  Missolonghi, — **  The  Greek 
ship  sent  for  your  brdship  has  returned;  your  arrival 


Digitized  by 


Google 


i  A.  D.  1833. 


LIFB  OF  LORD  BYRON. 


467 


was  anticipated,  and  the  diappointmeDt  has  been 
gnat  indeed.  The  prinee  it  in  a  rtata  of  anxiety,  the 
Adaiira]  looks  gloomy,  and  tlie  nilon  gnunble  aloud." 
He  adds  at  the  end,  **  I  walked  along  the  streets  this 
erening,  and  the  people  asked  meafterLord  Qyron!!!" 
la  a  letter  to  the  Loodoo  Committee  of  the  same  date, 
Cokmel  Stanhope  says,  ^  All  are  looking  forward  to 
Lord  Byroads  arrital,  as  they  would  to  the  coming  of 


Of  this  anxiety,  no  inoonsiderahle  part  is  doobUess 
to  be  attributed  to  their  great  impatience  for  the  poo- 
stasion  of  t|ie  loan  which  he  had  promised  them,  and 
on  wkieh  they  whoUy  depended  for  the  payment  of 
the  fleet :— ^  Prince  Mafrocordato  and  the  Admiral 
(says  the  same  gentleman)  are  in  a  state  of  extreme 
perplexilgr ;  they,  it  seems,  relied  on  your  loaa  for  the 
payment  of  the  fleet;  that  loan  not  hariog  been  re- 
eeired,  the  saibrs  wiU  depart  immediately.  This  will 
benlislaleTent  indeed,  as  it  wiU  place  Missotonghi 
in  a  state  of  blockade;  and  will  preteot  the  Greek 
troops  from  acting  against  the  fortresses  of  Nepaeto 
aadPfttras.'' 

In  the  mean  time  Lord  Byron  was  preparing  busily 
for  his  departure,  the  postponement  of  which  latterly 
had  been,  in  a  great  measure,  owing  to  that  repug- 
nance to  any  new  change  of  place  which  had  lately 
so  iBiich  grown  upon  him,  and  which  neither  loTe,  as 
we  have  seen,  nor  ambition  could  entirely  conquer. 
There  bad  been  alsooonsiderable  pains  taken  by  some 
of  his  friends  at  Argostoli  to  prevent  his  fixing  upon 
a  place  of  residenoe  so  unhealthy  as  Mis8ok>nghi ;  and 
Mr.  Mttir,  a  very  able  medieal  officer,  on  whose  ta- 
lents he  had  much  dependanoe,  endeavoured  most 
earnestly  to  dissuade  him  from  such  an  imprudent 
step.  His  mind,  however,  was  made  up,— theproxi- 
■Htj  of  that  port,  in  some  degree,  tempting  him, — and 
having  hhred,  for  himself  and  suite,  a  light,  fast-sailing 
vessd,  called  a  Mistioo,  with  a  boat  for  part  of  his 
hafgage,  and  a  krger  vessel  for  the  remainder,  the 
horses,  &c.,  he  was,  on  the  96th  of  December,  ready 
Id  s|u1.  The  wind,  however,  being  contrary*  he  was 
detained  t^o  days  tonger,  and  in  this  interval  the 
fottswioc^etters  were  written. 


•    LETTER  DXXXII. 

TO  MB  BOWRING. 

•lebreSetb.  1823. 

^Little  need  be  added  to  th»  enclosed,  which  ar- 
rived this  day,  except  that  I  embark  to-morrow  for 
Ifissokwghi.  The  intended  operations  are  detailed 
in  the  annexed  documents.  I  have  only  to  request 
that  the  Committee  will  use  every  exertion  to  forward 
oar  views  by  all  its  influence  and  credit. 

**  1  have  also  to  request  you  personal^  from  myself 
to  urge  my  fiiend  and  trustee*  Douglas  Kinnaird  (from 
whom  I  have  not  heard  these  four  months  nearly),  to 
forward  to  me  all  the  resources  of  my  oion  we  can 
muster  for  the  ensuing  year,  since  it  is  no  time  to 
mihiager  purt§,  or,  perha]js,  perton.  I  have  ad- 
vanced, and  am  advancing,  all  that  I  have  in  hand, 
but  I  shall  require  all  that  can  be  got  together— and 
(if  Dottg^  has  conqileted  the  sale  of  Rochdale,  thai 
and  my  year's  income  for  next  year  ought  to  form  a 


good  round  sum)— as  you  laay  pereeive  that  there 
vrill  be  little  cash  of  their  own  amongst  the  Greeks 
(unless  they  get  the  Loan),  it  is  the  more  necessary 
that  those  of  their  friends  who  have  any  should  risk  it. 

^'The  supplies  of  the  Committee  are,  some,  useful, 
auiall  excellent  in  their  kind,  but  occasionally  hardly 
praeticnU  enough,  in  the  present  state  of  Greece ;  for 
instance,  the  mathematical  instruments  are  thrown 
away— none  of  the  Greeks  know  a  problem  from  a 
poker— we  must  conquer  first,  and  phm  afterwards. 
The  use  of  the  trumpets  too  may  be  doubted,  unless 
Constantinople  were  Jericho,  for  the  Hellenists  have 
no  ears  for  bugles^and  you  must  send  us  somebody  to 
Usten  to  them. 

**  We  will  do  our  best— and  I  pray  you  to  stir  your 
English  hearts  at  home  to  more  general  exertion ;  for 
my  part,  I  will  stick  by  the  cause  while  a  pkmk  re- 
mains which  can  be  honcwably  clung  to.  If  I  quit 
it,  it  will  be  by  the  Greeks'  conduct,  and  not  the  Holy 
Allies,  or  the  holier  Mussohnans— but  let  us  hope 
better  thiofai 

"Ever  yours, 

"N.  B, 

*<  P.  S.  I  am  happy  to  say  that  Cobnel  Leicester 
Stanhope  and  myself  are  acting  in  perfect  harmony 
together— he  is  likely  to  be  of  great  service  both  to 
the  cause  and  to  the  Committee^  and  is  publicly  as 
well  as  personally  a  Tery  valuable  acquisition  to  our 
party  on  every  account.  He  came  up  (as  they  all  do 
who  have  not  been  in  the  counti7  before)  vrith  some 
high-flown  notions  of  the  6th  form  at  Harrow  or  Eton, 
&c.;  but  Col.  Napier  and  I  set  him  to  rights  on  those 
points,  which  is  absolutely  necessary  to  prevent  dis- 
gust, or  perhaps  return;  but  now  We  oan  set  our 
shoulders  toberfy  to  the  wheel,  without  quarrelling 
with  the  mud  which  may  clog  it  occasionaDy. 

**  I  can  assure  you  that  Col.  Napier  and  myself  are 
as  decided  for  the  cause  as  aiky  German  student  of 
them  aD ;  but  like  men  who  have  seen  the  country  and 
huflmn  life,  there  and  elsewhere,  we  must  be  per- 
mitted to  view  it  in  its  truth,  with  its  defects  as  well 
as  beauties,— more  especially  as  succem  wiU  reuiove 
the  former  gradually. 

"N.B. 

*<  P.  S.  As  much  of  this  letter  as  you  please  is  for 
the  Committee;  the  rest  may  be  '  enure  nous.'" 


LETTER  DXXXIII. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

*  Cephsloaia,  December  2f th,  180. 

*^  I  received  a  letter  from  you  some  time  ago.  I 
have  been  too  much  employed  latterly  to  mite  as  I 
could  wish,  and  even  now  must  write  in  haste. 

**  I  embark  for  Missokmghi  to  join  Mavroeordato  in 
four-and-twenty  hours.  The  state  of  parties  (but  it 
were  a  long  story)  has  kept  me  here  till  now;  but  upw 
4hat  Mavroeordato  (their  Washington,  or  their  Kos- 
ciusko) is  employed  again,  I  can  act  with  a  ettfe 
coftioienoe.  1  carry  money  to  pay  the  squadron,  8cc  , 
and  I  have  influence  with  the  Suliotes,  tupposed 
sufficient  to  keep  them  in  harmony  with  some  of  the 
dissentients;— for  there  are  plenty  of  dilEerences,  but 
trifling. 
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"  It  it  unacted  that  we  ahaU  attempt  either  Palraa, 
or  the  castles  on  the  Straits;  and  it  SQenis,  by  most 
accounts,  that  the  Greeks,— at  Uny  rate,  the  SuUotea^ 
who  are  in  affinity  with  me  of*  bread  and  salt,'— - 
expect  that  I  should  march  with  them,  and — be  it 
even  so  1  If  any  thing  in  the  way  of  fever,  fatigue, 
Cfunine,  or  otherwise,  should  cut  short  the  middle  age 
of  a  brother  warbler, — Wlb  Oarcilasso  de  la  Vega, 
Kleist,  Komer,  Kutoffiiki  (a  Russian  nightingale  see 
fiowriog's  Anthology),  or  Thersander,  or,— or,  some- 
body else— but  never  mind— -I  pray  you  to  remember 
me  in  your  *  smiles  and  wine.' 

^I  hare  hopes  that  the  cause  will  triumph;  but, 
whether  it  does  or  no,  still  *  Honour  must  be  minded 
as  strictly  as  a  milk  diet.'    I  trust  to  observe  both. 
"ETer,&c.?» 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  direct  the  attention  of  the 
reader  to  the  sad,  and  but  too  true  anticipation  ex- 
pressed in  this  letter — the  last  but  one  I  was  ever  to 
receive  from  my  friend.  Before  we  accompany  him 
to  the  ckuing  scene  of  all  his  toils,  I  shall  here,  as 
briefly  as  possible,  give  a  selection  from  the  many 
characteristic  anecdotes  told  of  him,  while  at  Cepha- 
k>nia,  where  (to  use  the  words  of  Colonel  Stanhope, 
in  a  letter  from  thence  to  the  Greek  Committee)  he 
was  ^  beloved  by  Cephalonians,  by  English,  and  by 
Greeks ;"  and  where,  approached  as  he  was  familiarly 
by  persons  of  all  classes  and  cotmtries,  not  an  action, 
not  a  word  is  recorded  of  liim  that  does  not  bear  ho- 
nourable testimony  to  the  benevolence  and  soundness 
of  his  views,  his  ever  ready  but  discriminating  gene- 
rosity,'and  the  clear  insight,  at  once  minute  and 
oomprehensive,  which  he  had  acquired  into  the  cha- 
racter and  wants  of  the  people  ^d  the  cause  he 
came  to  serve.  ^Of  all  those  who  came  to  help  the 
Greeks,"  says  Colonel  Napier  (a  person  himself  the 
most  qualified  to  judge,  as  well  from  k)ng  local  know- 
ledge, as  from  the  acute,  straightforward  cast  of  his 
own  mind),  **  I  never  knew  one,  except  Lord  Byron 
and  Air  Gordon,  that  seemed  to  have  justly  estimated 
their  character.  All  came  expecting  to  find  the  Pe- 
loponnesus filled  with  Plutarch's  men,  and  all  returned 
thinking  the  inhabitants  of  Newgate  more  moral. 
Lord  Byron  judged  them  fairly ;  he  knew  that  half- 
civilized  men  are  fVih  of  vices^  and  that  great  allowance 
must  be  made  for  emancipated  slaves.  He,  therefore, 
proceeded,  bridle  in  hand,  not  thinking  them  good, 
but  hoping  to  make  them  better."  * 

In  speaking  of  the  foolish  charge  of  avarice  brought 
against  Lord  Byron  by  some  who  resented  thus  his 
not  suffering  them  to  impose  on  his  generosity,  Co- 
bnel  Napier  says^  **I  never  knew  a  single  instance  of 
it  while  he  was  here.  I  saw  only  a  judicious  gene- 
rosity in  all  that  he  did.  He  would  not  allow  himself 
to  be  robbed,  but  he  gave  profusely  where  he  thought 
he  was  doing  good.    It  was,  indeed,  because  he 

*  A  simiUr  tribate  was  paid  to  him  bjr  Count  Dellade- 
dma,  a  gentleman  of  some  literaiy  aoquireinenti,  of  whom 
he  saw  a  good  deal  at  Cephalouia,  and  to  whom  he  was 
attracted  hf  that  sympathy  which  never  fhiled  to  incline 
him  towards  those  who  laboured,  like  himself,  under  any 

renonal  defects.  ■  Of  all  the  men,*  said  this  gentleman, 
whom  I  bare  had  an  opportunity  of  conTersing  with,  on 
the  means  of  establishing  the  independence  of  Greece,  and 
regeaerating  the  character  of  the  natives.  Lord  Byron 
appears  to  entertain  the  most  enlightened  and  correct 
views* 


would  not  aBow  himself  to  be  fieeced,  that  he  wu 
called  stingy  by  those  who  are  always  bent  upon 
giving.money  frpm  any  parses  but  their  own.  Lord 
Byron  had  no  idea  of  this;  and  wouid  ti^m  shaiply 
and  unexpoctet^y  on  thoae  wtio  thought  their  gaoM 
sure.  He  gave  a  vast  deal  Of  noney  to  <he  Greeks 
in  various  ways." 

Amonj^lhe  objects  of  his  hiounty  in  this  way  were 
many  poor  refugee  Greeke  from  the  Coatinest  and 
the  Isles.  He  not  only  relieved  their  preeent  dis- 
tresses. buiaJbtted  a  oertaia  sum  monthly  to  the  moat 
destitute.  A  list  of  these  poor  pewsStmers,"  Bay* 
Dr  Kennedy,  ^  was  given  me  by  4t»  nephew  of  Pro- 
fessor Bambas." 

One  of  the"  isstances' mentioned  of  his  humanily 
while  at  Cephalonia  will  show  how  prortpt  he  was  at 
the  call  of  that  feeling,  and  how  unworthy,  sonsetinea, 
were  the  objects  of  it.  A  parly  of  workmen  empbyed 
upon  one  of  those  fine  roads  projected  by  Cokmd 
Napierliaving  imprudently  excavated  a  high  bank, 
the  earth  fell  ip  and  overwhelmed  neeeriy  a  «liBea 
persons,  Ifce  news  of  which  accident  instantly  reaehinf 
Metaxata,  Lord  Byron  despatched  bis  physiciaii 
Bruno  to  the  spot,  and  followed,  vrith  Ctant  Clamba, 
as  soon  'as  their  hones  couldlie  aaddled.  '  Tbey  famid 
a  crowd  of  women  and  childtea  wa3mg  itMind  the 
ruins;  while  the  workioev*  v<1io  had  just  dog  oar 
three  or  four  of  their  maimed  oomp^ions,  too4rcat 
iqg  themselves  unconcernedly,  as  if  nothing  more  was 
required  of  tfeem ;  and  to  Lord  Byron^  iaquiry  whe- 
ther there  were  not  still  aome  other  penons  below  the 
earthy  answered  oooUy  that  "■  they  did  not  know,  but 
believed  that  there  were."  Enraged  at  this  bmlal 
indifierence^  he  sprung  from  his  horse,  and  seizing  a 
spade  himself  befan  to  dig  with  all  his  strength ;  but 
it  was  not  till  after  being  threatened  witk  the  hone- 
whip  that  any  of  the  peasants  could  be  iirpnght  lo 
follow  his  example.  ^  I  was  not  prpaent  at  this  aceae 
myself,"  says  Colond  Najiier,  in  the  Notices  with 
which  he  has  favoured  me»  ^  but  was  told  that  Lofd 
Byron's  attention  seemed  quite  absofbed  in  the  study 
of  the  fabes  and  gesticulations  of  those  whose  friends 
were  missing.  The  sorrow  of  the  Greeks  is,  ia  ^»- 
pearance,  very  frantic,  and  they  shriek  and  howl,  as 
in  iFeland." 

It  was  in  alluding  to'  the  above  inciddbt  thatte 
noble  poet  is  stated  to  have  said,  that  iie  had  come 
out  to  the  Islands  prejudiced  against  Sir  T.^Maitlaad's 
government  of  the  Greek* :  ^  but,"  he  added,  ^  I  have 
now  changed  my  opim'on.  They  arejosh  barbarians, 
that  if  I  had  the  governments  of  t^^m,  I  would  pave 
these  veiy  roads  with  them." 

While  residing  at  Metaxata,  he  received  an  •^*''«iinf 
of  the  illness  of  his  daughter  Ada,  which  **  maile  1dm 
anxious  and  melancholy  (says  Count  Gamba)  for  se- 
veral days. "  Her  indisposition  he  understood  to  have 
been  caused  by  a  determination  of  bk>od  to  the  tiead ; 
and  on  his  remarking  taDr  Kennedy,  as  curious,  that 
it  was  a  complaint  to  which  he  himself  was  snhiiect, : 
the  physician  replied,  that  he  shoidd  have  been 
inclined  to  infer  so,  not  only  from  his  habits  of  iatenas 
and  irregular  study,  but  from  the  present  state  of  his 
eyes,  the  right  eye  appearing  to  be  inflanaed.  I 
have  mentioned  this  latter  circumstance  as  pcrhs^ 
justifying  the  inference  that  there  was  in  Lord  Byrea^ 
state  of  health  at  this  moment  a  predi^Kxiiioa  to  lbs 
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flMBpbunt  of  wfticb  lie  afterwordi  died.  To  Dootor 
Kflnnedj  he  spoke  freqaenUy  ofliis  wife  and  daught^, 
jaefreamkg  i&o  8at)nge8t  affeotton  for'tbe  latter  aad 
ieq)«ct  towards  the  foimer,  abd  while  declaring  as 
nniai  his  perfect  ignorAncevf  the  cama  of  the  sepa- 
ration,  professing  bimself  fnlly  4ispoiefl  to  welcome 
any  prospect  of  roeonoilement. 

The  anxiety  with  which,  at  all  periods  of  his  life, 
but  pprticdlarly  at  the  pr9peni>  he  soagbt  to  repel  th^ 
notion  tba^  except  when  under  the  actuatiospiratiOn 
9f  writing,  he  was  at  all  iafluenced  by  poej^eal  asso- 
ciations, Tery  frequently  displayed  itself.  ^  You  nuist 
kaTe  been  highly  giatlfied  (sakl.a  gentleman  to  him) 
by  this  classical  remains  and  recollections  which  you 
met  with  in  yourrjsit  to  Ithaca.^  ^  You  t|uile  Qiis- 
take  me,"  answered  Lord  Byron.  ^  I  have  no  poe- 
tical hnmbug  about  me ;  I  am  too  old  for  that.  Ideas 
of  that  sort  are  confined  to  vhyme." 

For  the  two  days  during  which  he  wfts  delayed  by 
contraiy  winds,  he  took  up  his  abode  at  the  house  of 
Mr  Hancock,  his  banker,  and  passed  fite  greater  part 
of  the  time  in  company  with  the  English  aothorities 
ni  the  island.  At  length  the  ¥rind  becoming  taix,  he 
prepared  io  embark.  **  I  c&IIed  up^n  him  to  take 
Ittiret**  says  Dr  Kennedy,  ^  and  found  him '  alone 
Vending  Quentu  Durward.  He  was,  ^  psual,  in 
^xmI  spinis."  In  a  few  hours  After  th^  party  set 
sail,-*Lord  Byron  himself  on  board  the  MisUco,'  and 
Coiint  Gamba,  with  the  biases  and  hetry  baggagp, 
in  the  larger  vessel,  or  Bombarda.  After  touching  at 
Zante  for  the  purpose  of  some  pecuniary  arraftge- 
ments  with  Mi  Berff,  &nd  taking  on  board  a  conside- 
rable sum  of  mon^  in  Upecie,  they  on  the  eyening  of 
the  29tb  proceeded  towards  IffissoTonghL  Their  hut 
accounts  froM  that  phice  havinf  represented  the 
Turiii^  fleet  as  still  in  the  Gulf  of  Lepanio,  there 
i^peafed  not  the  slightest  grounds  for  apprehending 
any  Interruption  in  their  passage.  Besides,  knowing 
that  the  Greek  squadron  yntt  wtm  at  ancfaorago  near 
the  antrftttce  of  the  Gulf,  they  had  Ifltle  doubt.of  soon 
Cslling  in  with  some  friendly  vessel,  either  in  search, 
or  waiting  ibr  them. 

^  We  sailed  together,"  says  Count  Gamba,  in  a 
faigfaly  picturesque  and  a£Pecting  passage,  ^  till  after' 
ten  at  night ;  the  wind  favourabte^-a  cle^r  sky,  the 
air  fresh  Mit  not  sharp.  Our  sailors  sang  alternately 
patriotic  songs,  monotonous  indeed,  but  to  persons  in 
our  situation  extremely  touching,  and  we  took  part  in 
them.  We  were  all,  but  Lord  Byron  particularly, 
in  excellent  spirits.  The  Mistioo  sailed  the  fastest. 
When  (he  waves  divided  us,  and  our  voices  could  no 
longer  reach  each  other,  we  made  signals  by  firmg 
jHsloIs  and  carabines—*  To-morrow  we  meet  at  Misso- 
looghi— to-morrow.'  'Thus,  full  of  confidence  and 
sjHrits,  we  sailed  ak>ng.  At  twelve  we  were  out  of 
sight  of  each  other." 

In  waiting  for  the  other  vessel,  having  more  than 
oooe  shortened  sail  for  that  purpose,  the  party  on 
board  the  Mbtico  were  upon  the  point  of  being  sur- 
prised into  an  encounter  which  might,  in  a  moment, 
have  changed  the  future  fortunes  of  Lord  Byron. 
Two  or  three  hours  before  daybreak,  while  steering 
towards  Missolonghi,  they  found  themselves  close 
under  the  stem  of  a  large  vessel  which  they  at  first 
took  to  be  Greek,  but  which,  when  witliin  pistol-shot, 
th^  disoovered  to  be  a  Turkish  Ungate.    By  good 


fortuae,  they  were  themselvef,  as  it  appears,  mis- 
taken  for  a  Greek  brftfot  by  the  Turks,  who  therefore 
feared  to  fire,  but  v^  loud  shouts  frequently  hailed 
them>  while  those  on  board  Lord  Byron's  vessel 
maintained  the  most  profound  silence;  and  even  the 
dogs  (as  I  have  heard  his  lordship's  valet  mention), 
though  they  had  never  ceased  to  bark  during  the 
whole  of  the  m'ght,  did  not  utter,  while  within  reach, 
of  the  Turkish  frigate,  a  sound ; — a  no  less  lucky  than 
curious  accident,  as,  from  the  information  the  Turks 
had  received  of  all  the  particuhos  of  his  lordship's 
d^k)arture  from  Zante,  the  barking  of  the  dogs,  at 
that  moment,  would  have  been  ahnost  certain  to 
betray  him.  Under  the  favour  of  these'circumstances, 
and  the  darkness,  they  were  enabled  to  bear  away 
without  further  molesQition,  lyid  took  shelter  among 
the  Scrofes,  a  cluster  of  rocks  but  a  few  hours'  sail 
from  Missolonghi.  From  this  place  the  following 
letter,  remarkable,  considering  his  situation  at  the 
moment,  for  the  light,  careless  tone  that  pervades  it, 
was  despatched  to  C(^nel  Stanhope. 

LETTER  DXXXIV. 

TO  TH^ -HONOURABLE  COLONEL  8TAMH0FE. 

*  Scrofer  (or  some  such  name),  on  bosrd  a  Qephaloniot 
Mjatico,  December  31st,  1823. 
^MY  DEAR  STANHOPE, 

**  We  jure  just  aitived  here,  that  is,  part  of  my 
peepleand  I,  with  some  things,  &c.  and  which  it  may 
be  as  well  not  to  specify  in  a  letter  (which  hafta  risk 
of  being  intercepted,  perhaps] ; — but  Gkmba,  and  ray 
horses,  negro,  steward,  and  the  press,  and  all  the 
Committee  things,  also  some  eight  thousand  dollars 
of  mine  (but  never  mind,  we  have  more  left,  do  you 
understand?)  are  taken  by  the  Turkish  frigates,  and 
my  party  and  myself,  in  another  boat,  have  had  a 
narrow  escape  last  night  (being  close  under  their  stem 
and  hailed,  but  we  would  not  answer,  and  bore  away), 
as  well  as  this  morning.  Qere  we  are,  with  sun  and 
clearing  weather,  within  a  pretty  little  port  enough ; 
but  whether  our  Turkish  friends  may  not  send  in  their 
boats  and  take  us  out  (for  we  have  no  arms  except 
tvro  carbines  and  some  pistols,  wd,  I  suspect,  not 
more  than  four  fighting  people  on  board)  is  another 
question,  especiaUy  if  we  lemain  long  here,  since  we 
aro  bk>cked  out  of  Missolonghi  by  the  direct  en- 
trance. 

**  You  had  better  send  my  friend  George  Drake 
(Draco),  and  a  body  of  Suliotes,  to  escort  us  by  land 
or  by  the  canab,  with  all  convenient  speed.  Gamba 
and  our  Bombard  are  taken  into  Patras,  I  suppose ; 
and  we  must  take  %  turn  at  the  Turks  to  get  them 
out:  but  where  the  devil  is  the  fleet  gone? — the 
Greek,  I  mean ;  leaving  us  to  get  in  without  the  least 
intimation  to  take  heed  tliat  the  Moslems  were  out 
again. 

^  Make  my  respects  toMavrocordato,  and  say,  that 
I  am  here  at  liis  disposal.  I  am  unea^  at  being 
here;  not  so  much  on  my  own  account  as  on  that  of 
a  Greek  boy  with  me,  for  you  know  what  his  fate 
would  be;  and  I  would  sooner  cut  him  in  pieces  and 
myself  too  than  have  him  taken  out  by  (hose  barlia- 
rians.    We  are  all  veiy  well. 

«N.B. 
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"The  BoBbard  WM  tlrdre  miles  out  when  takm) 
At  least,  so  it  appeared  to  us  (if  takeo  she  actnaUjr 
be,  for  it  is  not  certain) ;  and  we  had  to  escape  from 
another  ressel  that  stood  right  between  us  and  the 
port." 

FindiBg  that  his  position  among  the  rocks  of  the 
Scrofes  would  be  untenable  in  the  erent  of  an  attack 
bj  anned  boats,  he  thought  it  right  to  Tcnture  out 
again,  and,  making  all  sail,  got  safe  to  Dragomestri,  a 
small  sea^port  town  on  the  coast  of  Acamania;  from 
whenoe  the  annexed  letters  to  two  of  the  most  rained 
of  hiiCephakmiaa  friends  were  written. 

LETTER  DXZXV. 

TO  Mlt  MUUL 

«  Dm  MMitri.  JamuffT  M,  18M. 
'^IfT  DEAR  MOm, 

**!  widi  you  many  returns  of  the  season  and  hap- 
piness therewithal.  Gamba  and  the  Bombard  (there 
is  a  strong  reason  to  belieYe)  are  carried  into  Patras 
by  a  Turkish  frigate,  which  we  saw  chase  them  at 
dawn  on  the  81st;  we  had  been  close  under  the  stem 
in  the  night,  beUeviog  her  a  Greek  till  withm  pistol 
shot,  and  only  escaped  by  a  mfaucle  of  all  the  Saints 
(our  captain  says),  and  truly  I  am  of  his  opinion, 
for  we  should  nerer  hate  got  away  of  ourseWes. 
They  were  signaKEiog  their  oonmrt  with  lights,  and 
had  illuminate8  the  ship  between  decks,  and  were 
shouting  like  a  mob;— but  then  why  did  they  not  flref 
Perhaps  they  took  us  for  a  Greek  brAlot,  and  were 
afraid  of  kindling  us— they  had  no  cotours  flying  eren 
at  dawn  nor  after. 

^  At  daybreak  my  boat  was  on  the  eoast,  but  the 
wind  unfavourable  fbr  ike  port  ;^hi  large'Tessel  with 
the  wind  in  her  fiftTour  standing  between  us  and  the 
Gulf,  and  another  in  chase  of  the  Bombard  about  13 
miles  off  or  so.  Soon  after  they  stood  (i.  e.  the  Bom- 
bard and  frigate)  apparently  towards  Palras,  and  a 
Zanliote  boat  making  signals  to  us  from  the  shore  to 
get  away.  Away  we  went  before  the  wind,  and  ran 
intoa  oreek  called  Scrofes,  I  beHere,  where  I  landed 
Luke  *  and  another  (as  Luke's  life  was  in  most  dan- 
ger), with  some  money  for  Aemsebres,  and  a  letter  for 
Staahope,  and  sent  them  up  the  country  to  Misso- 
longhi,  where  they  would  be  in  safely,  as  the  phuse 
where  we  were  could  be  assailed  by  armed  boats  in  a 
moment,  anjl  Gamba  had  all  our  arms  except  two 
oarbines,  a  fowhng-piece,  and  some  pistols. 

"In  less  than  an  hour  the  Tessel  m  chase  neared  Us, 
and  we  dashed  out  agam,  and  showing  our  stem  (our 
boat  sails  rery  well)  got  in  befigre  night  to  Drago- 
mestri, were  we  now  are.  But  where  is  the  Oreek 
fleet?  I  don't  know^do  you?  I  told  our  master  of 
the  boat  that  I  was  inclined  to  think  the  two  Urge 
vessels  (there  were  none  else  m  sight)  Greeks.  But 
he  answered  'they  are  too  krge— why  don't  they  show 
their  cotours?'  and  his  account  was  confirmed,  be  it 
trueor  false,  by  screral  boats  which  we  met  or  passed, 
as  we  couM  not  at  any  rate  hare  got  in  with  that 
wind  without  beating  about  for  a  hag  time;  and  as 

*  A  Creek  yoDth  whom  be  hsdhrooffht  with  bin,  in  his 
suite,  from  Cephdoaia. 


there^Wtt  much  proptriy,  and  some  liresto  thk  (the 
bof 's  especially)  without  any  means  of  defence,  it 
was  necessaiy  to  lei  our  boatmea  hate  their  own 
way. 

**  I  despatdKd  yestefday  anoflier  memeBger  to 
Bfissoloaghi  for  an  escort,  bat  we  bflve  yet  no  sft- 
swer.  We  are  here  (those  of  my  Boat)  fordiefifti 
day  withom  taking  eordotheft  off,  and  sleeping  on 
deck  in  all  weathers,  hot  are  all  rery  well,  sad  ii 
good  spirits.  It  is  to  be  supposed  thatthe  Goten- 
ment  will  semi,  for  theii'  own*  sakes,  an  eseorV  as  I 
have  ISfiOO  doHait  on  board,  the  greater  psit  ftr 
their  service.  I  had  (besides  personal  property  to 
the  amountof  about  6000  more)  SOOOdoUsrsinqwde 
of  mj  own,  without  reckoning  the  Committee's  ttora^ 
so  that  the  Turks  vriU  have  a  good  thhig  of  il,irthe 
prise  be  good. 

^  I  regret  the  detention  of  Gamba,  &e.  bat  the 
rest  we  can  make  op  again,  so  tefl  Haneook  to 
set  my  biUs  into  cash  as  soon  as  possible,  and  Gor- 
gialegno  to  prepare  the  remainder  of  my  credit  with 
Messrs  Webb  to  be  turned  into  monies.  1  thai 
remain  here,  unless  something  extraordinary  oeeon, 
tOI  Btavrocordato  sends|  and  then  go  ob,  and  set  to- 
cording  to  circumstances.  My  respects  to  the  two 
colonels,  and  remembranoes  to  all  friends.  Td 
'  Ultima  Analif'*  that  his 'friend  Rsidi  did  dN 
make  his  appearance  with  the  brig}  though  I  dnik 
.that  he  might  a»  well  have  spoken  with  us  cs  or  ^ 
Zante,  to  give  us  a  gentle  htot  of  what  we  bed  It 
expect 

**  Vours  ever  affectiottatelyi 

**?.  S.  Excuse  my  scrawl  oa  account  of  the  pes 
and  the  frosty  mooiing  at  daybreak.  I  wr^ishme, 
a  boat  starting  for  Kalamo.  I  do  not  know  wheihff 
the  detentkm  of  the  Bombard  (if  she  be  deudhed,fo 
I  cannot  swear  to  it,  and  I  can  only  jodge  (irda  ip- 
pearances,  and  what  tn  thete  fellews  say)  be  as  i6ir 
of  the  Oovenunent,  and  neutrality,  and,  hotr-^  ^ 
flooff  stopped  at  leaet  Id  miles  distant  from  tV 
port,  and  had  all  her  papers  regular  from  ZoKtt 
fbr  kalamo,  and  we  ako.  I  did  not  land  at  Zsole, 
bmng  anxious  to  lose  as  Ktlle  time  ae  posable,  bet 
Sir  P.  S.  came  off  to  invite  me,  &c.  and  eveiy  bi^ 
was  as  kind  as  coukl  be,  even  in  Ceohakrfa." 


LETTER  DXXXVI. 


TO  MR  0.  HANCOCK. 


UJemmu^m. 

**  DEAR  SIR  *  AXCOCK  ,'t 

^  Remember  me  to  Dr  Muir  and  every  bo4f  cha , 
I  have  stiU  the  16,000  doHan  with  me^  the  rest ««« 
on  board  the  Bombarda.  Here  we  are— the  Bm- 1 
barda  taken,  or  at  least  missing,  with  all  ths  0»  f 
mittee  stores,  my  friend  Gamba»  the  hofses,  mp^  j 

*  Coont  Deltedechas,  to  whom  he  fivoB  tUt  sm»  H ' 
consequence  of  a  habit  which  that  gentleian  had  of  mM 
the  phrase  *  in  nltlma  aualiie  *  flrr<n>eotiy  in  convent^ 

t  This  letter  it,  noie  properly,  a  poitscript  to  osevv 
Dr  Brano  had,  by  his  orders,  written  to  Mr  Haocac*.«M 
some  particalars  of  their  voyafOt  and  the  Doctor  hifi«  | 
begun  hif  letter,  'Pregiat'.  Sig^.  Ancock,*  Lord  RjiN 
thos  parodies  his  mode  of  addre«s.  ! 
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baO-doirt  steward,  tank  domeitiotf  with  aH  ocir  iiMpIe- 
■ento  of  peace  and  war,  akio  8000  dollan;  but  whe- 
ther ahe  win  be  lawful  prise  or  no,  it  for  the  decision 
of  the  GoTemor  of  the  Ser^  Islands.  I  ha?e  written 
to  Dr  Miiir,  by  waj  of  Rabuno.  with  all  particulars. 
We  are  in  good  condition ;  ana  what  with  wind  and 
WfAtlier,  and  being  hunted  pr  so»  littk  sleeping  on 
deck,  &0.  are  in  tdereble  seasoning  for  the  oonntrj 
aad  droomstancea.  Bat  J  foresee  that  we  shall  haTe 
occaaion  for  all  the  cash  I  can  muster  at  Zante  and 
dsewhere.  Mr  Barffgave  u%8(XK)  andodd  doUars; 
so  diere  is  still  s  bafauuse  in  mj  favour.  We  are  not 
quite  certain  that  the  Tesseb  were  Turkish  which 
ohaaed ;  but  there  is  strong  presumption  that  th^ 
were,  and  no  news  to  the  ooBlmry.  At  Zante  erery 
body*  from  the  Resident  downwards,  .were  as  kind  as 
ceukl  be,  especially  your  worthy  and  eourteoufl  partnev. 

"TeD  our  friends  to  keep  up  their  spirits,  and  we 
■ay  yet  do  well.  I  disembarked  the  boy  and  another 
Greeky  who  were  in  most  tenrible  alarm— the  boy, 
at  least,  from  the  Morair-on  shore  near  AnatoUko,  I 
bdiere,  wUch  put  them  in  safety ;  and,  as  for  me  and 
mine,  we  must  stick  by  our  goods. 

**  I  hope  that  Gamba's  detention  will  only  be  tem- 
poimry.  As  for  the  effects  and  monies,  if  we  hare 
flieBi,-*-well;  if  otherwise,  patieooeu  I  i|[ish  you  a 
hapiiy  new  year,  and  all  our  friends  the  same. 

"Yours,  fee." 

During  these  adTentures  of  Lord  Byron,  Count 
Gamba,  haruig  been  brought  to  by  the  Turkish 
frigate,  had  been  carried,  with  his  valuable  charge, 
inCo  Patras,  where  the  Commander  of  the  Turkish 
fleet  was  stationed.  Here,  after  an  interview  with 
the  Pacha,  by  whom  he  was  treated,  during  his 
detention,  most  courteously,  he  had'  the  good  fortune 
to  procure  the  release  of  bis  vessel  and  freight,  and, 
on  the  4th  of  January,'  reaehed  Blissolonghi.  To  his 
surprise,  however,  be  found  that  Lord  Byron  had 
not  yet  arrived;  for,^«s  if  eveiy  thing  connected 
with  this  short  voyage  wera  doomed  to  deepen 
whatever  ill  bodings  there  were  already  in  bis  mind, 
^oa  his  brdship's  departure  from  Dragomestri,  a 
violent  gale  of  vrind  had  comoon ;  his  vessel  was  twice 
driven  on  the  rocks  in  the  passage  of  the  Scrofes, 
and,  from  the  force  of  the  wind,  and  the  captam's 
ignorance  of  those  shoals,  the  danger  was  by  all  on 
boardcoBsideredto  be  most  serious.  **On  the  second 
tine  of  striking,**  says  Count  Gamba,  "  the  sailors, 
kwng  all  hope  of  saving  the  vessel,  began  to  think 
of  their  own  safe^.  But  Lord  Byron  persuaded 
them  to  remain ;  and  by  his  firmness,  and  no  small 
share  of  nautical  skill,  got  them  out  of  danger,  and 
thus  saved  the  vessel  and  several  lives,  with  36,000 
doDars,  the  greater  part  in  specie.** 

The  wind  still  blowing  right  against  their  course  to 
lliasokMighi,  they  again  anchored  between  two  of  the 
DUBierous  islets  by  which  this  part  of  the  coast  is 
Uaed ;  and  here  Lord  Byron,  as  well  .for  refreshment 
at  abhitioo,  found  himself  tempted  into  an  indulgence 
which  it  is  not  improbable  may  have  had  some  share 
in  producing  the  fetal  iUness  that  foUowed.  Having 
pat  oir  in  a  boat  to  a  small  rock  at  some  distance,  he 
•ent  back  a  messenger  for  the  nankeen  tro wsers  which 
he  usually  wore  m  bathing,  and,  though  the  sea  was 
rough  and  the  night  ookl,  it  being  then  the  3d  of 


January,  swam  baek  to  ths^vessel  **  I  am  fully  per- 
suaded,** says  his  valet,  in  relating  this  imprudent 
freak,  ^  that  it  injured  my  k>rd's  health.  He  certainly 
was  not  taken  ill  at  the  time,  but  in  the  course  of 
two  or  three  days  his  fordship  complained  of  a  pain 
in  all  his  bones,  which  continued,  more  or  less,  to  the 
time  of  his  death.** 

Setting  sail  again  next  morning  with  the  hope  of 
reaching  Missolonghi  before  sunset,  they  w^e  still 
baffled  by  adverse  wmds,  and,  arriving  late  at  night 
in  the  port,  did  not  land  till  the  morning  of  the  6th. 

The  solicitude,  in  the  mean  time,  of  all  at  Misso- 
fonghi,  knowing  that  the  Turkish  fleet  waa  out,  and 
Lord  Byron  on  his  way,  may  without  difficulty  be 
conoeived,  and  is  most  livelily  depicted  m  a  letter 
written,  during  the  suspense  of  that  moment,  by  an 
eye-witness.  *'The  Turkish  fleet,**  says  Colonel 
Stanhope,  ^'has  ventured  out,  and  is  at  this  moment 
blockadii^  the  port.  Beyond  these  again  are  seen 
the  Greek  ships,  and  among  the  rest  the  onef  that 
was  sent  for  Lord  Byron.  Whether  he  is  on  board 
or  not  is  a  question.  You  wiU  allow  that  this  is  an 
eventful  day.**  Towards  the  end  of  the  letter,  he 
adds,  **  Lord  Byron's  servants  have  just  arrived ;  he 
iiimself  vriU  be  here  to-morrow.  Ifhe  had  not  come, 
we  had  need  have  prayed  for  fair  weather;  for  both 
fleet  and  army  are  hungry  and  inactive.  Parry  has 
not  appealed.  Should  he  also  arrive  to-morrow,  all 
Missolonghi  will  go  mad  vrith  pleasure.** 

The  reception  their  noble  visitor  experienced  on 
his  arrival  was  such  a/B  from  the  ardent  eagerness 
with  which  he  had  been  looked  for  might  be  ex- 
pected. The  whole  population  of  tlie  place  crowded  to 
the  shore  to  welcome  him;  the  ships  anchored  off  the 
fortress  fired  a  sahite  as  he  passed,  and  all  the  troops 
and  dignitaries  of  the  place,  civil  and  military*  with 
the  Prince  kfavrocordato  at  their  head,  met  him  on  his 
landing,  and  accompanied  him*  amidst  the  mingled  din 
of  shouts,  wiM  music,,  and  discharges  of  artillery,  to 
the  house  that  had  been  prepared  for  him.  **  I  can- 
not  easily  describe,**  says  Count  Gamba,  **  the  emo- 
tions which  such  a  scene  excited.  I  could  scarsely 
refrain  from  tears.** 

After  eight  days  of  fatigue  such  as  I.«ord  Byron 
had  endured,  some  short  interval  of  rest  might  fairiy 
have  been  desired  by  him.  But  the  scene  on  which 
he  had  now  entered  was  one  that  precluded  aO 
thoughts  of  repose.  He  on  whom  the  eyes  and  hopes 
of  all  others  were  centred,  could  but  little  dream  of 
indulging  any  care  for  himsdf.  There  were,  at  this 
partieuktf  moment,  too,  collected  vrithin  the  precincts 
of  that  town  as  great  an  abundance  of  the  materials 
of  unquiet  and  misrule  as  had  been  ever  brought 
together  in  so  small  a  space.  In  every  quarter,  bot^ 
public  and  private,  dWganioation  and  dissatisfeo- 
tion  presented  themselves.  Of  the  fourteen  brigs  of 
war  which  had  oome  to  the  succoqr  of  Missolonghi, 
and  which  had  for  some  time  actually  protected  it 
against  a  Turkish  fleet  double  its  number,  nine  had 
aheady>  hopeless  of  pay,  returned  to  Hydra,  while 
the  sailors  of  the  remainii^  five,  from  the  same  cause 
of  complaint,  had  just  quitted  their  ships,  and  were 
murmuring  idly  on  shore.  The  inhabitants,  seeing 
themselves  thus  deserted,  or  preyed  upon  by  their 
defenders,  with  a  scarcity  of  provisions  threatening 
them,  and  the  Turkish  fleet  before  their  eyes,  were 
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no  ]em  ready  to  break  forth  mto  riot  and  rerolt; 
while,  at  the  same  moment,  to  complete  the  cen- 
futioD,  a  Oeneral  Assembly  was  on  the  point  of  being 
held  in  the  town,  for  the  purpose  of  organising  the 
forces  of  Western  Greece,  and  to  this  meeting  all 
the  wild  mountam<chiefs  of  the  proyince,  ripe,  of 
course^  for  dissension,  w«re  now  flocking  with  their 
followers.  Mayrocordato  himself,  the  President  of 
the  intended  Congress,  had  brought  in  his  train  no. 
less  than  6000  armed  men,  who  were*at  this  moment 
in  the  town.  Ill  provided,  too,  with  either  paj  or 
food  by  the  Goyemment,  this  large  military  mob 
were  but  little  less  discontented  and  destitute  than  the 
sailors ;  and  in  short,  m  every  direction,  the  entire 
population  seems  to  have  presented  such  a  ferment- 
ing mass  of  insubordination  and  discord,  as  was  far 
more  likely  to  produce  warfare  among  themselves 
than  with  the  enemy* 

Such  was  the  state  of  affairs  when  Lord  Byron 
arrived  at  MissokMighi ; — such  the  evils  he  had  now 
to  encounter,  with  the  formidable  consciousness  that 
to  him,  and  him  aJone,  all  looked  for  the  removal  of 
them. 

Of  his  proceedmgs  during  the  first  weeks  after  his 
arrival,  the  folkming  letters  to  Mr  Hancock  (which  by 
the  great  kindness  of  that  gentleman  I  am  enabled 
to  give)  will,  assisted  by  a  few  explanatoiy  notes, 
■nppiy  a  sufficiently  ample  account. 


LETTER  DXXXVn. 

TO  MR  CHARLES  BANCOCE. 

«  msMlonghl,  Janoary  13t]i,  1891. 
''DKAR  8IR» 

**  Bfany  thanks  for  yours  of  the  6th;  ditto  to  Mnir 
for  his.  You  wiH  have  heard  that  Gamba  and  my 
vessel  got  out  of  the  hands  of  the  Turks  safe  and  m- 
tact ;  nobody  knows  well  how  or  why,  for  there's  a 
mystery  in  the  story  somewhat  mek>dramatic.  Captain 
Valsamachi  has,  1  take  it,  spun  a  long  yam  by  this 
time  in  ArgostoU.  I  attribute  their  release  entirely 
to  Saint  Dionisio  of  Zante,  and  the  Madonna  of  the 
Rock,  near  Cephabnia. 

**Tbe  adventures  of  my  separate  luck  were  also 
not  finished  at  Dragomestri;  we  were  conveyed  out 
1^  some  Greek  gunboats,  and  found  the  Leonidas 
brig-of-war  at  sea  to  look  after  us.  But  bbwing 
weather  coming  on,  we  were  driven  on  the  rocks 
twice  in  the  passage  of  the  Scrophes,  and  the  dollars 
bad  another  narrow  escape.  Two  thirds  of  the  crew 
got  ashore  over  the  bowsprit:  the  rocks  were  rugged 
enough,  but  water  very  deep  close  in  shore,  so  that 
she  was,  after  much  swearing  and  some  exertion,  got 
off  again,  and  away  we  went  with  a  third  of  our 
crew,  leaving  the  rest  on  a  desolate  island,  where 
they  might  have  been  now,  had  not  one  of  the  gun- 
boats taken  them  off,  for  we  were  in  no  condition  to 
take  them  off  again. 

"  Tell  Muir  that  Dr  Bruno  did  not  show  much  fight 
on  the  occasion,  for  besides  stripping  to  his  flannel 
waistcoat,  and  running  about  like  a  rat  in  an  emer> 
gency,  when  I  was  talking  to  a  Greek  boy  (the  bro- 
ther of  the  Greek  girls  m  Argostoli),  and  telling  him 
of  the  fact  that  there  was  no  danger  for  the  passen- 


gers, whatever  there  might  Hb  for  ibe  vessel,  aoMi 
assuring  him  that  I  could  save  both  him  and  myself 
without  difficulty  *' (though  he  can't  swim),  as  the 
water,  though  deep>  was  not  very  rough, — the  Wrid 
not  blowing  rigAi  of  shore  (it  vras  a  blnadcr  of  the 
Greeks  who  missed  stays), — the  Doctor  exdaimed, 
*  Save  AtJfi,  indead !  by  G-^  1  save  me  rather— FH 
be  first  if  I  can'— a  piece  of  egotism  which  be  pro- 
nounced with  such  emphatic  simpheity  as  to  aet  aH 
who  had  leisure  to  hear  him  langhing,t  <uid  ia  a 
mhiute  after  the  vessel  drove  off  agaw  after  sa&mg 
twice.  She  sprung  a  small  leak,  but  nothing  ftirtber 
happened,  except  ,that  the  captain  was  very  ner- 
vous afterwards. 

^  To  be  brief,  we  had  bad  weather  ahnost  always, 
though  not  contrary ;  slept  on  deck  m  the  wet  gene- 
rally for  seven  or  e^t  nights,  but  never  was  in  bet- 
ter health  (I  speak  personally)— so  much  so,  tbat  I 
actually  bathed  for  a  quarter  of  an  boor  on  the  even- 
ing of  the  fourth  instant  in  the  sea  (to  kil  the  flea*, 
and  other  &o.)  and  was  all  tl«e  better  for  it 

^  We  were  received  at  Miasoltoghi  with  aD  kinds 
of  kindness  and  honours  ;  and  the  sight  of  tb*  fleet 
saluting,  •&c.  and  the  crowds  and  different  costumes, 
vras  really  picturesque.  We  think  of  nndertakiag 
an  expedition  soon,  and  I  aspect  io  be  ordered  with 
the  SuUotes  to  join  the  army. 

**  All  well  at  present.  We  found  Gamba  already 
arrived,  and  every  thing  in  good  opodition.  RemeB- 
ber  me  to  all  friends. 

^•Yodnever, 
«N.B. 

^  P.  S.  You  will,  I  hope,  use  erei^  exertion  to 
realSse  the  assets.  For  besides  what  1  have  already 
advanced,  I  have  undertaken  to  maintain  the  SolioCes 
for  a  year  (and  vrill  accompany  them  either  as  a 
Chief,  or  whichever  is  most  agreeable  to  the  Ooven- 
ment),  besides  sundries.  I  do  not  undentand  Brown's 
'  Utters  of  credit,'  I  neither  gave  nor  ordered  a 
letter  of  credit  that  I  know  off  and  Ibough  of  coarse, 
if  you  have  done  it,  I  vritt  be  respoqsible,  I  was  not 
aware  of  any  thing,  except  that  I  would  have  backed 
his  bills,  which  you  said  was  unnecessary.  As  lo 
orders — 1  ordered  nothing  but  some  red  Uotk  and 
oil  cloths^  both  of  which  I  am  ready  to  receire ;  but 

*  He  neuit  to  hare  taken  (he  boy  on  kb  ibo«Mefs  aa4 
swam  with  him  to  shore.  Thii  feat  woaM  kare  been  fa«t  a 
repetition  of  one  of  hit  early  iports  at  Hamnr ;  vtere  It 
was  a  fircqaent  practice  of  his  thus  to  moonc  ooe  of  the 
•mailer  boyt  on  hi*  shonlden  and,  mock  to  the  alarm  «f 
tlie  urchin,  dive  with  him  into  tlie  water. 

t  In  the  Doctor*!  own  account  this  scene  is  deacrftel. 
as  might  be  expected,  somewhat  diffbrentiy  :~*  Ma  ael  4i 
Ini  passagio  marittimo  una  fregatu  Turca  insefol  I*  « Isi 
nave,  obbllgaodolo  di  ricorerarsi  dentro  le  Scrpfes,  dore  per 
limpeto  del  venti  Rk  gettata  sopra  gli  scogU :  tuttl  t  aMriBari 
deli'  equipaggio  saltarono  a  terra  per  salTate  la  loro  Tto  : 
Milord  solo  col  di  loi  Medico  Dottor.  Bruno  ' 
nave  cbs  ognuno  yedeva  colare  a  fondo  :  mi 
tempo  non  essendoti  visto  che  ci6  arveniTu,  le 
Aiggite  a  terra  respinsero  la  nave  neU*  acqoe :  m 
pestoso  mare  la  ribastd  una  seconda  votta  contro  rUacMgl. 
ed  allora  si  avera  per  certo  che  la  nare  coU*  illastre  per- 
soDsgRio,  una  grande  quantum  di  denarl,  e  molti  laeaiam 
cfTetti  per  i  Greci  anderebbero  a  fondo.  TottA^m  L«N 
Byron  non  si  perturhd  per  nulla ;  and  disae  al  di  M  mm- 
dico  che  voleva  gettarsi  a  nnoto  oudo  tagghmgere  ta  spiar 
gia :  '  non  abbandonate  la  nave  flnchi  abbiamo  fbrac  per 
diriggerla  :  aUorchi  saremo  coperti  daU*  acqar, 
gettatevi  pure,  che  fo  vi  salvo.* 
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ft  Gttmba  has  cfxoeeded  my  conmiiamHi,  th»  <iiher 
tkmyw  must  he  9mUoack,for  I  eatmot  permit  any 
tkmg  qfthe  kind,  nor  tot//.  The  •emmts'  journey 
will  of  coune  be  paid  for,  though  tkat  is  ezorbilant. 
Aa  for  Brown's  letter,  I  do  not  know  any  thing  more 
than.  I  ha?e  taid,  and  I  realty  cannot  defraj  the 
chargea  of  half  Greece  and  the  Frank  adTenturera 
beaides.  Mr  Barff  must  send  us  some  dollars  soob, 
for  the  expenses  lall  on  me  for  the  presei|t. 

•Janimry  14t|i,  18M. 
*<  P.  a  Wm  you  tell  Saint  (Jew)  G^ronimo  Cor- 
giale^QO  that  I  mean  to  draw  for  the  balance  of  my 
credit  with  Messrs  Webb  and  Co.  I  Aafl  draiv  for 
two  thonsanri  doUars  (that  being  about  the  amount, 
more  or  leas)^  but  to  fiunlitate  the  business,  I  shaU 
make  the  draft  payable  also  at  Messrs  Ransom  and 
Co.'s,  PaU-Mall  East,  London.  I  belicTe  I  already 
showed  you  my  letters  (but  if  not,  I  ha?e  them  to 
show),  by  which,  besides  tht  credits  now  realising, 
you  win  ha?e  peroeiTed  that  I  am  not  limited  to  any 
particular  amount  of  credit  'with  my  bankers.  The 
Honourable  Douglas^  my  friend  and  trustee,  is  a 
prindpal  partner  in  that  house,  and  haring  the  di- 
rection of  my  affairs^  is  aware  to  what  extent  my 
"present  resources  may  gp,  and  the  letters  in  question 
were  from  him.  I  can  merely  say,  that  within  the  cur- 
rent  year,  1824,  besides  the  money  already  advanced 
to  the  Greek  GoTemment,  and  the  credits  now  in  your 
hands  and  your  partner's  (Mr  Barff),  which  are  all 
from  the  income  of  J823, 1  have  anticipated  nothing 
ffom  that  of  the  present  year  hitherto.  I  shall  or 
ought  to  have  at  my  disposition  upwards  of  one  hun- 
dred thousand  dollars  (including  my  income,  and  the 
purchnffe-monies  of  a  manor  lately  sold),  and  perhaps 
nore,  without  infringing  on  my  income  for  1825,  and 
not  indoding  thetemaining  beJance  of  1823. 

**  Yours  ever, 
"N.B." 


LETTER  DXXXVIII. 

TO  MB  CHARLES  HANCOCK. 

"  MissokmKhi,  Jaanary  17tb,  18M. ' 
"  I  have  answered,  at  some  length,  your  obliging 
letter,  and  trust  that  you  have  received  my  reply  by 
means  of  Mr.  Tindal.  I  vriU  also  thank  you  to 
remind  Mr.  Tindal  that  I  would  thank  him  to  furnish 
you,  on  my/iccount,  with  an  order  of  the  Committee 
for  one  hundred  dollars,  which  I  advanced  to  him  on 
their  account  through  Signor  Corgialegno's  agency  at 
Zante  on  his  arrival  in  October,  as  it  is  but  fair  that 
the  said  Committee  should  pay  their  own  expenses. 
An  order  vfill  be  sufficient,  as  the  money  might  be  in- 
convenient for  Mr.  T.  at  present  to  disburse. 

**  I  have  also  advanced  to  Mr.  Blackett  the  sum  of 
fifty  dolhurs,  which  I  wiO  thank  Mr.  Stevens  to  pay 
to  you,  on  my  account,  from  monies  of  Mr.  Blackett, 
now  in  his  hands.  I  have  Mr.  B.*s  acknowledgment 
IB  writing. 

**  As  the  wants  of  the  State  here  are  still  pressing, 
and  there  seems  very  little  specie  stirring  except  mine, 
I  atin  stand  paymaster,  and  must  agahi  request  yOu 
and  Mr.  Bsirff  to  forward  by  a  tttfe  channel  (if 
possible)  an  the  dollars  you  can  collect  on  the  bills 


now  negotiating.  I  have  also  vrritten  to  Corgialegno 
for  two  thousand  dollars,  being  about  the  bdanoe  of 
my  separate  letter  from  Messrs.  Webb  and  Co., 
making  the  bills  also  payable  at  Ransom's,  in  London. 

**  Things  are  going  on  better,  if  not  well;  there  is 
some  order,  and  considerable  preparation.  I  expect 
to  accompany  the  troops  on  an  expedition  shortly, 
which  makes  me  particularly  anxious  for  the  remaining 
remittance,  as  *  mon^  is  the  sinew  of  war,'  and  of 
peace,  too,  a*  far  as  I  can  see,  for  I  am  sure  there 
would  be  no  peace  here  vrithout  it.  However,  a 
little  does  go  a  good  way,  which  is  a  comfort.  The 
Qovemment  of  the  Morea  and  of  Candia  have  vnitten 
to  me  for  a  further  advance  from  my  own  peculium  of 
20  or  30,000  dollars,  to  which  I  demur  for  the  present 
(having  undertaken  to  pay  the  SuHotes  as  a  free  gift 
and  other  things  already,  besides  the  loan  which  1 
have  already  advanced),  ^  I  receive  letters  from 
Eagkmd,  which  I  have  reason  to  expect 

**  When  the  expected  credits  arrive,  I  hope  that 
you  will  bear  a  hand,  otherwise  I  must  have  recourse 
to  Malta,  which  vrill  be  losing  time  and  taking 
trouble ;  but  I  do  not  wish  you  to  do  more  than  is 
perfectly  agreeable  to  Mr.  Barff  and  to  yeuraelf.  I 
am  very  well,  and  have  no  reason  to  be  dissatisfied 
virith  my  personal  treatment,  or  vrith  the  posture  of 
public  affairs— others  must  speak  for  themselves. 
**  Yours,  ever  and  truly,  fitc." 

**P.  S.  Respects  to  Cobnels  Wright  and  Duffie, 
and  the  officers  civil  and  military  ;  also  to  my  friends 
Muir  and  Stevens  particuhirly,  and  to  Delladecima." 


LETTER   DXXXIX. 

TO  MR  CHARLES    HANCOCK. 

«  MittolouKU,  Jannfury  lOth,  1824 
''Since  I  wrote  on  the  irth,  I  ha v^  received  a 
letter  from  Mr.  Stevens,  enclosing  an  account  from 
Corfu,  which  is  so  exaggerated  in  price  and  quantity , 
that  I  am  at  a  kiss  whether  most  to  admire  Gamba's 
folly  or  the  merchant's  knavery .  All  that  /  requested 
Oamba  to  order  was  red  cloth,  enough  to  make  a 
jacket,  and  some  oil-skin  for  trowsers,  &c. — the  latter 
has  not  been  sent-^the  whole  could  not  have  amount- 
ed to  50  dollars.  The  account  is  645!!!  I  will  guarantee 
Mr.  Stevens  against  any  loss,  of  course,  but  I  am  not 
disposed  to  take  the  articles  (which  I  never  ordered), 
nor  to  pay  the  amount  I  will  take  100  dollars'  worth ; 
the  rest  may  be  sent  back,  and  I  will  make  the 
merchant  an  aUowance  of  so  much  per  cent. ;  or  if 
that  is  not  be  done,  you  must  sell  the  whole  by 
auction  at  what  price  the  things  may  fetch,  for  I 
would  rather  incur  the  dead  k>ss  of  part,  than  be 
encombered  with  a  quantity  of  thmgs,  to  me  at 
present  superfluous  or  useless.  Why,  I  could  have 
mamtained  300  men  for  a  month  for  the  sum  in 
Western  Greece ! 

^  When  the  dogs,  and  the  dollars,  and  the  negro, 
and  the  horses,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the  Turks,  I 
acquiesced  with  patience,  as  you  may  have  perceived, 
beoiuse  it  was  the  work  of  the  elements  of  war,  or  of 
Providence ;  but  this  is  a  piece  of  mere  human  knavery 
or  foHy,  or  both,  and  I  neither  can  nor  will  submit  to 
60 
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k.*  i  ha?e  ocoMion  for  ttrery  dollar  I  oao  muster  to 
keep  the  Greeks  together,  and  I  do  not  grudge  any 
expense  for  the  cause;  but  to  throw  away  as  much  as 
would  equip,  or  at  least  maintain,  a  corps  of  excellent 
ragamuffins  with  arms  in  their  hands,  to  furnish 
Gamba  and  the  doctor  with  blank  bills  (see  list), 
broad  cloth,  Hessian  boots,  and  horse-whips  (the 
iailer  I  own  that  they  hare  richly  earned),  is  rather 
beyond  my  endurance,  though  a  pacific  person,  as  all 
the  world  kqows,  or  at  least  my  acquaintances.  I 
pray  you  to  try  to  help  roe  out  of  this  damnable  com- 
mercial speculation  of  Garaba's,  for  it  is  one  of  those 
pieces  of  impudence  or  folly  which  1  don't  forgive  him 
in  a  hurry.  1  will  of  course  see  Stevens  free  of  ex- 
pense out  of  the.transaction ;— by  the  way,  the  Greek 
of  a  Cor|ote  has  thought  proper  to  draw  a  bill,  and 
get  it  discounted  at24  dollars ;  if  I  had  been  there,  it 
should  have  been  proiesiecl  aiso. 

**Mr.  Blackett  is  here  ill,  and  will  soon  set  out  for 
Cephakmia.  He  came  to  me  for  tome  pills,  and  f 
gave  him  some  reserved  for  particular  friends,  and 
which  I  never  knew  any  body  recover  from  under 
several  months;  but  he  is  no  better,  and,  what  is 
odd,  no  urorse^  and  as  the  doctors  have  had  no  better 
success  with  bim  than  1,  he  goes  to  Argostoli  sick  of 
the  Greeks  and  of  a  constipation. 

^  I  must  reiterate  my  request  for  gpecie,  and  that 
speedi^,  otherwise  public  affairs  will  be  at  a  stands- 
still  here.  I  have  undertaken  to  pay  the  SuUotes  for 
a  year,  to  advance  in  March  3000  dolburs,  besides^  to 
the  Government  for  a  balance  due  to  the  troops,  and 
some  other  smaller  matters  for  the  Germans,  and  the 
press,  &c.  &c.  &c. ;  so  what  with  these,  and  the  ex- 
penses of  my  suite,  which,  though  not  extravagant,  is 
expensive  with  Oamba's  d-^  nonsense,  I  shall  have 
occasion  for  all  the  monies  1  can  muster,  and  I  have 
credits  wherewithal  to  face  the  undertakings,  if  real- 
ised, and  expect  to  have  more  soon. 

**  Believe  me  ever  and  truly  yours,  Sec.** 

On  the  morning  of  the  33d  of  January,  his  birth- 
day,— the  last  my  poor  friend  was  ever  fated  to  see, 
— he  came  from  his  bedroom  into  the  apartment  where 
Cokmel  Stanhope  and  some  others  were  assembled, 

*  We  have  here  as  strtkinc  sn  inttsnce  at  could  be  sJda- 
ced  of  that  peonliar  featture  of  hii  obsrsoter  which  thallow 
or  maUcioiu  observen  bsTO  misrepreiented  st  avsriee,  bat 
tibkh  in  reality  was  the  result  of  a  ftrong  sense  of  Justice 
and  fldmess.  and  an  tndignant  inpatience  of  being  stolti- 
fled  or  overreacbe4  Colonel  Stanhope,  in  referrinf  to  the 
circumstance  mentioned  above,  has  put  Lord  Byron*s 
angrj  feelinf  respecting  it  in  the  true  light. 

*  He  was  constantly  attacking  Count  Oamba,  soasetimes,* 
indeed,  playlVilly,  but  more  often  with  the  bitterest  satire , 
for  haTing  purchased  for  the  use  of  his  flunily,  whUe  in 
Greece,  600  dollar's  worth  of  doth,  ms  he  used  to  men- 
tion as  an  instance  of  the  Count's  imprudence  and  extra- 
▼agance.  Lord  Byron  toU  me  one  day,  with  a  tone,  of 
great  gravity,  that  this  600  dollars  would  have  been  most 
serTiceabl«;  in  promoting  the  siege  of  Lepanto;  and  that 
be  never  would,  to  the  last  moment  of  his  existence,  for- 
give Gamba,  for  having  squandered  away  his  money  in  the 
purchase  of  cloth.  No  one  will  sappoee  that  Lord  Byron 
could  be  serious  in  such  a  denunciation;  be  entertained, 
in  reality,  the  highest  opinion  of  Count  Gamba,  who,  both 
on  account  of  his  talents  and  derotedneas  to  his  ftiend,  me- 
rited his  lordship's  esteem.  As  to  Lord  Byron's  generosity, 
it  is  before  the  worid ;  he  promised  to  devote  his  large  in- 
come to  the  cause  of  Greece,  and  be  honesty  acted  up  to 
his  pledge.* 


and  said  with  a  nde,  **  You  were  compbimtg  tke 
other  day  that  I  never  vrrite  any  poetry  now.  This 
1b  bi^  birthday,  and  I  have  jost  finished  tometbiiig 
which,  I  think,  is  better  than  what  I  umsliy  write." 
He  then  produced  to  them  those  beautiful  itasai 
which,  though  already  known  to  most  readers,  tnfu 
too  afibotingly  associated  with  this  dosing  loeM  of 
bis  life  to  be  omitted  among  its  detailt.  Taking  iitD 
consideration,  indeed,  eveiy  thing  connected  with 
these  verses,— -the  last  tender  aspinUioM  of  a  kmng 
spirit  which  they  breathe,  the  self-devotion  to  a  noUe 
cause  which  they  so  nobly  expresi,  and  that  coom 
ness  of  a  near  grave  Simmering  sadly  through  the 
whole, — there  is  perhaps  no  productioa  withia  the 
range  of  mere  human  composition,  round  whfeh  the 
circumstances  and  feelings  under  which  it  was  writtta 
cast  so  touching  an  interest. 


•JANUARY  ». 
■ON  THIS  DAY  I  COUPLETB  MY  THIHTY'SIXTH  1S4B. 

1. 

^  Tis  time  this  heart  should  be  unmoved, 
Since  others  it  hath  ceased  to  move  ; 
Tet,  though  I  cannot  be  beloved, 
StiUletmeknre! 

S. 

*My  days  are  in  the  yellow  leaf; 

The  flowers  and  flmits  of  love  are  goset 
The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  grief 
Are  mine  alone  I 

3w 

The  Are  that  on  my  bosom  preys 
Is  lone  as  some  volcanic  isle.- 
Mo  torch  is  kindled  at  its  blase- 
A  funeral  pdel 

4. 

*  The  hope,  the  fear,  the  Jealous  care. 
The  exalted  portion  of  the  pain 
And  power  of  love,  I  cannot  share. 
But  wear  the  chain. 

6. 
But  His  not  fihfs   and  *tls  not  il«rv^ 

Such  thoughts  should  shake  my  soul,  nor  nab 
Where  glory  decks  the  hero's  Mer, 
Or  binds  his  brow. 

«. 

'  The  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  tIeM, 
Glory  and  Greece,  aroond  me  see ! 
The  Spartan,  twrne  upon  bis  stMd, 
Was  not  more  free. 

7. 

•Awake  (not  Greece   she  is  awake!) 
Awake,  my  spirit  I    Think  through  wA«« 
Thy  Ufe-blood  tracks  its  parent  lake. 
And  then  strike  home  1 


«  Tread  those  reviving  passions  down. 
Unworthy  manhood  I  unto  thee 
Indifferent  should  the  sarile  or  frown 
Of  beauty  be. 


« If  thou  regret 'st  thy  youth,  wAy  Mw? 
The  land  of  hosourible  death 
Is  here ;— up  to  the  fleld,  and  give 
Away  thy  breath  I 

If. 
*  Seek  oat— less  often  sought  than  found— 
A  soldier's  grave,  Ibr  thee  the  beat ; 
Then  look  around,  and  choose  thy  gronndt 
And  take  thy  rest.* 


^ 
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was  not  a  Sunday-sohool  in  the  worid,  or  amf  school 
here  at  present,  sare  and  except  always  an  academy 
for  artOleryship. 

**  He  complained  also'  of  the  cold,  a  little  to  my 
surprise;  firstly,  because  there  being  no  chimneys,  I 
hare  used  myself  to  do  without  other  warmth  than  the 
animal  heat  and  one's  doak,  u  these  parts ;  and,  se- 
condly,  because  I  should  as  soon  have  expected  to 
hear  a  Tolcano  sneeze,  as  a  fire-master  (who  is  to 
bum  a  whole  fleet)  exclaim  against  the  atmosphere. 
I  fully  expected  that  his  ?ery  approach  would  have 
scorched  up  the  town  like  the  burning-glasses  of 
Archimedes. 

^  WeQ.  it  seems  that  I  am  to  be  Commander-int 
Chief,  and  the  post  is  by  no  means  a  sinecure,  for 
we  are  not  what  Major  Sturgeon  calls  *  a  set  of  the 
most  amicable  officers.'  Whether  we  shall  hare '  a 
boxing  bout  between  Captain  Sheers  and  the  Colonel,' 
I  cannot  tell;  but  between  Suliote  chiefs,  German 
barons,  English  volunteers,  and  adventurers  of  all 
nations,  we  are  likely  to  form  as  goodly  an  allied  army 
as  ever  quarrelled  beneath  the  same  banner.  / 

•FebnianrStta.iaM. 
*<  Interrupted  again  by  business  yesterday,  and  it 
is  time  to  conclude  my  letter.  I  drew  some  time 
since  on  Mr  Barfffor  a  thousand  dollars,  to  complete 
some  money  wanted  by  the  Government.  The  mSA- 
Government  got  cash  on  that  bill  here  and  at  a  profit ; 
but  the  veiy  same  fellow  who  gave  it  to  them»  after 
proposing  to  give  me  money  for  other  bills  on  Barff 
to  the  amount  of  thirteen  hundred  dollars,  either 
could  not,  or  thought  better  of  it.  I  had  vnritten  to 
Bar£f  advising  him,  but  had  afterwards  to  vrrite  to 
tell  him  of  the  fellow's  having  not  come  up  to  time. 
You  must  really  send  me  the  balance  soon.  I  have 
the  artillerists  and  my  Suliotes  to  pay,  and  Heaven 
knows  what  besides,  and  as  every  thing  depends  upon 
punctuality,  all  our  operations  will  be  at  a  standstill 
unless  you  use  despatch.  I  shall  send  to  Mr  Barff  or 
to  yon  further  biOs  on  England  for  three  thousand 
pounds,  to  be  negotiated  as  speedily  as  you  can.  I 
have  already  stated  here  and  formerly  the  sums  I  can 
command  at  home  within  the  year,— without  including 
my  credits,  or  the  bills  ah^ady  negotiated  or  negotia-' 
ting,  as  Corgialegno's  balance  of  Mr  Webb's  letter, 
— and  my  letters  from  my  friends  (received  By  Mr 
Parry's  vessel),  confirm  what  I  have  already  stated. 
How  much  1  may  require  in  the  course  of  the  year,  I 
can't  tell,  but  1  will  take  care  that  it  shall  not  exceed 
the  means  to  supply  it 

**  Yours  ever, 

*«N.B. 
**  P.  S.  [  have  had,  by  desire  of  a  Mr  Jeroetati, 
to  draw  on  Demetrius  Delladecima  (is  it  our  friend  in 
ultima  analise?)  to  pay  the  Committee  expenses.  I 
really  do  not  understand  what  the  Committee  mean 
by  some  of  their  freedoms.  Parry  and  1  get  on  very 
well  hitherto;  how  long  this  may  last,  Heaven  knows, 
but  I  hope  it  will,  for  a  good  deal  for  the  Greek  ser- 
vice depends  upon  it ,  but  he  has  already  had  some 
miffe  with  Col.  S.,  and  1  do  all  I  can  to  keep  the 
peace  amongst  them.  However,  Parry  is  a  fine  fellow, 
extremely  active,  and  of  strong,  sound,  practical  ta- 
lents, by  all  accounts.  Enckised  are  bills  for  three 
lliousand  pounds,  drawn  in  the  mode  directed  (i.  e. 


parcelled  out  in  smaller  bills).  A  good  opportunil; 
ooeurring  for  Cephalonia  to  send  letters  on,  I  avafl 
myself  of  it.  Remember  me  to  Stevens  and  to  all 
friends.  Also  my  compliments  and  eveiy  thing  kind 
to  the  colonels  and  officen. 

•FebraaryMk.lSM. 
**P.  S.  2d  or  8d.  I  have  reason  to  eipeet  apenoA 
from  England  directed  with  papen  (on  business)  for 
me  to  sign,  somewhere  in  the  Islands,  by  and  by ;  if 
such  should  arrive,  would  you  finrwanl  him  Id  me  by 
a  safe  conveyance,  as  the  papers  regard  a  tranMctkn 
vrith  regard  to  the  adjustment.of  a  lawsuit,  and  a  smn 
of  several  thousand  pounds,  which  I,  ormy  bankers 
and  trustees  for  me,  may  have  to  receive  (in  England) 
in  consequence.  The  dnie  of  the  probable  arrival  I 
cannot  state,  but  the  date  of  my  letters  is  the  3d  Nov., 
and  1  suppose  that  he  ought  to  arrive  soon.  ^^ 

How  strong  were  the  hopes  which  even  those  who 
vratched  him  most  observingly  conceived  froai  the 
whole  tenor  of  his  conduct  aince  his  arrival  at  Misso- 
longhi,  vriU  appear  from  the  foUowing  words  of  Cok>- 
nel  Stanhope,  in  one  of  his  letters  to  the  Greek  Onb- 
mittee: — 

^  Lord  Byron  possesses  all  the  msana  of  playing  a 
great  part  in  the  gk>rious  revolution  of  Greeee.  He 
has  talent;  he  professes  liberal  principles;  he  has 
money;  and  is  inspired  with  fervent  and  chiv^Iroas 
feelings.  He  has  oommenced  his  career  faf  two  good 
measures :  Ist,  by  recommending  union^and  deduing 
himself  of  no  party;  and,  2dly,  by  taking  600  Saliotes 
into  pay,  and  acting  as  their  chief.  These  acts  eaoaot 
Ikfl  to  render  his  krdship  universally  popular,  and 
proportionally  powerful  Thus  advantageously  cir- 
cumstanced, his  lordship  will  have  an  opportuni^  of 
realizing  all  his  professions.  ** 

That  the  inspirer,  however,  of  the  hopes  was  hiai- 
sdf  for  from  participating  in  them  is  a  &ct  manifest 
from  aD  he  said  and  virrote  on  the  subject,  aad  bat 
adds  painfully  to  the  interest  which  his  poaitionat  this 
moment  excites.  Too  well,  mdeed,  did  he  both  un- 
derstand and  feel  the  difikulties  into  which  be  was 
plunged  to  deceive  himself  into  any  such  sanguine  de- 
lusions. In  one  only  of  the  objects  to  which  be  had 
looked  forward  vrith  any  hope, — that  of  eodeavooriiig 
to  humanize,  by  his  example,  the  syttera  of  vfaiCsie 
on  both  sides,— had  he  yet  been  aUe  to  gratify  him- 
self. Not  many  days  after  his  anrival  an  opportu- 
nity, as  we  have  seen,  had  been  alRurded  him  of  lea- 
cuing  an  unfortunate  Turk  out  of  the  hands  of 

Greek  saikurs;  and,  towards  the  end  of  the 

having  learned  that  there  were  a  few  Turkish  prmooeis 
intxmfinemeut  at  Missokmghi,  he  requested  of  the  Go- 
vernment to  place  them  at  his  disposal,  that  be  might 
send  them  to  Yussuff  Pboha.  In  performing  tins  act 
of  humane  policy,  he  transmitted  with  the  ranoed 
captives  the  following  letter. 

LETTER  DXLL 

TO  ms  UI0HNB8S  YDSSCFP  PACHA. 

"  HiswloDgbl  SSdHnmry,  ttU. 
^  HIGHNESS  ! 

**  A  Vessel,  in  which  a  firiend  and  some  doneMiDB 
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flf  Ddoe  were  embaikedy  wai  detained  a  few  days  ago^ 
and  releaaed  by  order  of  your  HighneM.  1  hare  now 
to  thank  yon;  not  for  liberating  the  Tetael,  which,  as 
oarrying  a  neutral  flag,  and  being  under  Britiah  pro- 
tection, no  one  had  a  right  to  detain;  but  for  having 
treated  my  friendt  with  ao  much  kindnf  while  they 
were  in  your  hands. 

'^  In  the  hope,  therefore,  that  it  may  not  be  altogether 
diq>leaaing  to  your  Highneia,  I  have  requested  the 
go¥enior  of  this  place  lo  release  four  Turkish  prison- 
ers, and  he  has  humanely  consented  to  do  so.  1  kwe 
DO  time,  therefore,  in  sending  them  back,  m  order  to 
make  as  early  a  return  as  I  could  for  your  courtesy  on 
the  late  occasion.  These  prisoners  are  liberated  with- 
out any  conditions :  but,  should  the  circumstance  find 
a  pbce  in  your  recoDeetion,  I  venture  to  beg,  that  your 
Higfanesa  will  treat  such  Greeks  as  may  henceforth 
fall  into  your  hands  with  humanity ;  more  especially 
since  the  honrors  of  war  are  sufficiently  great  in  them- 
satres,  without  being  aggraTated  by  wanton  cruelties 
oo  either  side. 

**NOBL  Btrom.>* 

Another  fafourite  and,  as  it  appeared  for  some  time, 
practicable  object,  on  which  he  had  most  ardently  set 
his  heart,  was  the  intended  attack  upon  Lepanto— a 
fortified  town  *  which,  from  its  command  of  the  naTi- 
gatiep  of  the  Oulf  of  Corinth,  is  a  position  of  the  fint 
importance.  **  Lord  Byron, "  says  Colonel  Stanhope, 
in  a  letter  dated  January  14,  **  bums  with  military  w 
dour  and  chiralry,  and  will  accompany  the  expe* 
ditkm  to  Lepanto.**  The  delay  of  Parry,  the  en- 
gineer, who  had  been  kf  some  months  anxiously 
expected  with  the  supplies  necessary  for  the  formation 
of  a  brigade  of  artillery,  had  hitherto  paralysed  the 
preparations  for  this  important  enterprise;  though  in 
the  mean  time,  whatever  little  could  be  effected, 
without  his  aid,  had  been  put  in  progress  both  by  the 
appointment  of  a  brigade  of  Suliotes  to  act  under  Lord 
Byroo,  and  by  the  formation,  at  the  joint  expense  of 
hi«  brdship  and  Cokmel.Stanhope,  of  a  small  oorps  of 
artillery. 

It  was  towards  the  buter  end  of  January,  as  we 
have  seen,  that  Lord  Byron  received  his  reguhr  com- 
nnmioii  from  the  Government,  as  Commander  of  the 
expedition.  In  conferring  upon  him  fiiU  powers,  both 
civil  and  military,  they  appointed,  at  the  same  time, 
a  fililitaiy  Council  to  accompany  him,  composed  of 
the  most  experienced  Chieftains  of  the  army,  with 
Nota  BojBsari,  the  uncle  of  the  famous  warrior,  at 
their  head. 

It  had  been  expected  that,  among  the  stores  sent 
with  Parry,  there  would  be  a  supply  of  Coogreve 
Rockets,— an  instrument  of  vrarfiEure  of  which  such 
wonders  had  been  rebUed  to  the  Greeks  as  filled  their 
imaginations  with  the  most  absurd  ideas  of  its  powers. 
Their  disappointment,  therefore,  on  finding  that  the 
engineer  had  come  unprovided  with  the  missiles  was 
exceanve.  Another  hope,  too, — that  of  being  enabled 
to  complete  an  artilleiy  corps  by  the  accession  of  those 
Germans  who  had  been  sent  for  into  the  Morea, — 
was  found  almost  equally  fallacious ;  that  body  of  men 
having,  from  the  death  or  retirement  of  those  who 

*  Tbeaaclent  NsniMCtiu,  cal1e4  Epacto  by  the  modem 
Greeks,  sod  Lepuito  by  the  Italians. 


origioany  composed  it,  neariy  dwindled  avray ;  and  tbe 
few  officers  that  now  came  to  serve  being,  from  their 
fontastic  notions  of  rank  and  etiquette,  far  mote  trou- 
blesome than  useful.  In  addition  to  these  discouragiog 
drcumstanoes,  the  five  Speaiot  ahips  of  war  which 
had  for  some  time  formed  the  sole  protection  of  Mis- 
solonghi  were  now  returned  to  their  home,  and  had 
left  their  places  to  be  filled  by  the  enemy's  squadron. 

Perplexing  at  were  all  these  difficulties  in  the  way 
of  the  expedition,  a  still  more  formidable  embarrass- 
ment presented  itself  in  the  turbulent  and  almost  mu- 
tinous disposition  of  those  Suliote  troops  on  whom  he 
mainly  depended  for  success  in  his  undertaking.  Pre- 
suming as  well  Upon  his  wealth  and  generosity  as  upon 
their  own  military  importance,  these  unnily  warrior* 
had  never  ceased  to  rise  in  the  extravagance  of  their 
demands  upon  him ;  — the  wholly  destitute  and  home- 
less state  of  their  families  at  this  moment  affurding 
but  too  well  fdunded  a  pretext  both  for  their  exaction 
and  discontent  Nor  were  their  leaders  much  more 
amenable  to  management  than  themselves.  **  There 
were,"  aays  Count  Gamba,  *'six  heads  of  families 
among  them,  all  of  whom  had  equal  pretensions  both 
by  their  birth  and  their  exploits ;  and  none  of  whom 
would  obey  any  one  of  his  comrades." 

A  serious  riot  to  which,  about  the  middle  of  January , 
these  Suliotes  had  given  rise,  and  in  which  some  lives 
were  tost,  had  been  a  source  of  much  irritation  and 
anxiety  to  Lord  Byron,  as  well  from  the  ill-blood  it 
was  Bkely  to  engender  between  his  troops  and  the 
citizens,  as  from  the  little  dependence  it  gave  biro 
encouragement  to  place  upon  materials  so  unman- 
ageable. Notwithstanding  all  this,  however,  neither 
his  eagerness  nor  his  efibrts  for  the  accomplishment  of 
this  sole  personal  object  pf  his  ambition  ever  relaxed 
a  single  instant.  To  whatever  little  glory  was  to  be 
won  by  the  attack  upon  Lepanto,  he  looked  forward 
as  his  only  reward  for  all  the  sacrifices  he  was  making. 
In  his  conversations  with  Count  Gamba  on  the  sub- 
ject«  ^  though  he  joked  a  good  deal,"  says  this  gentle- 
man, *<  about  his  post  of  *  Archistrategos, '  or  Com- 
mander in  Chief,  it  was  plain  that  the  romance  and 
the  peril  of  the  undertaking  were  great  allurements  to 
him."  When  we  combine,  indeed,  his  determination 
to  stand,  at  all  hazards,  by  the  cause,  with  tbe  very 
faint  hopes  his  sagacious  mind  would  let  him  indulge 
as  to  his  power  of  serving  it,  I  have  little  doubt  that 
the  **  soldier's  grave "  which,  in  his  own  beautiful 
verses,  he  marked  out  for  himself,  was  no  idle  dream 
of  poetry ;  but  that,  on  the  contrary,  his  **  wish  wras 
father  to  the  thought,"  and  that  to  an  honourable 
death,  in  some  such  achievement  as  that  of.  storming 
Lepanto,  he  tooked  forward,  not  only  as  the  sole 
means  of  redeeming  worthily  the  great  pledge  he  had 
now  given,  but  as  the  most  signal  and  kisting  service 
that  a  name  like  hi8,~echoed,  as  it  would  then  be, 
among  the  watch-words  of  Liberty,  from  age  to  age, 
-^-«ould  bequeath  to  her  cause. 

.In  the  miidst  of  these  cares  he  was  much  gratified 
by  the  receipt  of  a  letter  from  an  old  friend  of  his, 
Andrea  Londo,  whom  he  had  made  acquaintance  with 
in  his  early  travels  in  1809,and  who  was  at  that  period 
a  rich  proprietor,  under  the  Turks,  in  the  Morea.  * 

*  This  brave  Moriote,  when  Lord  Byron  fint  knew  him. 
was  particularly  boyish  in  bi»  aspect  and  maimcri,  bat  itiU 
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Thif  patriotic  Greek  waa  one  of  the  foremost  to  raise 
the  slaodard  of  the  Ckws,  and  at  the  present  moment 
stood  distinguished  among  the  supporters  of  the  Le- 
gidative  Bodjr  and  of  the  new  national  Government. 
The  following  is  a  translation  of  Liord  Byron's  answer 
to  his  letter. 


LETTER  DXLII. 

Te  LONOO. 
^DBAR  FRIEND, 

**  The  sight  of  your  handwriting  gave  me  the  great- 
est pleasure.  Greece  has  ever  been  for  me,  as  it 
roust  be  for  all  men  of  any  feeling  or  education,  the 
promised  land  of  Talour,  of  the  arts,  and  of  liberty ; 
nor  did  the  time  I  passed  in  my  youth  in  traTelHng 
aDMmg  her  ruins  at  all  chill  my  affection  for  the  birth- 
place of  heroes.  In  addition  to  this,  I  am  bound  to 
yourself  1^  ties  of  friendslup  and  gratitude  for  the 
hospitality  which  I  experienced  from  you  during  my 
stay  in  that  country,  of  which  you  are  now  become 
one  of  the  first  defenders  and  ornaments.  To  see 
myself  serving,  by  your  side  and  under  your  eyes,  in 
the  cause  of  Greece  will  be  to  me  one  of  the  happiest 
events  of  my  life.  In  the  mean  time,  with  the  hope 
of  our  again  meeting, 

**  I  am,  as  ever,  Sec." 

Among  the  less  serious  embarrassments  of  hts  po« 
sition  at  thb  period  may  be  mentioned  the  struggle 
mamtained  against  him  by  his  colleague,  Colonel 
Stanhope,— vrith  a  degree  of  consdentiout  perseve- 
rance which  even  while  thwarted  by  it,  he  could  not 
but  re8pect,--on  the  subject  of  a  FVee  Press,  ^hich 
it  was  one  of  the  ftivourite  objects  of  his  fellow-agent 
to  bring  instantly  into  operation  in  all  parts  of  Greece. 
On  this  important  point  their  opinions  difiered  consi- 
derably; and  the  following  report,  by  Colonel  Stan- 
hope, of  one  of  their  many  conversations  on  the  sub- 
ject, may  be  taken  as  a  fiikir  and  concise  statement  of 
their  req>ective  views. 

^  Lord  Byron  said  that  he  vras  an  ardent  friend  of 
publicity  and  the  press ;  but  that  he  feared  it  vras 
not  applicable  to  this  society  in  its  present  combus- 
tible state.  I  answered  that  I  thought  it  applicable 
to  aU  countries,  and  essential  here,  in  order  to  put 
an  end  to  the  state  of  anarchy  whieh  at  present  pre- 
vailed. Lord  B.  feared  libcJs  and  licentiousness.  I 
said  thai  the  ol^ect  of  a  free  press  vras  to  check  public 
lioentiousness,  and  to  expose  libellerB  to  odium.  Lord 
B.  had  mentioned  his  conversation  vrith  Mavrooor- 
dato*  to  show  that  the  Prince  vras  not  hostile  to  the 


cberidied,  mider  this  exterior,  a  mature  spirit  of  patriotism 
whieh  occssionally  broke  forth;  and  the  noble  poet  used  to 
relate  that,  one  day,  while  they  were  playiac  at  draochts 
together,  on  the  name  of  Riga  being  pronoanced,  Londo 
leaped  from  the  table,  and  dapping  violently  his  hands, 
began  staging  the  Ihmoas  song  of  that  iU-lkted  patriot : 
'*  Soot  of  the  Oreeks,  ariae ! 
The  flMloai  hoar  *•  gooe  forth.*' 

*  Loitl  Byron  had.  it  seems,  acknowledged,  on  the  pre- 
ceding evening,  his  having  remaited  to  Prince  Havro- 
oordato.  that « ifhe  wore  in  his  litaation,  he  would  Imve 


I  declared  that  I  knew  him  to  be  an  eneaqr 
to  the  press,  although  he  dared  not  openly  to  avow 
it  His  hNrdship  then  said  that  he  had  not  oiade  op 
his  mind  about  the  liberty  of  the  pre«  in  QfeeQe» 
but  that  he  thought  the  experiment  worth  tfyif^"  ^ 

That  between  tvro  men,  both  eager  in  the  servioa 
of  one  oonunon  cause,  there  should  arise  a  diiercnee 
of  opfflion  as  to  the  means  of  serving  it  is  but  a 
natural  result  of  the  varieties  of  huamn  judgment, 
and  detracts  nothing  from  the  seal  or  sincerity  of 
either.  But  by  those  who  do  not  suffer  themedvea 
to  be  carried  away  by  a  theoiy,  it  will  be  conceded, 
I  think,  that  the  scruples  professed  by  Lord  Byroa 
vrith  respect  to  the  expedienoe  or  safety  of-  intro- 
ducing what  is  called  a  Free  Press  into  aconntry  so 
little  advanced  m  civilisation  as  Greece  were  founded 
on  just  views  of  human  nature  and  practical  good 
sense.  To  endeavour  to  force  upon  a  stale  of  society, 
so  unprepared  for  them,  such  full-grown  institutioaB; 
to  think  of  engrafting,  at  once,  on  an  ignorant  people 
the  fruits  of  k>ng  knowledge  and  «iltivatioB«^-of 
importing  among  them,  ready  made,  those  advantages 
and  bles^gs  which  no  nation  ever  attained  but  by  its 
own  working  out,  nor  ever  was  fitted  to  enj(iy  but  by 
having  first  struggled  for  them,— to  harbour  even  a 
dream  of  the  success  of  such  an  experiment,  impiiea 
asanguinenessahnost  incredible,  and  such  as,  thougii, 
in  the  present  instance,  indulged  by  the  poGtieal 
economist  and  soldier,  vras,  as  we  have  seen,  beyond 
the  poet. 

llie  enthusiastic  and,  in  many  respeets,  wd 
founded  confidence  vrith  which  Cokmel  Staohope 
appealed  to  the  authority  of  Mr  Bentham  on  Moat  c£ ' 
the  points  at  issue  between  himself  and  Lord  Bjyna, 
vras,  from  that  natural  antipathy  which  exirta  betweon 
political  economists  and  poets,  but  little  iiympathaed 
in  by  the  ktter;— such  appeals  being  ahvays  siet  by 
him  with  those  sallies  of  ridicule,  whkh  be  fooDd  the 
best-humoured  vent  for  his  impatience  under  argu- 
ment, and  to  which,  notwithstanding  the  veaemUe 
name  and  services  of  Mr  Bentham  himsnlf,  the 
quackery  of  much  that  is  promulgated  by  his  fiofiow- 
ers  presented,  it  must  be  owned,  ample  scope.  Bo- 
mantic,  indeed,  as  was  Lord  Byron's  sacrifice  of 
himself  to  the  cause  of  Greece,  there  vias  in  the  views 
he  tookofthemeansofservmghernotatiBfeoftbe 
unsubstantial  or  specuhuive.  The  grand,  piactieal 
task  of  freeing  her  from  her  tyrants  vras  hb  first  and 
main  object.  Heknew  that  slavery  vras  the  great  bar 
to  Knowledge,  and  must  be  broken  through  bcfoie 
her  light  could  come;  that  the  woii  of  the  aweid 
roust  therefore  precede  that  of  tBe  pes,  and  can^N 
be  the  first  schools  of  Freedom. 

With  such  sound  and  manly  viewa  of  the  tnt 
exigencies  of  the  crisis,  it  is  not  wondetful  that  he 
shouU  view  with  impatience,  and  something,  perlmps, 
of  contempt,  aU  that  premature  appaimtns  of  pdat- 
ing-pressci,  pedagogues,  &c,  vrith  which  the  Phifcsl 
lenes  of  the  London  Committee  were,  in  their  nfs 
for  ^utilitarianism,'*  enciunhering  him.  Nor  wcse 
some  of  the  correspondents  of  this  body  much  man 
solid  in  their  specubUions  than  themsehrea;  one  in- 
placed  the  press  nnder  a  censor,*  to  which  the  Prince  had 
replied,*  No:  the  liberty  of  tbo  press  is  gnaraatesd  by  the 
Constitution.* 
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tdfigent  gCBlleoMiii  haTing  saggeMed,  ai  a  means  of 
eoafenring  ngnal  advantages  on  the  cause,  an  altera- 
tkm  of  the  Greek  alphabet. 

Thoiagfa  feeling,  as  strongly,  perhi^s,  as  Lord  By- 
ron, the  importance  of  the  great  object  of  their  mission, 
— that  of  rousing  and,  what  was  fiir  more  difficult, 
eombining  against  the  common  foe  the  energies  of 
the  country, — Colonel  Stakihope  was  also  one  of  those 
who  tiiougfat  that  the  lights  of  their  great  master, 
Bentham,  and  the  operations  of  a  press  unrestrictedly 
free,  were  no  less  essential  instruments  towards  the 
adTancement  of  the  struggle;  and  in  this  opinion,  as 
we  have  seen,  the  poet  and  man  of  literature  diffiovd 
firom  the  soldier.  But  it  was  such  a  difference  as, 
between  men  of  frank  and  finir  minds,  may  arise  with- 
out  either  reproach  to  themselTes,  or  danger  to  their 
cause^— A  strife  of  opinion  which^  though  maintained 
with  heat,  misy  be  remembered  without  bitterness, 
and  which,  in  the  present  instance,  neither  prevented 
ByroD,  at  the  ck)se  of  one  of  their  warmest  alterca- 
thxis,  from  exclaiming  generously  to  his  opponent, 
"  Give  me  that  honest  right  hand,"  nor  withheld  the 
other  from  pouring  forth,  at  the  grave  of  his  colleague, 
a  stram  of  euk)gy  '•'  not  the  less  cordial  for  being 
discriminatingly  shaded  with  censure^  nor  less  ho- 
nourable to  the  illustrious  dead  for  being  the  tribute 
of  ooe  who  had  once  manfully  differed  with  him. 

Towards  the  middle  of  February,  the  indefatigable 
actiTAty  of  Mr  Parry  having  brought  the  artillery 
brigade  into  such  a  state  of  forwardness  as  to  be 
sJmoet  ready  for  service,  an  mspection  of  the  Suliote 
corps  took  place,  preparatory  to  the  expedition ;  and 
afier  much  of  the  usual  deception  and  unmanage- 
aUeness  on  their  part,  every  obstacle  appeared  to  be 
at  length  surmounted.  It  was  agreed  that  they  should 
receive  a  month's  pay  in  advance;— Count  Gamba, 
with  dOO  of  their  oorps,  as  a  vanguard,  was  to  march 
next  day  and  take  up  a  position  under  Lepanto,  and 
Lord  Byron  vrith  the  main  body  and  the  artilleiy  was 
speedily  to  follow. 

New  difficulties^  however,  were  soon  started  by 
these  untraclable  mercenaries;  and  under  the  insti- 
gation,  as  was  discovered  afterwards,  of  the  great 
rival  of  Mavrocordato^  Coloootroni,  who  had  sent 
emissaries  into  Missolonghi  for  the  purpose  of  seduc- 
ing them,  they  now  put  forward  their  exactions  in  a 
new  shape  by  requiring  of  the  Government  to  ap- 
point, out  of  their  number,  two  generals,  two  colonels, 
two  captains,  and  inferior  officers  in  the  same  pro- 
portion : — ^  in  short,"  says  Count  Gamba,  **  that,  out 
ef  three  or  four  hundred  actual  Suliotes,  there  should 
be  abo«U  one  hundred  and  fifty  above  the  rank  of 
comnion  soldien."  The  audacious  dishonesty  of  this 
demaiid,-'beyond  what  he  could  have  expected  even 
from  Greeks, — ^roused  all  Lord  Byron's  rage,  and  he 
at  once  signified  to  the  whole  body,  through  Count 
Gamba,  that  all  negotiation  between  them  and  him- 
self was  at  an  end ;  that  he  could  no  longer  have  any 
oonftdence  in  persons  so  little  true  to  their  engage- 
ments; and  that  though  the  relief  which  he  had 
afibided  to  their  families  shodd  still  be  continued, 
all  his  agreements  vrith  them,  as  a  body,  must  be 
thenceforward  void. 

It  was  on  the  14th  of  February  that  this  rupture 

•  Sketrb  ofLord  By  ron.— See  Colonel  Stanhope's  «  Greece 
ia  JttSk  vm»  &c." 


with  the  Suliotes  took  place;  and  though,  on  thefol- 
k>wing  day>  in  consequence  of  the  full  submission  of 
their  Chie&,  they  were  again  received  into  his  lord- 
ship's service  on  his  own  terms,  the  whole  afiair, 
combined  with  the  various  other  difficulties  that  now 
beset  him,  agitated  his  mind  considerably*  He  saw 
with  pain  that  he  should.but  place  in  peril  both  the 
cause  of  Greece  and  his  own  character,  by  at  all  re- 
lying, in  such  an  enterprise,  upon  troops  whom  any 
intriguer  could  thus  seduce  from  their  duty ;  and  that, 
till  some  mora  regular  force  could  be  organized,  the 
expedition  against  Lepanto  must  be  suspended. 

While  these  vexatious  events  were  occurring,  the 
mterruption  of  his  accustomed  exercise  by  the  rains 
but  increased  the  irritability  that  such  delays  were 
calculated  to  excite;  and  the  whole  together,  no 
doubt,  concurred  with  whatever  predisposing  ten- 
dencies were  already  in  his  constitution,  to  bring  on 
that  convulsive  fit,— the  forerunner  of  his  death,—* 
which,  on  the  evening  of  the  16th  of  February,  seized 
him.  He  was  sitting,  at  about  eight  o'cbck,  with 
only  Mr.  Parry  and  Mr.  Hesketb,  in  the  apartment  of 
Colonel  Stanhope, — talking  jestingly  upon  one  of  his 
favourite  topics^  the  differences  between  himself  and 
this  latter  gentleman^  and  saying  that  ^  he  believed, 
after  aD,  the  author's  brigade  would  be  ready  before 
the  soldier's  printing-press."  There  was  an  unusual 
flush  in  his  face,  and  from  the  rapid  changes  of  his 
countenance  it  was  manifest  that  he  was  sufiering 
under  some  nervous  agitation.  He  then  complained 
of  being  thursty,  and,  calling  for  some  cider,  drank  of 
it ;  upon  which,  a  still  greater  change  being  observable 
over  his  features,  he  rose  from  liis  seat,  but  was  un- 
able to  walk,  and,  after  staggering  forward  a  step  or 
two,  fell  into  Mr.  Parry's  arms.  In  another  minute, 
his  teeth  were  closed,  hii  speech  and  senses  gone, 
and  he  vras  in  strong  convulsions.  So  violent,  indeed, 
were  his  struggles,  that  it  required  all  the  strength 
both  of  Mr.  Pan7  and  his  servant  Tila  to  hold  him 
during  the  fit.  His  fioce,  too,  was  much  distorted, 
and,  as  he  told  Count  Gamba  afterwards,  *'so  intense 
were  his  sufferings  during  the  convulsion,  that,  had 
it  lasted  but  a  minute  longer,  he  believed  he  must  have 
died."  The  fit  was,  however,  as  short  as  it  was 
violent ;  in  a  few  minutes  his  speech  and  senses  re- 
turned ;  his  features^  though  stfll  pale  and  haggard, 
resumed  their  natural  shape,  and  uo  effect  remained 
from  the  attack  but  excessive  weakness.  ^  As  soon 
as  he  could  speak,"  says  Count  Gamba,  **  he  showed 
himself  perfectly  free  fipm  all  alarm;  but  he  very 
coolly  asked  whether  his  attack  was  likely  to  prove 
fatal.  '  Let  me  know,'  he  said :  *  do  not  think  I  am 
afraid  to  die — I  am  not.'" 

This  painful  event  had  not  occurred  more  than  half 
an  hour,  when  a  report  was  brought  that  the  Suliotes 
were  up  in  arms,  and  about  to  attack  the  seragh'o, 
for  the  purpose  of  seising  the  magazines.  Instandy 
Lord  Byron's  friends  ran  to  the  arsenal ;  the  artillery- 
men were  ordered  under  arms ;  the  sentinels  doubled, 
and  the  cannon  k>aded  and  pointed  on  the  approaches 
to  the  gates.  Though  the  ahurm  proved  to  be  false, 
the  veiy  likelihood  of  such  an  attack  shows  sufficiently 
how  precarious  vras  the  state  of  Missokmghi  at  this 
moment,  and  in  what  a  scene  of  peril,  conftision,  and 
uncomfort,  the  now  nearly  numbered  days  of  England's 
poet  were  to  dose. 
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On  (he  foDowiog  morning  be  was  foand  to  be  better, 
but  still  pale  and  weak,  and  complained  much  of  a 
sensation  of  weight  in  his  head.  The  doctors,  there- 
fore, thought  it  right  to  apply  leeches  to  his  temples ; 
but  found  it  difficult,  on  their  remoral,  to  stop  the 
blood,  which  continu^  to  flow  so  copiously,  that  from 
exhaustion  he  fainted.  It  must  hare  been  on  this 
day  that  the  scene  thus  described  by  Colonel  Stan- 
hope occurred : — 

**  Soon  after  his  dreadful  paroxysm,  when,  faint 
with  over-bleeding,  he  was  lying  on  his  sick  bed,  with 
his  whole  nervous  system  completely  shaken,  the  mu- 
tinous Suliotcs,  covered  with  dirt  and  splendid  attires, 
broke  into  his  apartment,  brandishing  their  costly 
arms,  and  loudly  demanding  their  wjjd  rights.  Lord 
Byron,  electrified  by  this  unexpected  act,  seemed  to 
recover  from  his  sickness;  and  the  more  theSuUotes 
raged  the  more  his  cahn  couFsge  triumphed.  The 
scene  was  truly  sublime.*' 

Another  eye-witness.  Count  Gamba,  bears  similar 
testimony  to  the  presence  of  mind  with  which  he 
fronted  this  and  all  other  such  dangers.  **It  is  im- 
possible,*' says  this  gentleman,  **  to  do  Justice  to  Ae 
coolness  and  magnanimity  which  he  displayed  upon 
every  trying  occasion.  Upon  trifling  occasions  he 
was  certainly  irritable;  but  the  aspect  of  danger 
oahned  him  in  an  instant,  and  restored  to  him  the  free 
exercise  of  all  the  powers  of  his  noble  nature.  A 
more  undaunted  man  in  the  hour  of  peril  never 
breathed." 

The  letters  written  by  him  during  the  few  fbllovring 
weeks  form,  as  usual,  the  best  record  of  his  pro- 
ceedings, and  besides  the  sad  interest  they  possess  as 
being  among  the  latest  from  his  hand,  are  also  pre- 
cious, as  affording  proof  that  neither  illness  nor  disap- 
pointment, neither  a  worn-out  frame  nor  even  a  hope- 
less spirit,  could  lead  him  for  a  moment  to  think  of 
abandoning  the  great  cause  he  had  espoused ;  while 
to  the  hist,  too,  he  preserved  unbroken  the  cheerful 
spring  of  his  mind,  his  manly  endurance  of  all  ilk  that 
aJFected  but  himself,  and  his  ever-wakeful  considenir 
tion  for  the  wants  of  others. 


LETTER  DXLItt 

TO  MR  BARFP. 

«Feb<^Mry21. 

**  I  am  agood  deal  better,  though  of  course  weakly; 
the  leeches  took  too  much  bk>od  from  my  temples  the 
day  after,  and  there  was  some  difficulty  in  stopping 
it,  but  I  have  smce  been  up  daily,  and  out  in  boats 
or  on  horseback.  To  day  I  have  taken  a  warm  bath, 
and  live  as  temperately  as  can  well  be,  vrithout  any 
liquid  but  water,  and  without  animal  food. 

'  Besides  the  four  Turks  sent  to  Patras,  I  have 
obtained  the  release  of  four-and-twenty  women  and 
chfldren,  and  sent  them  at  my  own  expense  to  Prevesa, 
that  the  English  Consul-General  may  consign  them 
to  their  relations.  I  did  this  kj  their  own  desire. 
Matters  here  are  a  little  embroiled  vrith  the  Suliotes 
and  foreigners,  &c,  but  I  still  hope  better  things, 
and  wiUstand  by  the  caose  askmg  as  my  health  uod 
circumstances  will  permit  me  to  be  supposed  useful. « 


Goveraomt  hero  for 


«  In  a  letter  to  the  1 


t  ffentlemtn.  dsted  January  37, 


**I  am  obliged  to  support  the 
the  present" 


The  prisoners  mentioned  in  this  letter  as  having 
been  released  by  him  and  sent  to  Prevesa  had  been 
held  in  captivity  at  Missolonghi  since  the  beginning  of 
the  Revolution.  The  foUovring  was  the  letter  which 
he  forwarded  vrith  them  totheEngUih  Coaaul  al 
Prevesa:—^ 


LETTER  DXUV. 


TO  MB  MAYER. 


'sn. 


^Coming  to  Greece,  one  of  my  principal  objects 
was  to  alleviate  as  much  as  possible  the  miseries  inci- 
dent to  a^warfare  so  cruel  as  the  present  When 
the  dictates  of  humanity  are  in  question,  I  know  no 
diffifrence  between  Turks  and  Greeks.  It  is  eooogfa 
that  those  who  want  assistance  are  men,  in  order  to 
claim  thepi^  and  protection  of  the  meanest  pretender 
to  humane  feelings.  I  have  found  here  twenty-four 
Turks,  including  women  and  children,  who  have 
k>ng  pined  in  distress,  for  from  the  means  of  soppoit 
and  the  consolations  of  their  home.  The  GoYen- 
ment  has  consigned  them  to  me  :  I  transmit  them  to 
Prevesa,  whither  they  desire  to  be  sent.  I  hope  yoo 
will  not  object  to  take  care  that  they  may  be  restored 
to  a  place  of  safety,  and  that  the  Goveraor  of  your 
town  may  accept  of  my  present  Ute  best  recom- 
pense I  can  hope  for  wouM  be  to  find  that  I  had 
inspired  the  Ottoman  commanders  with  the  same 
sentiments  towards  those  unhappy  Greeks  who  any 
hereafter  fall  into  their  hands. 

**l  beg  you  to  believe  me,  Sec" 


LETTER  DXLV. 

TO  THE  HONOiniABLB  DOUGLAS  KDCNAIRD. 

«  maiolongU.  Febmarr  91st,  ISM. 

**  I  have  received  yours  of  the  9d  of  November.  It 
is  essential  that  the  money  should  be  paid,  as  I  baTe 
drawn  for  it  all,  and  more  too,  to  help  the  Greeks. 
Parry  is  here,  and  he  and  I  agree  rery  weD;  and  aH 
is  going  on  hopefuDy  for  the  present,  oooaideriBg  cir- 
cumstances. 

^  We  shall  hare  work  this  year,  for  the  Turks  are 
coming  down  in  force;  and,  as  for  me,  I  must  scaad 
by  the  cause.  1  shall  shortly  march  (acoordinf  to 
orders)  against  Lepanto,  vrith  two  thousand  men.  I 
have  been  here  some  time,  after  some  narrow  escapes 
from  the  Turks,  and  also  from  bemg  shipwrecked. 
We  were  twice  upon  the  rodn,  but  this  you  w3l  have 
heard,  truly  or  fajsely,  through  other  channds,  and  I 
do  not  wish  to  bore  you  vrith  a  kmg  stoiy. 

"So  far  I  have  succeeded  in  supporting  the  GoiOB" 
ment  of  Western  Greece,  which  would  othermse 
have  been  dissolred.  If  yon  have  received  the  elfltuu 
thousand  and  odd  pounds,  these,  with  what  I  haYe  m 
hand,  and  my  income  for  the  current  year,  to  waj 

he  had  already  isid,  *  I  hope  that  ttainKS  here  will  go  m 
well  Mme  time  or  other.  I  will  stick  bj  tte  canse  as  loaf 
SB  a  caate  exists— flrat  or  second.* 
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DoduDg  of  cootiiigeiicies,  will,  or  might,  enable  me  to 
keep  the  'noews  of  war'  properlj  strung.  If  the 
deputies  be  honest  fellows,  and  obtain  the  loan,  they 
will  repay  the  /4000  as  agreed  upon ;  and  eTen  then 
I  shall  save  little,  or  indeed  less  than  little,  since  I  am 
maintaining  neariy  the  whole  machine — ^in  this  place, 
at  least — at  my  own  cost  But  let  the  Greeks  only 
succeed,  and  I  don't  care  for  myself. 

**  I  hare  been  reiy  seriously  unwell,  but  am  getting 
better,  and  can  ride  about  again;  so  pray  quiet  our 
friends  on  that  score. 

**  It  is  not  true  that  I  ever  dtdy  will,  would,  could 
or  shotdd  write  a  satire  against  Gifibrd,  or  a  hair  of 
his  head.  1  always  considered  him  as  my  literary 
fiiither,  and  myself  as  his  *  prodigal  son ; '  and  if  I  have 
allowed  his  '&tted  calf'  to  grow  to  an  ox  before  he 
kills  it  on  my  return,  it  is  only  because  I  prefer  beef  to 
Teal. 

"Yours,  fee." 


LETTERDXLVI. 

TO  MR  BARFP. 

*  February  S3d. 

**  My  health  seems  improving,  especially  from  riding 
and  the  warm  bath.  Six  Englishmen  will  be  soon  in 
quarantine  at  Zante;  they  are  artificers,*  and  have 
bad  enough  of  Greece  in  fourteen  days.  If  you  could 
reoomtnend  them  to  a  passage  home,  1  would  thank 
yoa ;  they  are  good  men  enough,  but  do  not  quite  un> 
derrtand  the  little  discrepancies  in  these  countries, 
and  are  not  used  to  see  shooting  and  slashing  in  a 
domestic  quiet  way,  or  (as  it  forms  here)  a  part  of 
housekeeping. 

**  If  they  should  want  any  thing  during  their  qua- 
rantine, you  can  advance  them  not  more  than  a  dollar 
a  day  (amongst  them)  for  that  period,  to  purchase 
them  aome  little  extras  as  comforts  (as  they  are  quite 
out  of  their  element).  I  cannot  afibrd  them  more  at 
present." 

The  following  letter  to  Mr  Murray, — ^which  it  is 
most  gratifying  to  have  to  produce,  as  the  last  com- 
pleting link  of  a  k>og  friendship  and  correspondence 
which  had  been  but  for  a  short  time,  and  through  the 
Cault  only  of  others,  interrupted,— contains  such  a 
summary  of  the  chief  events  now  passing  round  Lord 
Byron,  as,  with  the  assistance  of  a  few  notes,  will 
render  any  more  detailed  narrative  unnecessary. 


LETTER  DXLVIL 

TO  MR  HURRAY. 

'  Bliwolonghi,  Febmary  S5th,  ISM. 
**  I  haTe  heard  from  Mr  Douglas  Kinnaird  that  you 
slate  '  a  report  of  a  satire  on  Mr  Gifibrd  having 
arriYed from  Italy,  taidiohe  written  by  m« I  but  that 
you  do  not  believe  it.'  I  dare  say  you  do  not,  nor  any 
body  else,  1  slwuld  think.  Whoever  asserts  that  I 
flim  the  author  or  abettor  of  any  thing  of  the  kind  on 

•  The  woitmen  who  came  ont  with  Parry,  and  who, 
alarmed  by  the  scene  orconfaaion  and  dauxer  they  foand 
■t  Misflo]oii«hi,  had  resolved  to  return  home. 


OiSbrd  lies  in  his  throat.  K  any  such  composition 
exists,  it  is  none  of  mine.  You  know  as  well  as  any 
body  upon  whom  I  liave  or  have  not  written ;  and  you 
also  know  whether  they  do  or  did  not  deserve  that 
same.    And  so  much  for  such  matters. 

**  You  will  perhaps  be  anxious  (o  hear  some  news 
from  this  part  of  Greece  (which  is  the  most  liable  to 
invasion) ;  but  you  will  hear  enough  through  public 
and  private  channels.  I  will,  however,  give  you  the 
events  of  a' week,  mmgling  my  own  private  peculiar 
with  the  public,  for  we  are  here  a  little  jumbled 
together  at  present 

**  On  Sunday  (the  15th,  I  beUeve),  I  had  a  strong 
and  sudden  convulsive  attack,  Which  left  me  speech- 
less, though  not  motionless — ^for  some  strong  men 
could  not  hold  me;  but  whether  it  was  epilepsy,  cata- 
lepsy, cachexy,  or  apoplexy,  or  what  other  exy  or 
epoy,  the  doctors  have  not  decided ;  or  whether  it  was 
spasmodic  or  nervous,  &c;  but  it  was  very  un- 
pleasant, and  nearly  carried  me  off,  and  all  that.  On 
Monday,  they  put  leeches  to  my  temples,  no  difficult 
matter,  but  the  blood  could  not  be  stopped  till  eleven 
at  night  (they  had  gone  too  near  the  temporal  artery 
for  my  temporal  safety),  and  neither  styptic  nor  caustic 
would  cauterize  the  orifice  till  after  a  hundred  at- 
tempts. 

**  On  Tuesday,  a  Turkish  brig  of  war  ran  on  shore. 
On  Wednesday,  great  preparations  being  made  to 
attack  her,  though  protected  by  her  consorts,*  the 
Turks  burned  her  and  retired  to  Patras.  On  Thurs- 
day a  quarrel  ensued  between  the  Suliotes  and  the 
Frank  guard  at  the  arsenal :  a  Swedish'  oflicer  f  was 
killed,  and  a  SuCote  severely  wounded,  and  a  general 
fight  expected,  and  with  some  difficulty  prevented. 
On  Friday,  the  officer  was  buried;  and  Captain 
Parry's  English  artificers  mutinied,  under  pretence 
that  their  lives  are  in  danger,  and  are  for  quitting  the 
country : — they  may.^ 

^  On  Saturday  we  had  the  smarlnt  shock  of  an 
earthquake  which  I  remember  (and  I  have  felt  thirty, 
slight  or  smart,  at  different  periods;  they  are  common 
in  the  Mediterranean),  and  the  whole  army  discharged 
their  arms,  upon  the  same  principle  that  savages  beat 
drums,  or  howl,  during  an  eclipse  of  the  moon :— it 

*  'Early  in  the  mominir  we  prepared  for  onr  attack  on 
the  brif .  Lord  Byron,  not  withstanding  hii  weakness,  and 
an  inflammation  tliat  threatened  hii  eyes,  was  must  anxioai 
to  be  of  onr  party ;  bnt  the  physician  would  not  luflTer  liim 
to  go.*— Count  Gamsa's  NarroHve. 

His  lordsliip  had  promised  a  reward  for  every  Tuk  taken 
alive  in  the  proposed  attack  on  thb  vessel. 

t  Captain  Snsse,  an  ofBcer  esteemed  as  one  of  the  best 
and  bravest  of  the  foreigners  in  the  Greek  service.  *  This.* 
sars  Colonel  Stanhope,  in  a  letter,  February  18tb,  to  the 
cAbmittee,  *  is  a  serious  affliir.  The  Soliotes  luive  no 
country,  no  home  for  their  families ;  arrears  of  pay  are 
owing  to  them ;  the  people  of  Hissolonghi  bate  and  pay 
them  exorbitantly.  Lord  Byron,  who  was  to  bare  led  them 
to  Lepanto,  is  much  shaken  by  his  flt,  and  will  probably  be 
obliged  to  retire  ft-om  Greece.  In  short,  all  our  hopes  in 
this  quarter  are  damped  for  the  present.  I  am  not  a  little 
fearfbl,  too.  that  these  wild  warriors  will  not  forget  the 
blood  that  has  been  spilt.  I  this  morning  told  Prince  Ma- 
vrocordato  and  Lord  Byron  that  they  must  come  to  some 
resolution  about  compelling  the  Suliotes  to  quit  the  place.* 

t  This  was  a  fresh,  and,  as  may  be  conceived,  serious 
disappointment  to  Lord  Byron.  "The  departure  of  these 
men,*  says  Count  Gamba,  •  made  us  fear  that  our  labora- 
tory  would  come  to  nothing;  for,  if  we  tried  to  supply  (be 
place  of  the  artificers  with  native  Greeks,  we  should  make 
but  little  progress.* 
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was  a  rare  scene  altogether— if  you  had  but  seen  the 
English  Johnnies,  who  had  De?er  been  out  of  a  oock- 
ney  workshop  before! — or  will  again,  if  they  can  help 
it — and  on  Sunday,  we  heard  that  the  Vizier  is  come 
down  to  Larissa,  with  one  hundred  and  odd  thousand 
men. 

"  In  coming  here,  t  had  two  escapes,  one  from  the 
Turks  {one  of  my  Tcssels  was  taken,  but  afterwards 
released),  and  the  other  from  shipwreck.  We  drove 
twice  on  the  rocks  near  the  Scrophes  (islands  near  the 
coast). 

**  I  hare  obtained  from  the  Greeks  the  release  of 
eight4nd4wenty  Turkish  prisonera,  men,  women,  and 
children,  and  sent  them  to  Patras  and  Preresa  at  my 
owu  charges.  One  little  girl  of  nine  years  old,  who 
prefers  remaining  with  me,  I  shall  (if  I  live)  send, 
with  her  mother,  probably,  to  Italy,  or  to  England. 
Her  name  is  Hato,  or  Hatag^e.  She  is  a  very  pretty 
lively  chil<).  All  her  brothers  were  killed  by  the 
Greeks,  and  she  herself  and  her  mother  merely  spared 
by  special  favour  and  owing  to  her  extreme  youth, 
she  being  then  but  five  or  six  years  old. 

**  My  health  is  now  better,  and  I  ride  about  again. 
My  ofRce  here  is  no  sinecure,  so  many  parties  and 
difficulties  of  every  kind;  but  I  will  do  what  I  can. 
Prince  Muvrocordato  is  an  excellent  person,  and  does 
aD  in  his  power,  but  his  situation  is  perplexmg  in  the 
extreme.  StiQ  we  have  great  hopes  of  the  success 
of  the  contest.  You  will  hear,  however,  more  of 
public  news  from  plenty  of  quarters,  for  1  have  little 
time  to  write. 

**  Believe  roe  yours,  &c.  &c. 

«N.  Bn." 

The  fierce  lawlessness  of  the  Suliotes  had  now  risen 
to  such  a  height  that  it  became  necessary  for  the 
safety  of  the  European  population  to  get  rid  of  them 
altogether;  and  by  some  sacrifices  on  the  part  of 
Lord  Byron,  this  object  was  at  length  effected.  The 
advance  of  a  month's  pay  by  him,  and  the  discharge 
of  their  arrears  by  the  Government,  (the  latter,  too, 
with  money  lent  for  that  purpose  by  the  same  univer- 
sal paymaster,)  at  length  induced  these  rude  warriors 
to  depart  from  the  town,  and  with  them  vanished  all 
hopes  of  the  expedition  against  Lepanto. 


LETTER  DXLVIII. 

TO  MR  MOORE. 

«  HlMOlonghl,  WMtern  Oreece,  Bfarch  4tb,  18M. 
^MY  DEAR  MOORE,  ^ 

^Your  reproach  is  unfounded — ^I  have  received 
two  letters  from  you,  and  answered  both  previous  to 
leaving  Cephak>nia.  I  have  not  been  'quiet'  in  an 
Ionian  island,  but  much  occupied  with  business, — as 
the  Greek  deputies  (if  arrived)  can  teU  you.  Neither 
have  I  continued  'Don  Juan,'  nor  any  other  poem: 
You  go,  as  usual,  I  presume,  by  some  newspaper  re- 
port or  other.  * 

*  Froceedinf ,  at  be  here  rightly  topposei,  opon  news- 
paper sathority.  I  had  in  my  letter  mtde  some  allusion  to 
hi*  impated  occapations  which,  In  hit  present  aensitireneM 
tm  the  anhiect  of  anthorahip,  did  not  at  all  please  him.  To 
this  circumstance  Count  Oamha  alludes  in  a  passage  of  his 


**  When  the  proper  moment  to  be  of  aone  use  ar- 
rived, I  came  here;  and  am  told  that  ray  arrival  (with 
some  other  circumstances)  has  been  of,  at  least, 
tempoFEury  advantage  to  the  cause.  I  had  a  narrow 
escape  from  the  Turks,  and  another  from  shipwreck 
on  my  passage.  On  the  15th  (or  I6th)  of  February  f 
had  an  attack  of  apoplexy,  or  epilepsy,— the  physi- 
cians have  not  exactly  decided  which,  but  the  alter- 
native is  agreeable.  My  constitution,  therefore,  re- 
mains between  the  two  opinions,  like  BAahomet  a 
sarcophagus  between  the  magnets.  All  that  I  can 
say  is,  that  they  nearly  bled  me  to  death,  by  placing 
the  leeches  too  near  the  temporal  artery,  so  that  the 
blood  could  with  difficulty  be  stopped,  even  with 
caustic.  I  am  supposed  to  be  getting  better,  slowly » 
however.  But  my  homilies  will,  I  j>reSume,  for  the 
future,  be  like  the  Archbishop  of  Granada's— in  this 
case, '  I  order  you  a  hundred  ducats  from  my  treasurer^ 
and  wish  you  a  little  more  taste.' 

*'  For  public  matters  I  refer  you  to  CoL  Stanhope's 
and  Capt.  Parry's  reports, — and  to  all  other  reports 
whatsoever.  There  is  plenty  to  do— vrar  without, 
and  tumult  within — ^they  *  kill  a  man  a  week;'  like  Bob 
Acres  in  the  country.  Psrry's  artificers  have  gone 
away  in  alarm,  on  account  of  a  dispute  Sn  which  some 
of  the  natives  and  foreigners  were  engaged,  and  a 
Swede  was  killed,  and  a  Suliote  wounded.  In  the 
middle  of  their  fright  there  was  a  strong  shtxk  of  an 
earthquake;  so,  between  that  aiRl  the  sword,  they 
boomed  off  in  a  hurry,  in  despite  of  all  dissnasions  to 
the  contrary.  ATurkish  brig  ran  ashore,  &c.  &c.  &c.-} 

**  You,  I  presume,  are  either  publishing  or  medi- 
tating that  same.  Let  me  hear  from  and  of  you,  aod 
believe  me,  in  all  events, 

**  Ever  and  affectionately  yours, 

^P.S.  Ten  Mr  Murray  that  I  wrote  to  him  the 
other  day,  and  hope  that  he  has  received,  or  wiH  re> 
ceive,  the  letter  " 


Narrative,  where,  after  mentioning  a  resMrk  of  Byroad 
that «  Poetry  should  only  occupy  the  idle,  and  ttat  in  aora 
serious  sflkirs  It  would  be  ridlcutoas.  *  he  adds—**  *  *,  at 
this  time  writing  to  him.  said  that  he  had  heard  that '  in- 
stead of  pursuing  heroic  and  warlike  adveatnm,  he  was 
residing  in  a  delightful  vUla  coaiinuing  Don  Jnaa.'  This 
olTended  him  for  the  moment,  and  he  was  aorrr  that  sack  a 
mistaken  judgment  had  been  formed  of  him.* 

It  is  amusing  to  observe  that.  whOe  thus  aaiSoos,  and 
from  a  highly  noble  motive,  to  throw  his  anthonfaip  into  the 
Shade  while  engaged  in  so  madi  more  serious  ponmits,  il 
was  yet  an  author's  mode  of  revenge  that  always  ou.uiied 
to  him,  when  under  the  influence  of  any  of  these  pandsg 
resentments.  Thus,  when  a  little  angry  with  Cohmcl  Stan- 
hope one  day,  be  exclaimed  *  I  %rill  libel  yoa  in  yoor  own 
Chronicle ;  *  and  in  this  brief  burst  of  humour  1  was  aqrsdf 
the  means  of  provoking  in  Idm,  I  have  been  toM,  oa  the 
authority  of  Count  Oamha,  that  he  swore  to  *  write  a  m- 
tire  "  upon  me. 

Though  the  above  letter  shows  bow  monentary  was  aar 
little  spleen  he  may  have  felt,  there  not  nafh^oeally,  I 
owo,  conies  over  me  a  short  pang  of  regret  to  think  that  a 
feeling  of  diipleasure,  however  slight,  shoaht  Imve  hsca 
SBMmg  the  latest  I  awakened  in  him. 

t  What  I  have  omitted  here  is  but  a  repetltIbB  ef  the 
various  particuhurs ,  respecting  all  that  had  happeaed  siaoe 
his  arrival,  which  have  already  been  given  ia  the  lettos  to 
his  other  correspondents. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LETTER  DXLIX. 


TO  DR  KENNBDY. 


•MisMlongfai,  March  4,  18M. 
''my  dear  doctor, 
''I  hare  to  thank  jou  for  your  two  very  kind  let- 
ters, both  received  at  the  same  time,  and  one  long 
after  its  date.  X  am  not  unaware  of  the  precarious 
state  of  my  health,  por  am,  nor  have  been,  deceived 
on  that  subject.  But  it  is  proper  that  I  should  remain 
ia  Greece ;  and  it  were  better  to  die  doing  something 
than  nothing.  My  presence  here  has  been  supposed 
so  far  useful  as  to  have  prevented  confusion  from  be- 
eoming  worse  confounded,  at  least  for  the  present. 
Should  1  become,  or  be  deemed  useless  or  supei^ 
fluous,  I  am  ready  to  retire ;  but  in  the  interim  I  am 
not  to  consider  personal  consequences;  the  rest  is  in 
the  hands  of  Providence, — as  indeed  are  aO  things. 
I  shall,  however,  observe  your  instructions,  and 
indeed  did  so,  as  far  as  regards  abstinence,  for  some 


**  Besides  the  tracts.  Sec.  which  you  have  sent  for 
distribution,  oae  of  the  English  artificers  (hight  Brown- 
bill,  a  tinman)  left  to  ray  charge  a  number  of  Greek 
Testaments,  which  I  will  endeavour  to  distribute 
properly.  The  Greeks  complain  that  the  translation 
is  not  correct,  nor  in  good  Romaic :  fiambas  can 
decide  on  that  point.  I  am  trying  to  reconcile  the 
clergy  to  the  distribution,  which  (without  due  regard 
lo  their  hierarchy)  they  might  contrive  to  impede  or 
neutralize  in  the  effect,  from  their  power  over  their 
people.  Mi  Brownbill  has  gone  to  the  Islands,, 
having  some  apprehension  for  his  life  (not  from  the 
priests,  however),  and  apparently  preferring  rather 
to  be  a  saint  than  a  martyr^  although  his  apprehen- 
sions of  becoming  the  latter  were  probably  unfounded.. 
All  the  English  artificers  accompanied  Iiim,  thinking 
themselves  in  danger,  on  account  of  some  troubles 
here,  which  have  apparently  subsided. 

"  I  have  been  interrupted  by  a  visit  from  Prince 
Ifavrocordato  and  others  smce  I  began  this  letter, 
and  must  close  it  hastily,  for  the  boat  is  announced 
as  ready  to  saQ.  ¥our  future  convert,  Hato,  or 
Hatag^,  appears  to  me  lively,  and  intelligent,  and 
promiaiog,  and  possesaw  an  interesting  countenance. 
With  regard  to  her  disposition,  I  can  say  little,  but 
Millingen,  who  has  the  mother  (who  is  a  middle-aged 
woman  of  good  character)  in  his  house  as  a  domestic 
(although  their  fiamily  was  in  good  worldly  circum- 
stances previous  to  the  Revolution),  speaks  well  of 
both,  and  he  is  to  be  rehed  on.  As  far  as  I  know, 
I  have  only  seen  the  child  a  few  times  with  her  mo- 
ther, and  what  I  have  seen  is  favourable,  or  I  should 
not  take  so  much  interest  in  her  behalf.  If  she  turns 
out  well,  my  idea  would  be  to  send  her  to  my  daughter 
in  England  (if  not  to  respectable  persons  in  Italy), 
and  so  to  provide  for  her  as  to  enable  her  to  live  with 
reputation  either  singly  or  in  marriage,  if  she  arrive 
at  maturity.  I  will  makQ  proper  arrangements  about 
her  expenses  through  Messrs  Barff  and  Hancock, 
and  the  rest  I  leave  to  your  discretion  and  to  Mry 
K:.'s,  with  a  great  sense  of  obligation  for  your 
kindness  in  undertaking  her  temporary  superintend- 


^  Of  public  matters  here,  I  have  little  to  add  to 
what  you  nf  ill  already  have  heard.  We  are  going  on 
as  well  as  we  can,  and  with  the  hope  and  the  endea- 
vour to  do  better.    BeUeve  me, 

''Ever  and  truly,  Sec.** 


LETTER  DL. 

TO  MR  BARFP. 

"March  5th,  lOf. 
'^If  Sisseni^  is  sincere,  he  will  be  treated  with, 
and  well  treated;  if  he  is  not,  the  sin  and  the  shame 
may  lie  at  his  own  door.  One  great  object  is  to  heal 
those  internal  dissensions  for  the  future,  without 
exacting  too  rigorous  an  account  of  the  past.  Prince 
Mavrocordato  is  of  the  same  opinion,  and  whoever  is 
disposed  to  act  fairly  will  be  fiatrly  dealt  with.  I  have 
heard  a  good  deed  of  Sisseni,  but  not  a  daal  of  good; 
however,  I  never  judge  from  report,  particuhirly  in 
a  Revolution.  Personally y  1  am  rather  obliged  to 
him,  for  he  has  been  very  hospitable  to  all  friends  of 
mine  who  have  passed  through  his  district.  Vou 
may  therefore  assure  him  that  any  overture  for  the 
advantage  of  Greece  and  its  internal  pacification  wilL 
be  readily  and  sincerely  met  here-,  1  hardly  think 
that  he  would  have  ventured  a  deceitful  proposition 
to  me  through  you^  because  he  must  be  sure  that 
in  such  a  case  it  would  eventually  be  exposed.  At 
any  rate,  the  healing  of  these  dissensions  is  so  im- 
portant a  point,  that  something  must  be  risked  to- 
obtain  it  J* 


LETTER  DLL 

TO  MR  BARFP« 

«  March  10th. 

*'  Enclosed  is  an  answer  to  Mr  Pamica's  letter,  and 
I  hope  that  you  will  assure  him  from  me,  that  I  have 
done  and  am  doing  all  I  can  to  reunite  the  Greeka 
with  the  Greeks. 

**!  am  extremely  obliged  by  your  ofier  of  your 
country  house  (as  for  all  other  kindness)  in  case  that 
my  health  should  require  my  removal ;  but  I  cannot 
quit  Greece  while  there  is  a  chance  of  my  being  of 
any  (even  supposed)  utility : — there  is  a  stake  worth 
millions  such  as  I  am,  and  while  1  can  stand  at  all,  I 
must  stand  by  (he  cause.  When  i  say  this,  I  am  at 
the  sauie  time  aware  of  the  difficulties  and  dissensions 
and  defects  of  the  Greeks  themselves;  but  allowance 
must  be  made  for  ^hem  by  all  reasonable  people. 

'^My  chiefp  indeed  nine-tenifia  of  my  expenses 
here  are  solely  in  advances  to  or  on  behalf  of  the 
Greek8,-t  and  objects  conneeted  with  their  independ- 


*-  This  Sisseni.  who  wns  the  CapUano  of  (he  rich  district 
about  Osstouni,  and  had  for  some  time  held  out  against  (he 
general  Ooveruroent,  was  now,  as  appears  by  the  above 
letter,  roakiog  overtures,  (hroush  Mr  BarfT,  of  adhesion. 
As  a  proof  of  bis  siucerity,  it  was  required  by  Lord  Byron 
that  he  should- surrender  into  the  hands  of  the  Goverument 
the  fortress  of  Chiarenza. 

t  «  At  this  time  (February  14th) ,»  says  Mr  Parry,  who 
kept  the  accoimts  of  bis  lordship's  disbursements,  "  the 
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Tbe  letter  of  Parruca,  to  whkli  the  foregoing  al- 
ludes, coDtained  a  preMOg  invitation  to  Lord  Byron 
to  present  himself  in  the  Peloponnesus,  where,  it  was 
added,  his  influence  would  be  sure  to  bring  about  the 
union  of  all  parties.  So  general,  indeed,  was  the  eon* 
fidenee  placed  in  their  noble  ally,  that,  by  erery  Chief 
of  every  faction,  he  seems  to  have  been  regarded  as 
the  only  rallying  point  round  which  there  was  the 
slightest  chance  of  their.now  split  and  jarring  interests 
bemg  united.  A  far  more  flattering,  as  well  as  more 
authorized,  invitation  soon  after  reached  him,  through 
an  express  envoy,  from  the  Chieftain  Coloootroni, 
recommending  a  National  Councfl,  where  his  lord- 
ship, it  was  proposed,  should  act  as  mediator,  and 
pledging  this  Chief  himself  and  hw  followers  to  abide 
by  the  result.  To  this  application  an  answer  was 
returned,  similar  to  that  which  he  sent  to  Parruca, 
and  which  was  in  terms  as  follows  :— 


LETTER  DLII. 


TO  8R  PARRUCA. 


«  March  lOth.  1834. 


•SIR, 


**  I  have  the  honour  of  answering  your  letter.  My 
first  wish  has  always  been  to  bring  the  Greeks  to 
agree  amongst  themselves.  I  came  here  by  the  in- 
vitation of  the  Greek  government,  and  I  do  not  think 
that  I  ought  to  abandon  Roumelia  for  the  Pelopon- 
nesus until  that  Government  shall  desire  it ;  and  the 
more  so,  as  this  part  is  exposed  in  a  greater  degree 
to  the  enemy.  Nevertheless,  if  my  presence  can  really 
be  of  any  assistance  in  uniting  two  or  more  parties,  I 
am  ready  to  go  any  where,  either  as  a  mediator,  or,  if 
necessary,  as  a  hostage.  In  these  afiairs  I  have  nei- 
ther prirato  views,  nor  private  dislike  of  any  indivi- 
dual, but  the  sincere  wish  of  deserving  the  name  of 
the  friend  of  your  country,  and  of  her  patriots. 

^  1  have  the  honour.  Sec." 


LETTER  DLin. 


TO  MR  CHARLES  HANCOCK. 


'  MisMtoofU,  lOtb  Harcb,  ISM. 


"SIR, 


'^  I  sent  by  Mr  J.  M.  Hodges  a  bill  drawn  on  Signer 
C.  Jerostatti  for  three  hundred  and  eighty-six  pounds, 
on  account  of  the  Hon.  the  Greek  Committee,  for 
carrying  on  the  service  at  this  pbce.  But  Count 
Delladecima  sent  no  more  than  two  hundred  dollars 
until  he  should  receive  instructions  from  C.  Jerostatti. 
Therefore  I  am  obliged  to  advance  that  sum  to  pre- 


expenMS  oTLord  Byron  in  the  emae  of  the  Oreekf  did  not 
amotuit  to  len  than  two  thousand  dollars  per  week  in  ra^ 
tioQs  alone."  lu  another  place  this  writer  says,  *  The 
Greeks  seemed  to  think  he  was  a  mine  fh>m  which  they 
conld  extract  fold  at  their  pleasnre.  One  person  repre- 
ssnted  that  a  supply  of  30,000  dollars  would  save  the  island 
of  Candia  tnm  fUlinc  Into  the  hands  of  the  Pacha  of  Egypt ; 
and  there  not  betaig  that  sum  to  hand.  Lord  Bjrron  gave  him 
authority  to  raise  it  if  he  conld  in  the  Ishinda*  and  he  would 
fuarantee  its  repayment.  I  believe  this  person  did  not 
succeed.* 


vent  a  positive  stop  being  put  to  the  Laboralmy  ser- 
vice at  this  pkM^  &c  &c 

^^  I  beg  you  will  mentio&  this  busneas  to  Count 
Delladecima,  who  has  the  drafi  and  every  aceouot, 
and  that  Mr  Barff,  in  conjunction  with  yourself,  will 
endeavour  to  arrange  this  money  account,  and,  whca 
received,  forward  the  same  to  Missolenghi. 

^  I  am,  sir,  yours  very  truly. 

^  So  far  is  vmtten  by  Captain  Party ;  but  I  tee 
that  I  must  continue  the  letter  myself.  I  understaad 
little  or  nothing  of  the  business,  saving  and  except 
that,  like  most  of  the  present  affiiirs  here,  it  will  be 
at  a  stand-still  if  monies  be  not  advanced,  and  tberc 
are  few  here  so  disposed ;  so  that  I  amst  take  tbe 
chance,  as  usual. 

**  You  will  see  what  can  be  done  with  DeBadeciaa 
and  Jerostatti,  and  remit  the  sum,  that  we  may  have 
some  quiet;  for  the  Conunittee  have  somehow  em> 
broiled  their  matters,  or  chosen  Greek  correspondents 
more  Grecian  than  ever  the  Greeks  are  wont  to  be. 
•*  Yours  ever, 
^         "NuBk.^ 

*<  P.  S.  A  thousand  thanks  to  Muir  for  his  caaC 
flower,  the  finest  I  ever  saw  or  tasted,  and,  I  believe, 
the  largest  that  ever  grew  out  of  Paradise,  or  Soot- 
land.  I  have  written  to  quiet  Dr  Kennedy  aboot  the 
newspaper  (with  vrhich  I  liave  nothing  to  do  as  a 
writer,  please  to  recollect  and  say).  I  tokl  tbe  fesb 
of  conductors  that  their  motto  wouM  play  the  devil; 
but,  like  all  mountebanks,  they  persisted.  CSamba, 
who  is  any  thing  but  Imcky,  had  something  to  do 
with  it ;  and  as  usual,  the  moment  he  had,  inatten 
went  wrong.*  It  will  be  better,  perhaps,  in  time. 
But  I  write  in  haste,  and  have  only  time  to  laj,  be- 
fore the  boat  saib,  that  I  am  ever 

"Youis, 
"N.  ftf. 

*<  P.  8.  Mr  Findlay  is  here,  and  has  received  Us 
money.** 

LETTER  DLIV. 

TO  DR  KENNEDY. 

«  Bflssolongfai,  MmxA  M.  KM. 
^DKAR  SIR,  , 

**  You  could  not  disapprove  of  the  saotto  to  tbe 
Telegraph  more  than  I  did,  and  do ;  bat  this  is  Che 
knd  of  liberty,  where  most  peopk  do  as  they  please, 
and  few  as  they  ought 

**  I  have  not  written,  nor  am  inclined  to  write,  far 
that  or  for  any  other  paper,  but  have  suggested  to 
them,  over  and  over,  a  change  of  the  motto  and  a^ylsk 
However,  I  do  not  think  that  it  vrill  turn  out  eidwr 
an  irreligious  or  a  levelling  publicatioq,  and  they  pre* 
mise  due  respect  to  both  churches  and  thiofs,  t.  s; 
the  editors  do. 

"  If  Bambas  would  write  for  the  Greek  Chmnols, 
he  might  have  his  own  price  for  articles. 

*  He  had  a  notion  that  Count  Gamba  was  drattaed  !•  hs 
unfortunate^— Uiat  he  was  one  of  flioae  ninrtamd  ptiasas 
with  whom  erery  thing  f  oes  wronf.  In  sjinttoa  ef  tUs 
newspaper  to  Parry,  be  said,  «I  have  sub*eril»ed  to  it  ta 
get  rid  of  importunity,  and,  it  may  be*  heap  Oamfe^  o«t  «f 
mischief.  At  any  rate,  be  can  mar  nothing  that  is  sf  less 
importance.* 
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**  There  is  a  slight  deniur  about  Hato's  Toyage,  her 
mother  wishing  to  go  with  her,  which  is  quite  natural, 
and  I  hare  not  the  heart  to  refuse  it;  for  even  Maho- 
met made  a  law,  that  in  the  dirision  of  captives,  the 
child  should  never  be  separated  from  the  mother.  But 
this  may  make  a  diflference  in  the  arrangement,  al- 
though the  poor  woman  (who  has  lost  half  her  fiaumly 
in  the  war)  is,  as  I  said,  of  good  character,  and  of 
mature  age,  so  as  to  render  her  respectability  not 
liable  to  suspicion.  She  has  heard,  it  seems,  from 
Prevesa ,  that  her  h  usband  is  no  longer  there.  I  have 
eonsigned  your  Bibles  to  Dr.  Meyer;  and  I  hope  that 
the  said  Doctor  may  justify  your  confidence ;  neverthe- 
less, I  shall  keep  an  eye  upon  him.  You  may  depend 
apon  my  giving  the  society  as  fair  play  as  Mr  Wilber- 
force  himself  would;  and  any  other  coramisuou  for 
the  good  of  Greece  will  meet  with  the  same  attention 


really  doing  all  that  can  be  done  without  more  aid 
from  the  Government. 

**  What  can  be  spared  will  be  sent ;  but  I  refer  you 
to  Captain  Humphries's  report,  and  to  CountGamba's 
letter  for  details  upon  all  subjects. 

**  In  the  hope  of  seeing  you  soon,  and  deferring 
much  that  will  be  to  be  said  till  then, 

"  Believe  me  ever,  &c. 

"P.  S.  Your  two  letters  (to  me)  are  sent  to  Mr  Barff, 
as  you  desire.  Pray  remember  me  particularly  to 
Trelawney,  whom  I  shall  be  very  much  pleased  to 
see  again." 


LETTER  DLVr. 

TO  MB  BARFP. 
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LETTER  DLVII. 


TO  MR  BARFF. 


•March  22. 

**  If  the  Greek  deputies  (as  seems  probable)  hate 
obtained  the  Loan,  the  sums  I  have  adraooed  may 
perhaps  be  repaid;  but  it  ivould  make  no  great 
difference,  as  I  should  still  spend  that  in  the  canae, 
and  more  to  boot — though  I  should  hope  to  better 
purpose  than  paying  off  arrears  of  fleets  that  sail 
away,  and  Suliotes  that  won't  march,  which,  they 
say,  what  has  hitherto  been  adnmced  has  been 
employed  in.  But  that  was  not  my  affair,  but  of 
those  who  bad  the  disposal  of  affairs,  and  I  could  not 
decently  say  to  them,  'You  shall  do  so  and  so, 
because,  &c.  &c.  &c' 

**  In  a  few  days  P.  MaTrocordato  and  myself,  with 
a  considerable  escort,  intend  to  proceed  to  Sak>iia,  at 
the  request  of  Ulysses  and  the  Chiefs  of  Eastern 
Greece,  and  take  measures  offensive  and  defensive 
for  the  ensuing  campaign.  Mavrocordato  is  ttlmast 
recalled  by  the  neio  Oovemmenf  to  the  Morea  (to 
take  the  lead,  I  rather  think),  and  they  have  written 
to  propose  to  me,  to  go  either  to  the  Morea  with  him, 
or  to  take  the  general  direction  of  affairs  in  this 
quarter — with  General  Londo,  and  any  other  I  may 
choose,  to  form  a  coundl.  A.  Londo  is  my  oM  friend 
and  acquaintance  since  we  were  kids  in  Greece 
together.  It  would  be  difficult  to  give  a  positive 
answer  till  the  Salona  meeting  is  over ,  *  but  I  am 
willing  to  serve  them  in  any  capacity  they  please, 
either  commanding  or  commanded-»-it  is  much  the 
same  to  me,  as  long  as  I  can  be  of  any  presumed  use 
to  them. 

''Excuse  haste;  it  is  late,  and  I  have  been  several 
hours  on  horseback  in  a  country  so  miry  after  the 
rains,  that  every  hundred  <yards  brings  you  to  a  ditch, 
of  whose  depth,  width,  cotour,  and  contents,  both 
my  horses  and  their  riders  have  brought  away  many 
tokens.'* 


LETTER  DLVin. 

TO  MR  BARFF. 

«  March  setk. 

''Since  your  intelligence  with  regard  to  the  Greek 
loan,  P.  Mavrocordato  has  shown  to  me  an  extract 
from  some  correspondence  of  his,  by  which  it  would 
appear  that  three  commissioners  are  to  be  named  to 
see  that  the  amount  is  placed  in  proper  hands  for  the 
service  ef  the  country,  and  that  my  name  is  amongst 
the  number.  Of  this,  however,  we  have  as  jet 
only  the  report 

^  This  commission  is  apparently  named  by  the  Cora- 
mittee  or  the  contracting  parties  in  England.    I  am  of 

*  To  this  oflhr  of  the  Government  to  appoint  him  Gorer- 
nor-Oeneral  of  Greece  ( that  it.  of  the  entyanchiwd  part  of 
the  Continent,  with  the  exception  of  the  Morea  and  the 
Islands),  hii  answer  was  that  *  he  was  flrst  foing  to  Salona, 
and  that  afterwards  he  would  he  at  their  commands ;  that 
he  could  have  no  difflcnity  in  accepting  any  office,  prorid- 
ed  he  coald  persoade  himself  that  any  good  would  result 
flromH.* 


opinkm  that  such  a  oommissioa  vrill  be  necessary,  btit 
the  office  will  be  both  delicate  and  diffkult.  Tbe 
weather,  which  has  htely  been  equinoctial,  has  flooded 
the  country,  and  vrill  probably  retard  our  proceeding 
to  SsJooa  for  some  days,  till  the  road  becomes  mors 
practicable. 

^  Vou  were  already  apprized  that  P.  Mavroooirdatft 
and  myself  had  been  invited  to  a  conference  by  Ulysses 
and  the  Chiefii  of  Eastern  Greece.  I  hear  (and  am 
indeed  consulted  on  the  subject]  that  in  case  the  remit- 
tance of  the  first  advance  oCihe  Loan  sbouki  not  arrive 
immediately,  the  Greek  General  Government  mean  to 
try  to  raise  some  thousand  dollars  in  the  islands  in  tb« 
interim,  to  be  repaid  from  the  earliest  iostabneats  oa 
their  arrival  What  prospect  of  success  they  naj 
have,  or  on  what  conditions,,  you  can  teD  better  than 
me :  I  suppose,  if  the  Loan  be  confirmed,  somethtiig 
might  be  done  by  them,  but  subject  of  course  to  the 
usual  terms.  Vou  can  let  them  and  me  know  your 
opinion.  There  is  an  imperious  necessity  fcr  none 
national  fund,  and  that  speedily,  otherwise  what  is  to 
be  done  ?  The  auxiliary  corps  of  about  two  hundred 
men  paid  by  me,  are,  I  believe,  the  sole  regularly  and 
properly  furnished  writh  the  money,  due  to  tbesi 
weekly,  and  the  officers  monthly.  It  is  true  that 
the  Greek  Government  gives  thar  rations,  but  we 
have  had  three  mutinies,  owing  to  the  badness  of  the 
bread,  which  neither  native  nor  stranger  coukl  bms* 
ticate  (nor  dogs  either),  and  there  is  still  great  diflkal^ 
in  obtaining  them  even  provisions  of  any  kind. 

''There  is  a  dissension  among  the  Germans  about 
the  conduct  of  the  agents  of  f  Asir  Committee,  and  aa 
examination'  amongst  themselves  instituted.  What 
the  result  may  be  cannot  be  anticipated,  except  that 
it  will  end  in  a  row,  of  course,  as  usual 

"The  English  are  all  very  amicable  as  &r  as  I 
know;  we  get  on  too  vrith  the  Greeks  very  tolerably, 
always  making  aUowance  for  circumstances;  and  we 
have  no  quarrels  with  the  fordgners." 

During  the  month  of  March  ibere  occurred  but  little,, 
besides  what  is  mentioned  in  these  letters^  that  wneh 
requires  to  be  dwelt  upon  at  any  length,  or  in  detaiL 
After  the  failure  of  his  design  against  Lepaoto,  tbe 
two  great  objects  of  his  daily  thoughts  were,  the  re- 
pairs of  the  fortifications  of  Missokmghi,  ^  and  the 
fornmtion  of  a  brigade  ;-*the  one,  with  a  view  to  snoh 
defensive  measures  as  were  akme  likely  to  be  oaDed 
for  during  the  present  campaign;  and  the  other  in 
preparation  for  those  more  active  enterprises  which 
he  still  foadly  flattered  himself  he  should  undertake  m. 
the  nexU  ^  He  kwked  forward  (says  Mr.  Parry)  for 
the  recovery  of  his  health  and  spirits,  to  the  reinra  of 
the  fine  weather,  and  the  commencement  of  the  cam- 
paign, when  he  proposed  to  take  the  field  at  the  head 
of  his  own  brigade,  and  the  troops  which  the  OoveiB- 
Bieot  of  Greece  were  to  place  under  his  orders." 

*  The  generous  zeal  with  which  he  appUedhinaelf  to  this 
important  object  will  he  understood  from  the  fblkrwiag 
statement.  *  On  reporting  to  Lord  Byroa  what  I  thovcfas 
might  be  done, he  ordered  roe  to  draw  up  a  plan  fbr  pottiac 
the  fortifications  in  thorough  repair,  and  to  accowipany  it 
with  an  estimate  of  the  expensov  It  was  agreed  thsA  I  j 
should  make  the  estimate  only  one  third  of  what  I  tko«fhi  ' 
would  be  the  actual  expense ;  and  if  that  third  could  be  prr- 
cured  from  the  magistrates.  Lord  Byron  undenook.  awjedy 
to  pay  the  remainder.* 
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With  that  thaoklessoess  which  too  often  waits  on 
«fiiiiiterested  actions,  it  has  been  semetimes  tauntingly 
remarked,  and  in.qoarten  from  whence  a  more  gene- 
itms  judgment  might  be  expected,*  that,  after  all, 
Lord  Byron  effected  but  little  for  Greece :— as  if  much 
could  be  effected  by  a  smgle  indiTidual,  and  in  so 
short  a  time,  for  a  cause  which,  fought  as  it  has  been 
ahnoet  incessantly  through  the  six  years  since  his 
death,  has  required  nothing  less  than  the  interrention 
of  all  the  great  Powers  of  Europe  to  giro  it  a  chance 
of  success,  and,  even  so,  has  not  yet  succeeded.  That 
Byron  himself  was  under  no  delusion  as  to  the  import- 
ance of  his  own  solitary  aid, — that  he  knew,  in  a 
struggle  like  this,  there  must  be  the  same  prodigality 
of  means  towards  one  great  end  as  is  observable  in 
the  still  grander  operations  of  nature,  where  indivi- 
duals are  as  nothing  in  the  tide  of  events, — that  such 
was  his,  at  once,  philosophic  and  melancholy  view  of 
his  own  sacrifices,  I  have,  1  trust,  clearly  shown.  But 
that,  during  this  short  period  of  action,  he  did  not  do 
well  and  wisely  iUl  that  man  could  achieve  in  the 
time,  and  under  the  circumstances,  is  an  assertion 
which  the  noble  facts  here  recorded  fully  and  trium- 
phantly disprove.  He  knew  that,  placed  as  he  was, 
his  measures,  to  be  wise,  must  be  prospective,  and 
from  the  nature  of  the  seeds  thus  sown  by  him,  the 
benefits  that  were  to  be  expected  must  be  judged. 
To  reconcile  the  rude  Chiefs  to  the  Government  and 
to  each  other ; — to  infuse  a  spirit  of  humanity,  by  hii 
example,  into  their  warfare; — to  prepare  the  way  for 
the  employment  of  the  expected  Loan,  in  a  manner 
most  calculated  to  call  forth  the  resources  of  the  coun- 
trj  'f^ta  put  the  fortifications  of  Missolonghi  in  such 
a  state  of  repair  as  might,  and  eventually  did,  render 
it  proof  against  the  besieger  ;~^to  prevent  those  infirac- 
tions  of  neutrality,  so  tempting  to  the  Greeks,  which 
brought  their  Government  in  collision  with  the  Ionian 
authorities,^  and  to  restrain  all  such  licence  of  the  Press 
as  might  indispose  the  Courts  of  E  urope  to  their  cause  i 
— such  were  the  important  objects  which  he  had  pro- 
posed to  himself  to  accomplish,  and  towards  which, 
ia  this  brief  interval,  and  in  the  midst  of  such  dissen- 
skms  and  hindrances,  he  had  ahready  made  consi* 
derable  and  most  promismg  progress.  But  it  would 
be  UDJnst  to  dose  even  here  the  bright  catalogue  of 
bb  services.  It  b,  after  all,  not  with  the  span  of 
mortal  life  that  the  good  achieved  by  a  name  immortal 
ends.  The  charm  acts  into  the  future,->it  is  an  auxi- 
Imry  through  all  time;  and  the  inspiring  example  of 
Byron,  as  a  martyr  of  liberty,  is  for  ever  ffMly  em- 
balroed  in  his  glory  as  a  poet 

From  the  period  of  hia  attack  in  February,  he  had 
been,  from  time  to  time,  indisposed ;  and,  more  than 
once,  had  complained  of  vertigos,  which  made  him  feel, 
be  said,  as  if  intoxicated.  He  was  also  frequently 
affected  with  nervous  sensations,  with  shiveritigs  and 


«  Articles  in  the  Timet  newspsper.  Foreign  Qoarterly 
Review,  8cc. 

tin  a  letter  which  he  addressed  to  Lord  Sidney  Osborne, 
encloelng  one,  on  the  subject  of  tbese  iuAractions,  ttom 
Prince  M avrocordato  to  Sir  T.  Mailland,  Lord  Byron  says 

«  You  most  all  be  persuaded  how  difficult  it  is,  uoder 

e&tsting  circamstances,  for  the  Oreelm  to  keep  up  disci- 
pline, however  they  may  be  all  disposed  to  do  so.  I  am 
doing  all  I  con  to  convince  them  of  the  necessity  of  the 
•trictest  observance  of  the  regulations  of  the  Islands,  and 
1  trust,  with  some  effect." 


tremors,  which,  though  apparently  the  efiects  of  ex- 
cessive debility,  he  himself  attributed  to  fubess  of 
habit.  Proceeding  upon  this  notion,  he  had,  ever  since 
his  arrival  in  Greece,  abstained  almost  wholly  from  ani- 
mal food,  and  eat  of  little  else  but  dry  toast,  vegetables, 
and  cheese.  With  the  same  fear  of  becoming  fat, 
which  had  in  his  young  days  haunted  him,  he  almost 
every  morning  measured  himself  round  the  vrrist  and 
waist,  and  whenever  he  found  these  parts,  as  he 
thought,  enlarged,  took  a  strong  dose  of  medicine. 

Exertions  had,  as  we  have  seen,  been  made  by  his 
friends  at  Cephak>nia,  to  induce  him,  without  delay, 
to  return  to  that  island,  and  take  measures,  while  tliere 
vras  yet  time,  for  the  re-establishment  of  his  health. 
^  But  these  entreaties  (says  Count  Gamba)  produced 
just  the  contrary  effect;  for  in  proportion  as  Byron 
thought  his  position  more  perilous,  he  the  more  re- 
solved upon  remaining  where  he  was."  In  the  midst 
of  all  this,  too,  the  natural  flow  of  his  spirits  in  society 
seldom  deserted  him ;  and  whenever  a  trick  upon  any 
of  his  attendants,  or  associates,  suggested  itself,  he 
was  as  ready  to  play  the  mischief-bving  boy  as  ever. 
His  engineer.  Parry,  having  been  much  alarmed  by 
the  earthquake  they  had  experienced,  and  still  con- 
tinuing in  constant  apprehension  of  its  return.  Lord 
Byron  contrived,  as  they  were  all  sitting  together  one 
evening,  to  have  some  barreb  full  of  cannon-balb 
trundled  through  the  room  above  thenivand  hughed 
heartily  as  he  would  have  done,  when  a  Harrow  boy, 
at  the  ludicrous  effect  which  this  deceptiim  produced 
on  the  poor  frightened  engineer. 

Every  day,  however,  brought  new  triab  both  of  his 
health  and  temper.  The  constant  rains  had  rendered 
the  swamps  of  Missolonghi  almost  impassable;— an 
alarm  of  plague,  which,  about  the  middle  of  March, 
was  circulated,  made  it  prudent,  for  some  time,  to 
keep  within  doors ;  and  he  was  thus,  week  after  week, 
deprived  of  hb  accustomed  air  and  exercise.  The 
only  recreation  he  had  recourse  to  was  that  of  playing 
with  his  &vourite  dog.  Lion;  and,  in  the  evening, 
going  through  the  exercise  of  drilling  vrith  hb  officers, 
or  practising  at  single-stick. 

At  the  same  time,  the  demands  upon  hb  exertions, 
personal  and  pecuniary,  poured  in  from  all  sides, 
while  the  embajrrassmentsof  hb  public  position  every 
day  increased.  The  chief  obiitacle  in  the  way  of  hb 
plan  for  the  reconciliation  of  all  parties  had  been  the 
rivalry  so  long  exbting  between  Mavrocordato  and 
the  Eastern  Chiefs ;  and  thb  difficulty  was  now  not  a 
little  heightened  by  the  part  taken  by  Colonel  Stan- 
hope and  Mr.  Trelawney,  who,  having  allied  them- 
selves with  Odysseus,  the  most  powerful  of  these 
Chieftains,  were  endeavouring  actively  to  detach 
Lord  Byron  from  Mavrocordato,  and  inlist  him  in 
their  own  views.  Thb  schism  was,^to  say  the  least 
of  it, — ill-timed  and  unfortunate.  For,  as  Prince 
Mavrocordato  and  Lord  Byron  were  now  acting  in 
complete  harmony  with  the  Government,  a  co-opera- 
tion of  all  the  other  Englbh  agents  on  the  same  side 
would  have  had  the  effect  of  assuring  a  preponder^ 
ance  to  this  pBrty(which  was  that  of  the  civil  and  com- 
mercial interests  all  through  Greece)  that  might,  by 
strengthening  the  hands  of  the  ruling  power,  have 
afforded  some  hope  of  vigour  and  consbtency  m  its 
movements.  By  thb  division,  however,  the  Englbh 
lost  their  casting  weight ;  and  not  only  marred  what* 
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everliule  chance  thej  might  hate  had  of  extiogaishinf 
the  dissenaions  of  the  Greeks,  bat  exhibited,  most 
UDseasooably,  an  example  of  diasennon  among  them- 
selves. 

The  Tistt  to  Salooa,  in  which,  though  distrustful  of 
the  intended  Militarj  Congress,  Mavrocordato  had 
consented  to  accompany  Lord  Byron,  was,  as  ;the 
foregoing  letters  hdTe  mentioned,  delayed  by  the 
floods, — the  rirer  Fidari  having  become  so  swollen  as 
not  to  be  fordable.  In  the  mean  time,  dangers,  both 
from  within  and  without,  threatened  Missolonghi. 
The  Turkish  fleet  had  again  come  forth  from  the 
Gulf,  while,  in  concert,  it  was  apprehended,  with 
this  resumption  of  the  blockade,  insurrectionary 
movements,  instigated,  as  was  afterwards  known, 
by  the  malcontents  of  the  Morea,  manifested  them- 
selves formidably  both  in  the  town  and  its  neighbour- 
hood. The  fiist  causefor  alarm  was  the  landing,  in 
canoes,  from  Anatolioo  of  a  party  of  armed  men,  the 
foUowen  of  Cariascachi  of  that  place,  who  came  to 
demand  retribution  from  the  people  of  Missobnghi 
for  tome  injury  that,  m  a  late  affray,  had  been  in- 
flicted on  one  of  their  dan.  It  was  also  rumoured 
that  300  Suliotes  were  marching  upon  the  town ;  and 
the  following  morning,  news  came  that  a  party  of 
these  wild  warriors  had  actually  seized  upon  Basiladi, 
a  fortress  that  commands  the  port  of  Missolonghi, 
while  some  of  the  soldiers  of  Cariascachi  had,  in  the 
course  of  the  night,  arrested  two  of  the  Primates, 
and  carried  them  to  Anatolico.  The  tumult  and 
indignation  that  this  intelligence  produced  was  uni- 
versal. All  the  shops  were  shut,  and  the  bazaars 
deserted.  '^Lord  Byron,**  says  Count  Oamba,  ^or- 
dered his  troops  to  continue  under  arms ;  but  to  pre- 
serve the  strictest  neutrality,  without  mixing  in  any 
quarrel,  either  by  actions  or  words." 

During  this  crisis,  the  weather  had  become  suffi- 
ciently fiivoureble  to  admit  of  his  paying  the  Tisit  to 
Safena,  which  he  had  purposed.  But,  as  his  depar- 
ture at  such  a  juncture  might  have  the  appearance  of 
abandoning  Missolonghi,  he  resolved  to  wait  the  dan- 
ger  out.  At  this  time  the  following  letters  were 
written. 


LETTER  DLIX. 

TO  MR  BARfP. 

•ApriVSd. 

**  There  is  a  quarrel,  net  yet  settled,  between  the 
citizens  and  someofCariascachi's  people,  which  has 
already  produced  some  btows.  I  keep  my  people 
quite  neutral ;  but  have  ordered  them  to  be  on  their 
guard. 

^  Some  days  ago  we  had  an  Italian  private  soldier 
drummed  out  for  thieving.  The  German  officers 
wanted  to  flog  him;  but  1  flatly  refused  to  permit 
the  use  of  the  stick  or  whip,  and  delivered  him  over  to 
the  police.*    Since  then  a  Prussian  officer  rioted  in 


*  *  Lord  Byron  declared  that.  a«  far  as  he  wm  concerned, 
no  barbarooa  oMses,  however  adopted  even  by  irnne  civi- 
lised people^thould  be  introduced  into  Greece :  eapeciallr  as 
mch  a  mode  of  ponbhnent  would  diaffost  rather  than  re- 
form. We  bit  upon  an  expedient  which  favoured  our  mi- 
liUrr  diMdpUne :  but  it  required  not  obly  All  Lord  Byron's 


his  lodgings;  and  I  put  him  under  arrest,  aoconfing  to 
the  order.  This,  it  appears,  did  not  please  his  Ger- 
man oonfederatioo :  but  I  stuck  by  mj  text ;  aad  have 
given  them  phtinly  to  understand,  that  those  who  do 
not  choose  to  be  amenable  to  the  Uws  of  the  ooontiy 
and  service,  may  retire;  but  that  in  all  that  I  have  to 
do,  I  will  see  them  ob^ed  by  foreigner  or  native. 

^I  wish  something  was  heard  of  the  arrival  of  part  ^ 
of  the  Loan,  for  there  is  a  plentiful  dearth  of  ereiy  i 
thing  at  present** 


LETTER  DLX. 

TO  MR  BARFF. 

•April  Mb. 

**Since  I  wrote,  we  have  had  some  tumult  here 
with  the  citizens  and  Ckriascachi's  people,  and  all 
are  under  arms,  our  boys  and  all  They  nearily  fired 
onme  and  fifty  of  my  lads,*  by  oustake,  as  we  weie 
taking  our  usual  excursion  into  the  country.  To-day 
matters  are  settled  or  subsiding;  but  about  an  hour 
ago,  the  father-in-law  of  the  landlord  of  the  bouse 
where  I  am  lodged  (one  of  the  Primates  the  said  land- 
lord is)  was  arrested  for  high  treason. 

''They  are  in  conclave  still  with  MaTfocoidato ; 
and  we  hare  a  number  of  new  &ces  from  the  hilb, 
come  to  assist,  they  say.  Gunboats  and  batteries  aO 
ready,  &c. 

''The  row  has  had  one  good  effect— it  ban  jNit 
thefti  on  the  alert.  What  is  to  become  of  the  father- 
in-law,  I  do  not  know ;  nor  what  he  has  done,  exactly  4 
but 

'  *Tlf  a  very  fine  thlnf  to  be  fiitber-ln-law 
To  a  very  mainiiflcent  three-tail 'd  basbav<* 

eloqnence,  bat  bis  antborlt  j,  to  prerall  upon  oar  Oenaaas 
to  accede  to  it.  The  culprit  bad  hb  uniform  stripped  o# 
his  back,  in  pretence  of  his  oomradei.  and  was  afkerworii 
marched  tbrough  the  town  witha  label  on  bis  back.descrft- 
inff,  both  in  Greek  and  Italian,  the  nature  of  bis  aflbace ; 
after  which  he  was  given  np  to  the  regntor  police.  This 
example  of  severity,  tempered  by  a  humane  apirif,  P»»- 
ducM  the  best  effect  upon  onr  soMlera.  as  well  at  upon  the 
citizens  of  the  town.  But  it  wat  very  near  cnosing  a  most 
diaagreeable  circamttance ;  for,  in  the  ooarae  of  the  even- 
ing, tome  very  high  wordt  pasMd  on  the  tat^ect  beiweea 
three  Englithmen.  two  of  them  oficert  of  oor  brigade,  in 
consequence  ofwhicbcardt  were  exchanged,  uid  two  doelt 
were  to  have  been  fought  the  next  morning.  Lord  Byron 
did  not  bear  of  thia  till  late  at  night :  but  he  Imaedjately 
ordered  me  to  arrett  both  partiet.  which  I  accordiogty 
did ;  and.  after  tome  diflculty,  prevailed  on  tlieSi  to 
hands.*<-^Coi7NT  Gamba's  Narrative. 


<^  «Acorptof  flftySuliotetwhichhehad.almootevcr  use 
hit  arrival  at  Mittolonghi.  kept  about  him  at  a  body-g«ard. 
A  large  outer  room  of  hit  honte  wat  appropriated  to  these 
troopt ;  and  their  carbines  were  tatpeaded  along  the  waHa. 
*  In  thit  room  (tayt  Mr  Parry),  and  among  these  mde  aol- 
diert.  Lord  Byron  wat  accuttomed  to  walk  a  great  deal. 
particularly  in  wet  weather,  accompanied  by  hit  tevoorila 
dog.  Lion.* 

When  he  rode  out.  these  flftj  SnUotes  attended  bin  sa 
foot :  and  though  they  carried  their  carbines.  «  they  were 
always,*  tayt  the  tame  authority,  «able  to  keep  np  wiA 
the  hortet  at  full  tpeed.  The  captain,  and  a  certaiB  Bom- 
ber, preceded  his  lordthip.  who  rode  accompanied  otk  oie 
tide  by  Count  Oamba.  and  on  the  other  by  the  Or««k  inter- 
preter. Behind  him.  abo  on  horteback.  came  two  oT  bit 
tenrantt,— generally  hit  black  groom,  and  Titar-both  dress- 
ed like  the  chatseurt  utually  teen  behind  the  carriages  of 
arobattadort,  and  another  dividen  of  bit  goord  elooed  Oe 
cavalcade."— Parrv's /.atf  Daift  qf  Lord  Byrom, 

t  Thit  man  had,  it  teemt.  on  hit  way  from  loaaaiaa. 
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as  the  man  in  BkiebearJ  tayt  and  tings.  I  wrote  to 
yoa  upon  roattere  at  length,  some  days  ago ;  the  let- 
ter, or  letters,  you  will  receire  with  this.  We  are 
desirous  to  hear  more  of  the  Loan;  and  it  is  some 
time  since  I  have  had  any  letters  (at  least  of  an  inte- 
retfling  description)  from  Eogland,  excepting  one  of 
4th  February,  from  Bowring  (of  no  great  importance). 
My  latest  dates  are  of  9bre,  or  of  the  6th  lObre.,  four 
months  exactly.  I  hope  you  get  on  well  in  the  islands: 
here  most  of  us  are,  or  have  been,  more  or  less  iudis- 
poecd,  natiTes  as  well  as  foreigners.** 


LETTER  DLXL 

It)  MR  BARF^.  ^ 

•April  7th. 

"  The  Greeks  here  of  the  Government  have  been 
boring  me  for  more  money.*  As  I  have  the  brigade 
to  maintam,  and  the  campaign  is  apparently  now  to 
open,  and  as  I  have  already  spent  30,000  dollars  in 
three  months  upon  them  in  one  way  or  another,  and 
more  especially  as  their  public  loan  has  succeeded,  so 
that  they  ought  not  to  draw  from  individuals  at  that 
rate,  I  have  given  them  a  refusal,  and — as  they  would 
not  take  that^ — another  refusal  in  terms  of  consi- 
derable sincerity. 

**  They  wish  now  totrj  in  the  Islands  for  a  few 
thousand  dollars  on  the  ensuing  loan.  If  you  can 
serve  them,  perhaps- you  will  (in  the  way  of  iufofma- 
lion,  at  any  rate),  and  I  will  see  that  you  have  fair 
play,  but  still  I  do  not  advise  you,  except  to  act  as 
you  please.  Almost  every  thing  depends  upon  the 
uTivalr  and  the  sneedv  arrival,  of  a  Dortion  of  the 


a  situation  more  than  any  other  calling  for  sympathy 
and  care,  we  see  him  cast  among  strangers  and  mer- 
cenaries, without  either  nurse  or  friend ; — the  self-col- 
lectedness  of  woman  being,  as  we  shall  find,  wanting 
for  the  fof  mer  office,  and  the  youth  and  inexperience 
of  Count  Gamba  unfitting  him  wholly  for  the  other. 
The  very  firmness  with  which  a  position  so  lone  and 
disheartening  was  sustained,  serves,  by  interesting 
us  more  deeply  in  the  man,  to  increase  our  sympathy, 
till  we  ahnost  forget  admiration  in  pity,  and  half  regret 
that  he  should  have  been  great  at  such  a  cost. 

The  only  circumstances  that  had  for  some  time  oc- 
curred to  give  him  pleasure  were,  as  regarded  public 
aflSftirs,  the  news  of  the  successful  progress  of  the 
Loan,  and,  in  his  personal  relations,  some  favourable 
intelligence  which  he  had  received,  after  a  long  intei^ 
ruption  of  communication,  respecting  his  sister  and 
daughter.  The  former,  he  leafned,  had  been  se- 
riously indisposed  at  the  very  time  of  his  own  fit,  but 
had  now  entirely  recovered.  While  delighted  at  this 
news,  he  could  not  help,  at  the  same  time,  remarking, 
with  his  usual  tendency  to  such  superstitious  feelings^ 
how  strange  and  striking  was  the  comcidence. 

To  those  who  have,  from  his  childhood,  traced  him 
through  these  pages,  it  must  be  manifest,  I  think,  that 
Lord  Byron  was  not  formed  to  be  long-lived.  Whe- 
ther from  any  hereditary  defect  in  his  organization, — 
as  he  himself,  from  the  circumstance  of  both  his  pa- 
rents having  died  young,  concluded, — or  from  those 
violent  means  he  so  early  took  to  counteract  the  natu- 
ral tendency  ofiiis  habit,  and  reduce  himself  to  thin- 
ness, he  was,  almost  eveiy  year,  as  we  have  seen 
subject  toattacks  of  indisposition,  by  more  than  one 
of  which  his  life  was  seriously  endangered.  The  ca- 
nricious  course  which  he  at  all  times  oursued  resner.i. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


490 


nutii;k;s  ur  thk 


ture  out  OD  honeback.  Three  miles  Croin  Mlssolon- 
ghi  Count  Gainba  and  himself  were  orertaken  by  a 
heavy  shower,  and  returned  (o  the  town  walls  wet 
through  and  in  a  state  of  violent  perspiration.  It 
liad  been  their  usual  practice  to  dismount  at  the 
walls  and  return  to  their  houjie  in  a  boat;  but,  on  this 
day,  Count  Gamba,  representing  to  Lord  Byron  how 
dangerous  it  would  be,  warm  as  he  then  was,  to  sit 
exposed  so  bog  to  the  rain  in  a  boat,  entreated  of 
him  to  go  back  the  whole  way  on  horseback.  To 
this,  however.  Lord  Byron  would  not  consent;  but 
said,  Uughidgly,  ^  I  should  make  a  pretty  soldier  in- 
deed, if  I  were  to  care  for  such  a  trifle."  They  ac- 
cordingly dismounted  and  gdl  into  the  boat  as 
usual. 

About  two  hours  after  his  return  home  he  was 
seized  with  a  shuddering,  and  comphuoed  of  fever 
and  rheumatic  pains.  ^  At  eight  that  evening,"  says 
Count  Gamba,  "  I  entered  his  room.  He  was  lying 
on  a  sofa  restless  and  melancholy.  He  said  to  me,  *  I 
suffer  a  great  deal  of  pain.  I  do  not  care  for  death, 
but  these  agonies  I  cannot  bear.*" 

The  foUowing  day  he  rose  at  his  accustomed  hour, 
r-transacted  business,  and  was  even  able  to  take  his 
ride  in  the  olive  woods,  accompanied,  as  usual,  by 
his  long  train  of  Suliotes.  He  complained,  however, 
of  perpetual  shudderings,  and  had  no  appetite.  On 
his  return  home,  he  remarked  t$»  Fletcher  that  his 
saddle^  he  thought,  had  not  been  perfectly  dried  since 
yesterday's  wetting,  and  that  he  felt  himself  the  worse 
for  it  This  was  the  last  time  he  ever  crossed  the 
threshold  alive.  In  the  evening  Mr  Finlay  and  Mr 
Millingen  called  upon  him.  **  He  was  at  first  (says 
the  latter  gentleman)  gayer  than  usual ;  but  on  a 
sudden  be<^e  pensive." 

On  the  evening  of  the  llth  his  fever,  which  was 
pronounced  to  ba  rheumatic,  increased ;  and  on  the 
I2ih  he  kept  his  bed  all  day,  complaining  that  he 
could  not  sleep,  and  taking  no  nourishment  whatever. 
The  two  following  days,  though  the  fever  had  appa- 
rently diminished,  he  became  still  more  weak»  and 
suffered  much  from  pains  in  the  head. 

It  was  not  till  the  14th  that  his  physician.  Doctor 
Bruno,  finding  the  sudorifics  which  he  had  hitherto 
employed  to  be  unavailing,  began  to  urge  upon  his 
patient  ihe  necessity  of  being  bled.  Of  this,  how- 
ever^ Lord  Byron  would  not  hear.  He  had  evidently 
but  Uttle  reliance  on  his  medical  attendant,  and  from 
the  specimens  this  young  man  has  since  given  of  his 
intellect  to  the  world,  it  is,  indeed,  bmeotable, — 
supposing  skin  to  have  been,  at  this  moment,  of  any 
avail, — that  a  life  so  precious  should  have  been  in- 
trusted to  such  ordinary  hands.  ^  It  was  on  this 
day,  I  think,"  says  Count  Gamba,  **  that,  as  I  Was 
sittibg  near  him  on  his  sofa,  he  said  to  me, '  I  vras 
afraid  I  was  hising  my  memoiy,  and,  in  order  to  tiy, 
I  attempted  to  ^repeat  some  Latin  verses  vrith  the 
English  translauon,  which  I  have  not  endeavoured 
to  recollect  since  I  was  at  schooL  I  remembered 
them  an  except  |he  last  word  of  one  of  the  hexa- 
meters.* " 

To  the  faithful  Fletcher,  the  idea  of  his  master's 
life  being  in  danger  teems  to  have  occurred  some 
days  before  it  stniok  either  Count  Gamba  or  the 
physician'  So  little,  according  to  his  friend's  narra* 
tive,  had  such  a  suspicion  crossed  Lord  Byron's  6wn 


mind,  that  he  even  expressed  himseif  **  rather  gbd  of 
his  fever,  as  it  might  cure  him  of  his  tendency  to  epi- 
lepsy." To  Fletcher,  however,  it  appears,  he  bad 
professed,  more  than  onoe,  strong  doubts  as  to  the 
nature  of  his  compfaunt  being  so  slight  as  the  physi- 
cian seemed  to  suppose  it,  and  on  his  servant  reaew- 
ing  his  entreaties  that  he  wouM  send  for  Doctor 
Thomas  to  Zaate,  made  no  further  oppositioD ;  though 
stiU,  out  of  considenuion  for  those  gentlemen,  be  re- 
ferred him  on  the  subject  to  Doctor  Bruno  and  Mr 
MiUingen.  Whatever  might  have  been  the  advan- 
tage or  satisfaction  of  this  step,  it  was  now  rendered 
wholly  impossible  by  the  weather,  such  a  hmrrkane 
blowing  into  the  port  that  not  a  ship  could  get  out. 
The  rain,  too,  descended  in  torrents,  and  between 
the  floods  on  Uie  kuKMde  and  the  siroeoo  from  the 
sea,  Mi8K>kmghi  was,  for  the  moment,  a  IMff^>f>tial 
prison. 

It  was  at  this  juncture  that  Mr  MiHingeD  was,  for 
the  first  time,  according  to  his  own  account,  invited 
to  attend  I^rd  Byron  in  his  medisal  capadiy* — hie 
visit  on  the  10th  being  so  Kttle,  as  he  states,  profes- 
sional,  that  he  did  not  even,  on  that  occasion,  fiedbis 
lordship's  pulse.  The  great  object  for  which  he  was 
now  caUed  in,  and  rather,  it  would  seem,  bj  Fletcher 
than  Doctor  Bruno,  was  for  the  purpose  of  joining 
his  representations  and  remonstrances  to  theirs,  and 
prevailing  upon  the  patient  to  suffer  himself  to  be 
bled, — an  operation  now  become  absolutely  necessary 
from  the  Increase  ef  the  fever,  and  which  Doctor 
Bruno  had,  for  the  hat  two  days,  urged  in  vain. 

Holding  gentleness  to  be,  with  a  disposition  Eke 
that  of  Byron,  the  most  effectual  means  of  suooess, 
Mr  Miningen  tried,  as  he  himself  tells  us,  all  that 
reasoning  and  persuasion  could  suggest  towards  at- 
taining his  object.  But  his  efibrts  were  fruitless  :— 
Lord  Byron,  who  had  now  become  morbidly  irritable, 
replied  angrily,  but  stiU  with  all  hisaocuttomed  acute^ 
ness  and  apihi,  to  Ae  physician's  observatiens.  Of' 
all  his  pr^udices,  he  deckued,  the  strsngest  was  tfiat 
against  bleeding.  His  mother  had  on  her  deathbed 
obtained  from  him  a  promise  never  to  consent  to 
being  bled;  and  whatever  argument  might  be  pro- 
duced, his  aversion,  he  said,  was  stronger  than  rea- 
son. "Besides,  is  it  not,"  he  asked,  ** asserted  by 
Doctor  Reid,  in  his  Essays,  that  less  slaughter  is  eC. 
fected  by  the  lance  than  the  kmcet — that  minute  a^ 
stniment  of  mighty  mischief  I "  On  Mr  Miltmgen  ob- 
serving that  this  remark  rehited  to  the  treaUnent  of 
nervous,  but  not  of  inflammatory  complaints,  be  re- 
joined, in  an  angry  tone,  **  Who  is  nervous,  if  I  am 
not  ?  And  do  not  those  other  words  of  his,  too,  ap- 
ply  to  my  case,  where  he  says  that  (bowing  bbod 
from  a  nervous  patient  is  like  kKMening  the  chords  of 
a  musical  instrument,  whose  tones  already  &il  for 
want  of  sufficient  tension  ?  Even  before  this  Sbesa, 
you  yourself  know  how  weak  and  irritable  I  had  be- 
come;—«nd  bleeding,  by  increasing  this  state,  wiO 
inevitably  kill  me.  Do  vrith  me  whatever  else  yon 
like,  but  bleed  me  you  shall  not.  I  have  had  aeveral 
inflammatory  fevers  in  my  life,  and  at  an  age  when 
more  robust  and  plethoric;  yet  I  got  through  them 
vrithout  bleeding.  This  time,  also,  will  I  take  my 
chance."* 

*  It  was  daring  tbs  ssme,  or  some  stsBOsrcoBvemftlfn* 
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After  nradi  rcMoning  and  repeated  entreaties,  Mr 
MiUingen  at  length  auceeeded  in  obtaining  from  him 
a  proniiie,  that  ibould  he  feel  hie  ferer  increase  at 
night,  he  would  allow  Doctor  Bruno  to  bleed  him. 

During  this  day  he  had  transacted  business  and 
reeetred  sereral  letters;  particularlj  one  that  much 
pleased  him  from  the  Turkish  GoTemor,  to  whom  he 
had  sent  the  rescued  prisoners,  and  who^  in  this  com- 
munioation,  thanked  him  for  hb  humane  interference, 
and  requested  a  repetition  of  it. 

In  the  erening  be  conyersed  a  good  deal  with  Parry, 
who  remained  some  hours  bj  his  bedside.  ^  He  sat 
up  in  his  bed  (says  this  officer),  and  was  then  cabn 
and  coDected.  He  talked  wiUi  me  on  a  Tariety  of 
subjects  connected  with  himself  and  his  family ;  he 
spoke  of  his  intentions  as  to  Greece,  his  plans  for  the 
campaign,  and  what  he  should  ultimately  do  for  that 
country.  He  spoke  to  me  about  my  own  adrentnres. 
fle  spoke  of  death  also  wiih  great  composure,  and 
though  he  did  not  believe  his  end  was  so  Tery  near, 
there  was  somethmg  about  him  so  serious  and  so 
firm,  so  resigned  and  composed,  so  different  from  any 
thing  I  had  erer  before  seen  in  him,  that  my  mind 
misgave  me,  and  at  times  foreboded  his  speedy  dts- 
solution.** 

On  revisiting  his  patient  eariy  next  mommg,  Mr 
Milfingen  learned  hook  him,  that  having  passed,  as 
he  thought,  on  the  whole,  a  better  night,  he  had  not 
considered  it  necessary  to  ask  Dr  Bruno  to  bleed 
him.  What  followed,  I  shall,  in  justice  to  Mr  Mil- 
fingen, give  m  his  own  words.*  ^'I  thought  it  my 
duty  now  to  put  aside  all  consideiation  of  his  feelings, 
and  to  declare  solemnly  to  him,  how  deeply  I  kr 
Biented  to  see  him  trifle  thus  with  his  life*  and  show 
■0  little  resolution.  His  pertinacious  refusal  had  al- 
ready, I  said,  caused  most  precious  time  to  be  lost ; 

but  few  hours  of  hope  now.  remained,  and,  unless 

he  submitted  immediate]y  to  be  bled,  we  could  not 
answer  for  the  consequences.  It  was  true,  he  cared 
not  for  life ;  but  who  couhl  assure  him  that,  unless 
lie  changed  his  resolution,  the  uncontrolled  disease 
might  not  operate  such  disorganhtatkm  in  his  system 
as  utterly  and  for  ever  to  deprive  him  of  reason?— I 
had  now  hit  at  hut  on  the  sensible  chord ;  and, 
partly  annoyed  by  our  importunities,  partly  per- 
suadect  he  cast  at  us  both  the  fiercest  glance  of 
vexation,  and,  throwing  out  his  arm,  said,  in  the  an- 
griest tone,  •  There— you  are,  I  see,  a  d— d  set  of 
batchers— take  Away  as  much  blood  as  you  like,  but 


Gount  Gamba,  who  had  not  for  the  hut  two  days 
seen  him,  being  confined  to  his  own  apartment  by  a 
spramed  ankle,  now  contrived  to  reach  his  room. 
^His  countenance,"  says  this  gentleman,  ^at  once 
awakened  in  me  the  most  dreadful  suspicions.  He 
was  very  cahn;  he  talked  to  me  in  the  kindest  manner 
about  my  accident,  but  in  a  hollow,  sepulchral  tone. 
'Take  care  of  your  foot/  said  he;  *I  know  by 
experience  how  pamfu}  it  must  be.'  I  could  not 
stay  near  his  bed:  a  flood  of  tears  rushed  into  my 
eyes,  and  I  was  obliged  to  withdraw.**  Neither 
Count  Gamba,  indeed,  nor  Fletcher,  appear  to  have 
been  sufficiently  masters  of  themselves  to  do  much 
else  than  weep  during  the  remainder  of  this  afflicting 
scene. 

In  addition  to  the  bleedmg,  which  was  repeated 
twice  on  the  17th,  it  was  thought  right  also  to  apply 
blisters  to  the  soles  of  his  feet  ^  When  on  the  point 
of  putting  them  on,"  says  Mr.  Milliogen,  ^'Lord 
Pyron  asked  me  whether  it  would  answer  the  purpose 
to  apply  both  on  the  same  leg.  Guessing  immediately 
the  motive  that  led  him  to  ask  this  question,  I  told 
him  that  I  would  pkce  them  above  the  knees.  *  Do 
io,'  he  replied.** 

It  is  painful  to  dwell  on  such  details,— >but  we  are 
now  approaching  the  dose.  In  addition  to  most  of 
those  sad  varieties  of  wretchedness  which  surround 
alike  the  grandest  and  humblest  deathbeds,  there 
was  also  in  the  scene  now  passing  around  the  dying 
Byron  such  a  degree  of  confusion  and  uncomforl  as 
renders  it  donbly  dreary  to  contemplate.  There 
having  been  no  person  invested,  since  his  ilhiess,  with 
authority  over  the  household,  neither  order  nor  quiet 
was  maintained  in  his  apartment  Most  of  the 
comforts  necessary  in  such  an  iUness  were  wanting  ; 
and  those  around  him,  either  unprepared  for* the 
danger,  were,  like  Bruno,  when  it  came,  bewildered 
by  it ;  or,  like  the  kind-hearted  Fletcher  and  Count 
Gamba,  were  by  their  feelings  rendered  no  less 
helpless. 

^  In  all  the  attendants,*^  says  Parry,  **  there  was 
the  officiousness  of  zeal ;  but  owing  to  their  ignorance 
of  each,  other's  Unguage,  their  seal  only  added  to 
the  oonfusbn.  This  circumstance,  and  the  want  of 
oonunon  necessaries,  made  Lord  Byron's  apartment 
such  a  picture  of  distress  and  even  anguish  during 
the  two  or  three  last  days  of  his  life,  as  I  never 
before  beheld,  and  wish  never  agam  to  witness.** 
The  ISlh.being  Easter  day,— a  holiday  which  the 
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At  this  time  the  physieiaiis,  becoming  still  more 
alarmed,  expressed  a  wish  for  a  consultatioa ;  aod 
proposed  QaUing  in,  without  delay.  Dr.  Freiber,  the 
medical  assistant  of  Mr.  Milliogen,  and  Luca  Vaya, 
a  Greek,  the  physician  of  Mayrocordato.  On  hearing 
this.  Lord  Byron  at  first  refused  to  see  them;  but 
being  informed  that  Mayrocordato  adrised  it,  he 
said,— >^ Very  well,  let  them  come;  but  let  them 
look  at  me  and  say  nothmg.**  This  they  promised, 
and  were  admitted;  but  when  one  of  them,  on 
feeling  his  pulse,  showed  a  wish  to  speak — 
**  Recollect,**  he  said.  ^  your  promise,  and  go  away.** 
^  It  was  after  this  consultation  of  the  physicians* 
that,  as  it  appeared  to  Count  Gamba,  Lord  Byron 
was,  for  the  first  time,  aware  of  his  approaching  end. 
Mr  Millingen,  Fletcher,  and  Tita,  had  been  standing 
round  his  bed ;  but  the  two  first,  unable  to  restram 
their  tears,  left  the  room.  Tita  also  wept;  but,  as 
Oyron  held  his  hand,  couM  not  retire.  He,  however, 
turned  away  his  face ;  while  Byron,  boking  at  him 
steadily,  said,  half  smiling,  ^  Oh  questa  i  una  bella 
scena.**  He  then  seemed  to  reflect  a  moment,  and 
exclaimed,  **  Call  Parry .''  Ahnost  immediately  af- 
tei wards,  a  fit  of  delirium  ensued;  and  he  began  to 
talk  wildly,  as  if  he  were  mounting  a  breach  in  an 
assault, — calling  out,  half  in  Elnglish,  half  in  Italian, 
"  Forwards— forwards — courage— follow  my  exam- 
ple," «tc.  &c. 

On  coming  agam  to  himself,  he  asked  Fletcher,  who 
had  then  returned  into  the  room,  ^  whether  be  had 
sent  for  Doctor  Thomas,  as  he  desired  ?**  and  the 
tierrant  answering  in  the  affirmative,  he  replied,  ^  You 
have  done  right,  for  I  should  hlce  to  know  what  b  the 
matter  with  me.'*  He  had,  a  short  time  before,  with 
that  kind  consideration  for  those  about  him  which 
was  one  of  the  great  sources  of  their  lasting  attach- 
ment to  him,  said  to  Fletcher,  ^^  I  am  afraid  you  and 
Tita  will  be  ill  with  sitting  up  night  and  day."  It 
was  now  evident  that  he  knew  he  was  dying;  and 
between  his  anxiety  to  make  his  servant  understand 
his  last  wishes,  and  the  rapid  faflure  of  his  powers 
of  utterance,  a  most  painful  scene  ensued.  Chn 
Fletcher  asking  whether  he  should  bring  pen  and 
paper  to  take  down  his  words— ^  Oh  no,"  he  replied 
— ^  there  is  no  time— it  is  now  nearly  over.  Go  to 
my  sister — tell  her — go  to  Lady  Byron— you  will  see 
her,  and  say— ^"  Here  his  voice  ftdtered,  and  became 
gradually  indistinct;  notwithstanding  which  he  conti- 
nued still  tomutter  to  himself ,forneariy  twenty  minutes, 
vrith  much  earnestness  of  manner,  but  in  such  a  tone 
that  only  a  few  words  could  be  distinguished.  These, 
too,  were  only  names,— ^  Augusta"—**  Ada"—**  Hob- 
house"—**  Kinnaird."  He  then  said,  *"  Now,  I  have 
told  you  an."  **  My  fcwd,"  repKed  Fletcher,  **  I  have 
not  undeivtood  a  word  your  lordship  has  been  saying." 
**  Not  understand  roe?"  exclaimed  Lord  Byron,  with 
a  kwk  of  the  utmost  distress,  **  what  a  pity  l^then  it 
is  too  late,  all  is  over."  **  I  hope  not,"  answered 
Fletcher;  **  but  the  Lord's  will  be  done."  '*Yes, 
not  mine,"  said  Byron.  He  then  tried  to  utter  a  few 
words,  of  which  none  were  intelligible,  except  **  my 
sister— my  child." 
The  decision  adopted  at  the  consultation  had  been, 


*  For  Mr  Bfillingen'i  scconnt  of  this  conraltation,  see 
Appendix,  p.  519. 


contrary  to  the  opinion  of  Mr  Millingen  and  Dr  Freiber, 
to  administer  to  the  patient  a  strong  antispasmodio 
potion,  which,  while  it  produced  sleep,  but  hastened, 
perhaps,  death.  In  order  to  persuade  him  into  taking 
this  draught,  Mr  Parry  was  sent  for,  *  and,  without 
any  difficulty,  induced  him  to  swallow  a  few  BMmtii- 
fuk.  **  When  he  took  my  hand  (says  Pfeuny),  I  fiMmd 
his  hands  were  deadly  cold.  With  the  assistanee  of 
Tita  I  endeavoured  gently  io  create  a  little  warmth 
in  them;  and  also  loosened  the  bandage  which  was 
tied  round  his  head.  Till  this  was  done  he  stwed 
in  great  pain,  clenched  his  hands  at  times,  gnashed 
his  teeth,  and  uttered  the  Italian  exclamatioii  of  *  Ah 
Christi !'  He  bore  the  loosening  of  the  band  pasKve- 
ly,  and,  after  it  was  loosened,  shed  tears ;  then  taking 
my  hand  again,  uttered  a  fiiint  good  night,  and  tank 
into  a  slumber." 

In  about  half  an  hour  he  again  awoke,  whea  a 
second  dose  of  the  strong  infusion  was  admiBistctcd 
to  him.  **  From  those  about  him  (says  Count  Gamba, 
who  was  not  able  to  bear  this  scene  himself)  I  col- 
lected that,  either  at  this  time,  or  in  his  former  interval 
of  reason,  he  could  be  understood  to  say—*  Poor 
Greece!— poor  town!— n^  poor  servants!'  Abo, 
'Why  was  I  not  awaro  of  this  eoonerfand  *My 
hour  is  come !— I  do  not  care  for  death — but  why  did 
I  not  go  home  before  I  came  here?'  At  another  tine 
he  said,  *  There  are  things  which  make  the  world  dear 
to  me  [lb  lascio  qualche  cosa  (U  caro  uel  mamcto] : 
for  the  rest,  I  am  content  to  die.'  He  qpoke  also  of 
Greece,  saying,  *  I  have  given  her  my  time,  my  mrans, 
my  health--^and  now  I  give  her  niy  life! — what ooold 
I  do  more?*"  f 

It  was  about  six  o'clock  on  the  evening  of  this  day 
wlien  he  said,  **  Now  I  shall  go  to  sleep;"  and  then 
turning  round  fell  hito  that  slumber  firom  which  he 
never  awoke.  For  the  next  twenl>-four  hours  helny 
incapable  of  either  sense  or  motion, — ^with  the  excep- 
tion of,  now  and  then,  slight  symptoos  of  sufiboatioB, 
during  which  his  servant  raised  his  head,  and  at  aquar- 
ter  past  six  o'ck>ck  on  the  foDowing  day,  the  19th, 
he  was  seen  to  open  his  eyes  and  immecUatc^  sinil 
them  again.  The  physicianr  fidt  his  pobe — he  was 
no  more! 

To  attempt  to  describe  how  the  intelligence  of  this 
sad  event  struck  upon  all  hearts  vrould  be  as  difficult 
as  it  is  superfluous*  He,  whom  the  whole  work!  was 
to  moura,  bad  on  the  tears  of  Greece  peculiar  elaia^ 
—as  it  vras  at  her  feet  he  now  hud  down  the  harvest 
of  such  a  Ufe  of  fame.  To  the  people  of  Missolonghi, 
who  first  felt  the  shock  that  was  soon  to  spread  through 
all  Europe,  the  event  seemed  almost  incredible.  It 
was  but  the  other  day  that  he  had  come  among  thcB, 
radiant  with  renown, — inspiring  fiuth,  by  his  voy 
name,  in  those  miracles  of  success  that  were  about  lo 
spring  forth  at  the  touch  of  his  ever-poweifnl  geoius. 
All  this  had  now  vanished,  like  a  short  drnm : — 

*  From  this  drcosMtsaee.  as  well  as  from  the  teras  ki 
which  he  is  mentioned  by  Lord  Byron,  it  i#i>laia  that  this 
penon  had,  by  hii  blunt,  practicsl  good  sense,  arqaired  Ar 
more  iofloence  over  bis  lordship's  mind  than  was  pMwase4 
bf  any  of  the  other  persons  about  idm. 

t  It  is  but  right  to  remind  the  reader,  that  for  the  aayiacB 
liere  attributed  to  Lord  Byron,  however  aataral  and  prs 
bable  they  owy  appear,  there  is  not  exactly  the  swae  aa- 
thority  of  credible  witnesses  by  which  all  the  other  dettfto  I 
have  given  of  his  last  hoars  are  snpportcd. 
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nor  can  we  wonder  that  the  poor  Greeks,  to  whom 
Iu9  comiog  had  been  such  a  glory,  and  who,  on  the 
last  evening  of  his  Kfe,  thronged  the  streets,  inquiring 
as  to  his  state,  should  regard  the  thunder-storm,  which, 
at  the  moment  he  died,  broke  over  the  town,  as  the 
signal  of  his  doom,  and,  in  their  superstitious  grief, 
cry  to  each  other,  **  The  great  man  is  gone !"  * 

Prince  Mavrooordato,  who  of  all  best  knew  and  felt 
the  extent  of  his  country's  loss,  and  who  had  to  mourn 
doubly  the  friend  of  Greece  and  of  himself,  on  the 
evening  of  the  19th  issued  this  melancholy  Proclama- 
tion. 


« PROVISIONAL  GOVERNMENT  OF  WESTERN 
GREECE. 

^'▲ST.  1186. 

**  The  present  day  of  festivity  and  rejoicing  has 
become  one  of  sorrow  and  of  mourning.  The  Lord 
Noel  Byron  departed  this  life  at  six  o'clock  in  the 
afternoon,  after  an  illness  of  ten  days;  his  death 
being  caused  by  an  mflammatory  fever.  Such  was 
the  effect  of  his  lordship's  illness  on  the  public  mind, 
that  all  classes  had  forgotten  their  usual  recreations 
of  Easter,  even  before  the  afflicting  event  was  appre- 
hended. 

**  The  loss  of  this  illustrious  individual  is  undoubt- 
edly to  be  deplored  by  all  Greece;  but  it  must  be 
more  especially  a  subject  of  lamentation  at  Missolon- 
ghi,  where  his  generosity  has  been  so  conspicuous^ 
displayed,  and  of  which  he  had  even  become  a  citizen, 
with  the  further  determination  of  participating  in  all 
the  dangers  of  the  war. 

**  Every  body  is  acquainted  with  the  beneficent  acts 
of  his  tordship,  and  none  can  cease  to  hafl  his  name  as 
that  of  a  real  benefiictor. 

**  Until,  therefore,  the  final  determination  of  the 
National  Government  be  known,  and  by  virtue  of  the 
powers  with  which  it  has  been  pleased  to  invest  me, 
I  hereby  decree, 

1st.  To-morrow  morning,  at  daylight,  thirty-seven 
minute  guns  will  be  fired  from  the  Grand  Battery, 
being  the  number  which  corresponds  with  the  age  of 
the  illustrious  deceased. 

**  9d.  All  the  public  offices,  even  the  tribunals,  are 
to  remain  closed  for  three  successive  days. 

**  3d.  All  the  shops,  except  those  in  which  pro- 
visions or  medicines  are  sold,  will  also  be  shut;  and  it 
is  strictly  enjoined  that  every  species  of  public  amuse- 
ment, and  other  demonstrations  of  festivity  at  Easter, 


Congress  had  assembled,  his  soul  was  prayed  for  in 
the  church ;  after  which  the  whole  garrison  and  the 
citizens  went  out  into  the  phun,  where  another  reli- 
gious ceremony  took  place,  under  the  shade  of  the 
olive  trees.  This  being  concluded,  the  troops  fired ; 
and  an  oration,  full  of  the  warmest  praise  and  giati- 
tude,  was  pronounced  by  the  High  Priest. 

When  such  was  the  veneration  shown  towards  him 
by  strangers,  what  must  have  been  the  feelings  of  bis 
near  associates  and  attendants!  Let  one  speak  for 
all: — ^"He  died  (says  Count  Oamba)  in  a  strange 
land,  and  amongst  strangers;  but  more  loved,  more 
sinoerely  wept  he  never  could  have  been,  wherever 
he  had  breathed  his  hist.  Such  was  the  attachment, 
mingled  with  a  sort  of  reverence  and  enthusiasm,  with 
which  he  inspired  those  arounjl  him,  that  there  was 
not  one  of  us  who  would  not,  for  his  sake,  have 
willingly  encountered  any  danger  in  the  work!." 

Colonel  Stanhope,  whom  the  sad  intelligence  reached 
at  Sak>na,  thus  writes  to  the  Committee : — ^  A  courier 
has  just  arrived  from  the  Chief  Scalza.  Alas !  all  our 
fears  are  realized.  The  soul  of  Byron  has  taken  its 
last  flight  Enghmd  has  lost  her  brightest  genius, 
Greece  her  noblest  friend.  To  console  them  for  the 
loss,  he  has  left  behind  the  emanatbns  of  his  splendid 
mind.  If  Byron  had  faults,  he  had  redeeming  virtues 
too^he  sacrificed  his  comfort,  fortune,  health,  and 
life,  to  the  cause  of  an  oppressed  nation.  Honoured 
be  his  memory !  ** 

Mr  Trelawney,  who  was  on  his  way  to  Missolonghi 
at  the  time,  described  as  follows  the  manner  in  which 
he  first  heard  of  his  fHend's  death :— **  With  all  my 
anxiety  1  could  not  get  here  before  the  third  day.  It 
vras  the  second,  after  having  crossed  the  first  great 
twrent,  that  I  met  some  soldiers  from  Missolonghi.  I 
had  let  them  all  pass  me,  ere  I  had  resolution  enough 
to  inquire  the  news  from  Missolonghi.  I  then  rode 
back,  and  demanded  of  a  straggler  the  news.  I  heard 
nothing  more  than — Lord  Byron  is  dead, — and  I  pro- 
ceeded on  in  gloomy  silence."  The  writer  adds,  after 
detailing  the  particulars  of  the  poet's  iUness  and 
death,  **  Your  pardon.  Stanhope,  that  I  have  thus 
turned  aside  from  the  great  cause  in  which  I  am  em- 
barked. But  this  is  no  private  grief.  The  world  has 
lost  its  greatest  man ;  1  my  best  friend.'* 

Among  his  servants  the  same  feeling  of  sincere 
grief  prevailed : — **  I  have  in  my  possession  (says  Mr 
Hoppner,  m  the  Notices  with  which  he  has  favoured 
me)  a  letter  written  by  his  gondolier  Tita,  who  had 
accompanied  him  from  Venice,  giving  an  account  to 
his  parents  of  his  master's  decease.  Of  this  event 
the  poor  feUow  speaks  in  the  most  afiectzng  mannei. 
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Byron's  name  was  the  great  meant  of  gettiog  the 
Loan.  A  Mr  Marshall,  with  £8000  per  annum,  was 
as  far  as  Corfu,  and  turned  back  on  bearing  of  Lord 
Byron's  death.  Thousands  of  people  were  flocking 
here :  some  had  arriTed  as  far  as  Corfu,  and  hearing 
of  his  death,  confessed  they  came  out  to  derote  their 
fortunes  not  to  the  Greeks,  or  from  interest  in  the 
cause,  but  to  the  noble  poet;  and  the  'Pilgrim  of 
Eternity**  baring  departed,  they  turned  back.*»4' 

The  funeral  ceremony  which,  on  account  of  the 
rains,  had  been  postponed  for  a  day,  took  place  in 
the  church  of  St  Nicholas,  at  Missokmghi,  on  the  33d 
of  April,  and  is  thus  fedingly  described  by  an  eye- 
witness. 

**  In  the  midst  of  his  own  brigade,  of  the  troops  of 
the  Government,  and  of  the  whole  population,  on  the 
shoulders  of  the  officers  of  his  corps,  relieved  occa- 
sionally by  other  Greeks,  the  most  predous  portion  of 
his  honoured  remains  were  carried  to  the  church, 
where  lie  the  bodies  of  Maroo  Bozsari  and  of  General 
Nermann.  There  we  bud  them  dovm :  the  coffin  vrat 
a  rude,  ill-constructed  chest  of  wood ;  a  black  mantle 
served  for  a  pall ;  and  over  it  we  placed  a  hehnet  and 
a  sword,  and  a  crown  of  laurel.  But  no  funeral  pomp 
could  have  left  the  impression,  nor  spoken  the  feelings, 
of  this  simple  ceremony.  The  vrretchedness  and  de- 
Bohtion  of  the  pkoe  itself;  the  vrild  and  half  civilised 
warriors  around  us ;  their  deep-felt,  unaflfected  grief; 
the  fond  recollections;  the  disappointed  hopes;  the 
anxieties  and  sad  presentiments  which  might  be  read 
on  every  countenance— all  contributed  to  form  a  sceoa 
more  moving,  moi«  truly  affecting,  than  perhaps 
was  ever  before  witnessed  round  the  grave  of  a  great 
man. 

^  When  the  funeral  service  vras  over,  we  left  the 
bier  in  the  middle  of  the  church,  where  it  remained 
until  the  evening  of  the  next  day,  and  was  guarded  by 
a  detachment  of  his  own  brigade.  The  church  was 
crowded  vrithout  cessation  by  thoee  who  came  ta 
honour  and  to  regret  the  benefactor  of  Greece,  in 
(he  evening  of  the  S8d,  the  bier  was  privately  carried 
back  by  his  officers  to  his  own  honse.  The  coffin  was 
not  closed  till  the  39th  of  the  month.  Immediately 
after  his  death,  his  countenance  had  an  air  of  calm- 
ness, mingled  writh  a  severity,  tliat  seemed  gradually 
to  soften;  for  when  I  took  a  last  bok  of  him,  the  ex- 
pression, at  least  to  my  eyes,  was  truly  sijblime." 

We  have  seen  how  decidcMfly,  while  in  Italy,  Lord 
Byron  expressed  his  repugnance  to  the  idea  of  his 
remains  resting  upon  English  ground;  arid  the  injunc- 
tions he  so  frequently  gave  to  Mr  Hoppner  on  this 

*  The  title  gtren  by  SheOey  to  Lord  Byron  In  his  Beyy 
on  the  death  oTKeats. 

*'The  PUgrtiB  of  Etondtr,  wfaoie  tkme 
Over  bb  Itvbg  htmi  Uke  Hnven  k  bmt 
Aa  nrl J  bat  endarinf  BOAuineiit, 
Ciae  veUlng  aU  the  llfbtoiBft  of  Us  long 
loaorrow.'* 

.f  Psrry.  too  mentions  an  Initsnce  to  the  isme  eff^  :>^ 
«WMIe  I  was  on  the  qnamntine  house  at  Zante,  a  gentleman 
called  on  me.  and  made  nomeroos  inqoiriet  as  to  Lord  By- 
ron. He  said  he  was  only  one  of  Omrteen  English  gentle- 
BMn,  then  at  Ancona,  who  had  sent  him  on  to  obtain  in- 
telligence, and  ondf  waited  liis  return  to  come  and  Join 
Lord  Byron.  They  were  to  form  a  mounted  guard  for  him, 
and  meant  to  devote  their  personal  serrices  and  their  in- 
comes to  the  Greek  cause.  On  hearing  of  Lord  Byron's 
death,  however,  they  turned  back.* 


point  show  bis  widies  to  have  beeny-«t  least,  dnrhig 
that  period,— sincere.  With  one  so  changing,  how- 
ever, in  his  impulses,  it  was  not  too  much  to  take  for 
panted  that  the  fiur  more  cordial  feeling  entertained 
by  him  towards  his  countiymen  at  Cephalonia,  would 
have  been  foUowed  by  a  correspondent  change  in  this 
antipathy  to  Engknd  as  a  bst  restm^-place.  It  is, 
at  all  events,  fortunate  that  by  no  sudi  spleen  of  tfaa 
moment  has  his  native  country  been  deprived  of  her 
natural  right  ta  endirine  vrithni  her  ovm  bosom  one  of 
the  noblest  of  her  dead,  and  to  atone  for  any  wr«« 
she  may  have  mfficted  upon  hhn,  while  living,  bj 
making  his  tomb  a  phtcf  of  pilgrimage  for  her  sons 
through  all  ages. 

By  Colonel  Stanhope  and  others  it  vras  suggested 
that,  as  a  tribute  to  the  land  he  celebrated  and  died 
for,  his  remains  should  i>e  deposited  at  Athens,  in  the 
Temple  of  Theseus;  and  the  Chief  OdyaKua  des- 
patched an  express  to  Missokmghi  to  enforce  tins 
wish.  On  the  part  of  the  tovm,  too,  in  which  he 
breathed  his  fast,  a  similar  request  had  been  made  hj 
the  citiaens,  and  it  vras  thought  advisable  so  fisr  lo 
accede  to  their  desires  as  to  leave  vrith  them,  for  in- 
terment, one  of  the  vessek  in  which  his  remama*  after 
embalmment,  *were  enclosed. 

The  first  step  taken,  before  any  decirion  as  to  its 
ultimate  disposal,  vras  to  have  the  bo4y  conveyed  to 
Zante ;  and  every  &ciUty  having  been  affiirded  by  the 
Resident,  Sir  FYederio  Stoven,  in  providing  and  send- 
ing transports  to  Missolonghi  for  that  purpose,  on  the 
morning  of  the  3d  of  May  ihe  remains  were  embnifced, 
under  a  mournful  salute  from  the  guns  of  the  fortress; 
—^'1  How  difierent,**  si^s  Count  Gamba,  **  from  that 
vrhich  had  welcomed  the  arrival  of  Byron  only  fcnr 
months  agol** 

At  Zante  the  detennination  was  taken  to  send  die 
body  to  England;  and  the  brig  Florida,  vrhich  had 
just  arrived  there  with  the  irst  instafanent  of  the  Loan, 
was  engaged  for  the  purpose.  Mr  Blaquiere,  under 
whose  care  this  first  portion  of  the  Loan  had  cone, 
was  also  the  bearer  of  a  Conmussion  for  the  dne 
■mnagement  of  its  disposal  in  Greece,  in  vrhieh  Lord 
Byion  was  named  as  the  principal  GonunisaioBKr. 
The  same  ship,  however,  that  broogbC  this  honourable 
mark  of  confidence  was  to  return  vrith  ibim  a  corpse. 
To  Colonel  Stanhope,  who  was  then  at  2«ante,  on  his 
vray  homeward,  vras  intrusted  the  charge  of  his  3- 
hutrious  colleague^s  remains ;  and  on  the  95th  of  May 
he  embarked  vrith  them  on  board  the  Florida  for 
England. 

In  the  letter  which,  on  his  arrival  in  die  Dovma, 
June  39th,  this  gentleman  addressed  to  Lord  Byron's 
executors,  there  is  the  foUovring  passage: — ^  With 
respect  to  the  funeral  ceremony,  I  am  of  opinion  that 
his  lordship's  Cunily  should  be  immediately  oonstuled, 
and  that  sanction  should  he  obtained  ibr  the  pnbie 
burial  of  his  body  either  in  the  great  Abbey  or  Cathe- 
dral of  London.'*  It  has  been  assorted,  and  I  fear  too 
truly,  that  on  some  intimation  of  the  widi  suggested 
in  this  last  sentence  being  conveyed  to  one  of  diooe 
Reverend  persons  who  have  the  honours  of  the  Abbey 
at  their  disposal,  such  an  answer  was  returned  as  IcA 
but  little  doubt  that  a  refosal  would  be  the  nsnSt  of 
aqy  more  regular  application.* 

*  A  former  Dean  of  Westmiostrr  went  ao  Ihr,  we  kasw, 
in  his  scmples  as  to  exolade*an  epitaph  tnm  tte  AjMsTk 
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There  0  an  anecdote  toU  of  the  poet  Hafes,  m 
Sir  William  Jonei's  Life,  which,  in  reporting  this 
instance  of  iUiberality,  recurs  natnralljr  to  the  m^ 
nory.  ACter  the  death  of  the  great  Persian  bard, 
nnie  of  the  religious  among  his  countiymen  protested 
■troogly  agamst  allowing  to  him  the  right  of  sepul- 
ture, alleging,  as  their  objection,  the  licentiousness 
of  his  poetry.  After  much  controyer^y,  it  was  agreed 
to  leaTe  the  decision  of  the  question  toa  mode  of  di- 
Tination,  not  unorannum  among  the  Persians,  which 
oonswted  in  opening  the  poet's  book  at  raud^m,  and 
taking  the  first  Terses  that  occurred.  They  happened 
to  be  these: 

«  Oh  tnnmoC  coldly  fron  the  poet*fbier. 

Nor  check  tbe  racred  dropi  by  Pity  giren ; 
FOr  tbough  In  sin  hblMMly  flmnbereth  htm. 
His  soul,  sbsolved,  already  wings  to  liearen.* 

Hiese  lines,  says  the  legend,  wore  looked  upon  as 
a  difine  decree;  the  religionists  no  tonger  ei^orced 
their  objections,  aad  tbe  remains  of  the  bard  were 
lefi  to  take  their  quiet  sleep  by  that  **  sweet  bower  of 
MoaeUay^  which  he  had  so  often  celebrated  in  his 


Wef«  our  Byron's  right  of  sepulture  to  be  decided 
in  the  same  manner,  how  few  are  there  of  his  pages, 
thus  taken  at  hazard,  that  would  not,  by  some  genial 
tOfQch  of  sympathy  with  Tirtue,  some  glowing  tribute 
to  tbe  bright  worics  of  God,  or  some  gush  of  natural 
derotion  more  afiecting  than  any  homily,  gite  hitn  a 
title  to  admission  into  the  purest  temple  of  which 
diristian  Charity  erer  heki  the  guardianship. 

Let  the  decision,  howcTer,  of  these  Reveiend  autho- 
rities have  been,  finally, what  it  might,  it  was  the  wish, 
as  is  understood,  of  Lord  Byron's  dearest  relative  to 
have  bis  remains  laid  in  the  family  vault  at  Hucknell, 
near  Newstead.  Onlieinglanded  from  the  Florida,  the 
body  bad,under  the  dffectionof  his  lordship's  executors, 
Mr  Hobhouse  and  Mr  Hanson^  been  ;«moved  to  the 
boqseof  Sirfidward  Rnatchbul,  m  OreatGeorge-street, 
Westminster,  where  it  lay  in  state  during  Friday  and 
Saturday,  the  9th  and  10th  of  July,  and  the  following 
Monday  the  funeral  procession  took  pbice.  Leaving 
Westminster  at  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morning,  at- 
tended by  most  of  his  ferdship's  personal  friends  and 
by  tbe  carriages  of  Several  persons  of  rank,  it  pro- 
ceeded tlirough  various  streets  of  the  metropolis 
towards  the  North  Road.  At  Pancras  Church  the 
ceremonial  of  the  processkm  being  at  an  end,  the  car- 
riages returned ;  and  the  hearse  continued  its  way, 
liy  dow  stages,  to  Nottingham. 

It  was  on  Friday  the  16th  of  July  that,  in  the  small 
Tillage  church  of  Hucknell,  the  hwt  duties  were  paid 
to  the  remains  of  Byron,  by  depositing  them,  okwe  to 
thooe  of  his  mother,  in  the  family  vault.  Exactly  on 
Che  aune  day  of  the  same  month  in  the  preceding 
year,  he  had  said,  it  will  be  recollected,  despond- 
iogly,  to  Count  Gamba,  **  Where  shall  we  be  in 
another  year  ? "  The  gentleman  to  whom  this  fore- 
boding speech  was  addressed  paid  a  visit,  some 
months  after  the  interment,  to  Hucknell,  and  was  much 
atmck,  as  I  have  heard,  on  approaching  the  village, 

became  it  contained  tbe  name  of  Milton :— «s  name,  in  bis 
opinion**  Myi  JoIuuod,  « too  detestable  to  be  read  on  tbe 
waU  of  a  boilding  dedicated  to  devotion.*'— I4r«  </  M  iltoh. 


by  the  strong  likeness  it  teemed  to  hhn  to  bear  to  bis 
lost  friend's  melancholy  deathpkice,  Missolonghi. 

On  a  tablet  of  white  marble  in  the  chancel  of  the 
Church  of  Hucknell  is  the  foUowing  inscriptioii:— 

»THB  VAULT   UIUUTB, 
WHSBX  MANY  OF  HIS  ANCBSTOBS  AND  BIS  MOTBn 

abbbuiud. 

US  TBS  Knuma  or 

GEORGE  GORDON  NOEL  BYRON, 

LOBD  SnON,  or  BOCHDALE, 

m  THB  COUNTT  OF  LANCArrXS. 

TRl  AVTBOB  Or  ■OmLDB  HAROLDS  nLOSniAOI.* 

m  WAS  BoiM  nc  lonoon.  on  THB 

tSD  or  JANVAXT,  1718. 

HI  DBD  AT  mSSOLONOm.  W  WSSTBRN  OUBCI, 

ON  THB  MTH  Of  APRIL  lOM. 

BNOAOBn  IN  THB  OLORIOUS  ATTEMPT  TO  BBST01|S  THAT 

COOMTBT  TO  HBB  ANCHMT  rBBBDOH  AND  BSNOWN. 


AVeVSTA  MABIA  LXIGB. 
FLAOID  THIS  TABUT  TO  HIS  HXMOIT. 

From  among  the  tributes  that  have  been  offered, 
in  prose  and  verse,  and  in  almost  every  language 
of  Europe,  to  his  memory,  I  riialt  select  two  which 
appear  to  me  worthy  of  peculiar  notice,  as  being,  on& 
of  them, — so  &r  as  my  limited  scholarship  will  alfew 
me  to  judge, — a  simple  and  happy  imitation  of  those 
laudatory  inBcriptions  with  which  the  Greece  of  other 
times  honoured  the  tombs  of  h^r  heroes,  and  the 
other  as  being  the  production  of  a  pen,  once  engaged 
controversially  against  Byron,  but  not  the  less  ready, 
as  these  afiecthi  verses  prove,  to  offer  the  homage  of  a 
manly  sorrow  and  admiration  at  his  grave. 


T)«  Ir  if  'WXXHt  wiUtrinwf 


*A^X*f«t  Kffimap  thf^ptm^  ip**^ 
AXX«t  Ttir,  vpk-fiHr*,  fttpw  wwUimtr  */54r*, 


OHILDB  HAROLD'S  LAST  FILGRIMAOB. 

BY  THB  RB7.  W.  h,  BOWLES. 

"  So  ends  Childb  Harold  hti  last  piLORniAOB  !— 
Upon  tbe  iliores  of  Greece  lie  stood,  and  cried 
*  LiRBRTT  I*  aad  tboM  ibores,  flrom  axe  to  age 
Renowned,  and  Sparta's  woods  and  rodu*  repUod 

*  By  Jdba  Williams,  JEaq.— Tbe  following  translation  sf 
this  inscription  will  not  be  unacceptable  to  my  readers:  — 

"  Not  length  of  Ufe— not  m  lllustrioiM  Urth, 
Rich  with  tbe  noblM  blood  of  til  tbe  eartb  ;— 
Nooffht  cmn  avail,  mtt  deeds  of  Ufh  emprbe. 
Oar  BKMial  httag  to  Immortalize. 
Sweet  child  of  Mog,  Umu  sleepert !— neer  agahi 
ShBll  iwell  the  notes  of  thy  melodkMM  straia  t 
Yet,  with  thy  country  waiHng  o*er  thy  urn, 
Ptltas,  tU  Muse,  Man,  Greece,  and  Freedom  mooro.*^ 
H.H.Jdr. 
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'Liberty!*   Bot « Spectre, at hii ilde. 
Stood  mockiiiff ;— and  itf  dart,  npliftlnc  high. 
Smote  him ;— he  tank  to  earth  in  life**  Ihir  pride: 
Spakta  !  thy  rocks  then  beard  another  cry 
And  old  UiMUf  ■iffh'd-*  Die,  generona  exUe,  die  i* 

« I  will  not  adc  lad  Pity  to  deplore 
Hia  wayward  erron,  who  thus  early  died 
Still  leas,  Chilpb  Harold,  now  thou  art  no  more. 
Will  I  Bay  aught  of  genius  misapplied: 
or  the  past  shadows  of  thy  spleen  or  pride  :— 
But  I  will  bid  th'  Arcadian  cypress  wave. 
Pluck  the  green  laurel  from  PeneoiT  side. 
And  pray  thy  spirit  may  such  quiet  have. 

That  not  one  thoni^t  onkind  bemnrmor'd  o'er  thy  grare. 

"So  Harold  bnds,  in  Grbbcb,  rib  pilorihaob  i— . 

There  fitly  cndiDg,->ln  that  land  renown'd, 

•Whose  mighty  genius  Utos  in  Glory's  page,— 

He,  on  the  Muses'  consecrated  ground. 

Sinldug  to  rest,  while  bis  young  brows  are  bound 

With  their  unfhding  wreath  I— To  bands  of  mirth. 

No  more  in  Tbmpb  let  the  pipe  resound ! 

Harold,  I  follow  to  thy  phue  of  birth 
The  slow  hearse— and  thy  last  sad  pilorisiaob  on  earth.' 

*  Slow  moves  the  plumed  hearse,  the  mooming  train,— 
I  mark  the  sad  procession  with  a  sigh. 

Silently  passing  to  that  Tillage  fiine. 
Where,  Harold,  thy  forefiithers  mouldering  lie  ;- 
There  sleeps  that  mothbr,  who,  with  tearfhl  eye 
Pondering  the  fortunes  of  thy  early  road. 
Hong  o'er  the  slumbers  of  thine  infkncy ;  I 
Her  Son  released  from  mortal  labour's  load. 
Now  comes  to  rest,  with  her,  in  the  same  still  abode. 

*  Bursting  Death's  silence— could  that  mother  speak—* 
(Speak  when  the  earth  was  heap'd  upon  his  head)— 
In  thrilling,  but  with  hollow  accent  weak. 

She  thus  might  give  the  welcome  of  the  dead :  — 
*  Here  rest,  my  son,  with  me ;- the  dream  is  fled  ;— 
The  motley  mask  and  the  great  stir  is  o'er : 
Welcome  to  me .  and  to  this  silent  bed,    * 
Where  deep  forgetitilness  succeeds  the  roar 
Of  life,  and  flpetting  passions  waste  the  heart  no  more.'* 


By  his  Lordship's  Will,  «  copy  of  which  will  be 
found  in  the  Appendix,  he  bequeathed  to  his  execu- 
tors, in  tnistfor  the  benefit  of  his  sister,  Mrs  Leigh, 
the  monies  arising  from  the  sale  of  all  his  real  estates 
at  Rochdale  and  elsewhere,  together  with  such  part 
of  his  other  property  as  was  not  settled  upon  Lady 
Byron  and  his  daughter  Ada,  to  be  by  Mrs  Leigh  en- 
joyed, free  from  her  husband's  control,  diving  her 
life,  and^  after  her  decease,  to  be  inherited  by  her 
children. 

We  haTe  now  followed  to  its  c1o«e  a  life  which, 
brief  as  was  its  span,  may  be  said,  perhaps),  to  have 
comprised  within  itself  a  greater  fariety  of  those  ex- 
citements and  interests  which  spring  out  of  the  deep 
workings  of  passion  and  of  intellect  than  any  that  the 
pen  of  biography  has  erer  before  commemorated. 
As  there  still  remain  among  the  papers  of  my  friend 
some  curious  gleanings  which,  though  in  the  abun- 
dance of  our  materials  I  have  not  hitherto  found  a 
place  for  them,  are  too  valuable  towards  the  illustra- 
tion of  his  character  to  be  lost,  I  shall  here,  in  select- 
ing them  for  the  reader,  avail  myself  of  the  opportu- 
nity of  trespassing,  for  the  last  time,  on  his  patience 
with  a  few  general  remarks. 

It  must  have  been  observed,  throughout  these  pages, 
and  by  some,  perhaps,  with  disappointment,  tliat  into 
the  character  of  Lord  Byron,  as  a  poet,  there  has 
b«en  little,  if  any,  critical  examination ;  but  that,  con- 
tent with  expressing  generally  the  delight  which,  in 


common  with  aO,  I  derive  finom  his  poetry,  I  have  left 
the  task  of  analysing  the  sources  from  whiob  thii 
delight  springs  to  others.  *  In  thus  evading,  if  it  mist 
be  so  considered,  one  of  my  duties  as  a  biogrsplier, 
I  hare  been  influenced  no  less  by  a  sense  of  my  own 
inaptitude  for  the  office  of  critic,  than  by  reooiieetiflg 
with  what  assiduity,  throughout  the  whole  of  the 
poet's  career,  every  new  rising  of  his  genius  wis 
watched  from  the  great  observatories  of  Criticism,  and 
the  ever  changing  varieties  of  its  course  and  splen- 
dour tracked  out  and  recorded,  vfith  a  degree  of  skiD 
and  minuteness  which  has  left  but  little  for  succeeding 
observers  to  discover.  It  is,  moreover,  into  the  cha- 
racter and  conduct  of  Lord  Byron,  as  a  man,  not  dis- 
tinct from,  but  forming,  on  the  contrary,  the  best  iBos- 
tration  of  his  character,  as  a  writer,  that  it  has  been 
the  more  immediate  purpose  of  these  vokunei  to 
inquire ;  and  if,  in  the  course  of  them,  any  satiir 
factory  clue  has  been  afforded  to  those  anooialies, 
moral  and  intellectual,  which  his  life  exhibited,— still 
more,  should  it  have  been  the  effect  of  my  humble 
labours  to  clear  away  some  of  those  misti  .that  bang 
round  my  friend,  and  show  him,  in  most  respects,  is 
worthy  of  Jove  as  he  was,  in  all,  of  admiration,  then 
will  the  chief  and  sole  aim  of  this  work  have  been  so- 
complished. 

Having  devoted  io  this  object  so  large  a  portion  of 
my  own  share  of  these  pages,  and,  yet  more  birij, 
enabled  the  world  to  form  a  judgment  for  itsdf,  bj 
pkcing  the  man,  in  his  own  person,  and  witboot  dis- 
guise, before  all  eyes,  there  woukl  seem  to  remain  now 
but  an  easy  duty  in  summing  up  the  various  points  of 
his  character,  and,  out  of  the  features,  already  sepa- 
rately described,  combinmg  one  complete  portrait. 
The  task,  however,  is  by  no  means  so  easy  as  it  msj 
appear.  There  are  few  characters  in  which  a  n»r 
acquaintance  does  not  enable  us  to  discover  some  one 
leading  principle  or  passion,  consistent  enough  in  in 
operations  to  be  taken  confidently  into  account  in  aay 
estimate  of  the  disposition  in  which  they  are  found. 
Like  those  points  in  the  human  face,  or  figure,  to 
which  all  its  other  proportions  are  referriWe,  there  » 
in  most  minds  some  one  governing  influence,  froa 
which  chiefly, — though,  of  course,  biased  on  some 
occasions  by  others,— all  its  various  iropnlscs  and  ten- 
dencies will  be  found  to  radiate.  In  Lord  Byron, 
however,  this  sort  of  pivot  of  character  vras  atooit 
wholly  wanting.  Governed  as  he  vras  at  diftreni 
moments  by  totally  different  passioiis,  and  impdlfd 

'  •  It  may  be  making  too  light  of  critictsm  to  say  with  GrjT 
that  'eTen  a  bad  verse  Is  as  good  a  Ihihg  or  better  thsatftr 
best  observation  that  ever  was  made  upon  It ;  ■  bat  there 
are  surely  few  tasks  that  appear  more  thankless  ««"* 
pertlnons  than  that  of  following,  as  iCriticism  iqs»g|"*' 
docs,  in  the  rear  of  victorious  genius  (like  the  cow-w 
Utors  on  a  field  of  Blenheim  or  of  Waterloo),  and  attfj 
labouring  to  point  out  to  tu  vdkif  it  has  triumphed,  or  ffU 
more  unprofltably  contending  that  It  omgkt  to  have  ««» 
The  well  known  passage  of  La  Bruy^re,  which  erea  T«- 
taire's  adulatory  appUcation  of  It  to  soase  work  of  thcKiK 
of  Prussia  had  not  spoiled  for  use,  poU  perhaps  in  ttt  tm 
point  of  view  the  very  subordinate  rank  which  CritWs* 
must  be  content  to  occupy  in  the  train  of  sucoeasAil  Ocaiai 
— 'Quand  nne  lecture  vous  *l*Te  TesprH  et  «•*•*!** 
inspire  des  sentimens  nobles,  oe  cberches  pasunesaW 
rigle  pour  juger  &o  Vouvrage ;  U  est  boa  et  fcit  de  ■»» 
de  I'ouvrier:  £a  Critique,  aprte^,  pent  s'aercer  sar  W 
petites  choses,  relever  quelqaes  expreaakms,  earrlger** 
pbraics,  parler  de  syntaxe,*  &c.,  &«• 
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I,  as  daring  his  short  access  of  parcimony  in 
Italy,  by  springs  of  action  never  before  developed  in 
his  nature,  in  him  this  simple  mode  of  tracing  character 
to  its  sources  must  be  often  wholly  at  fault ;  and  if,  as 
is  not  impossible,  in  trying- to  solve  the  strange  va- 
riances of  his  mind,  I  should  myself  be  found  to  have 
foUen  into  contradictions  and  inconsistencies,  the  ex- 
.treme  difficulty  of  analysing,  without  dazzle  or  bewil- 
derment, such  an  unexampled  complication  of  quali- 
ties must  be  admitted  as  my  excuse. 

So  various,  indeed,  and  contradietoi7  were  his  at- 
tributes, both  moral  and  intellectual,  that  he  may  be 
pronounced  to  have  been  not  one,  but  many ;  nor  would 
it  be  any  great  exaggeration  of  the  truth  to  say,  that 
out  of  the  mere  partition  of  the  properties  of  his  single 
mind  a  plurality  of  characters,  all  different  and  all  vi- 
gorous, might  have  been  furnished.  It  was  this  mul- 
tiform aspect  exhibited  by  him  that  led  the  world, 
during  his  short  wondrous  career,  to  compare  him 
with  that  medley  host  of  personages,  almost  all  differing 
from  each  other,  which  he  thus  playfully  enumerates 
in  one  of  his  Journals : — 

^  I  have  been  thinking  over,  the  other  day,  on  the 
various  comparisons,  good  or  evil,  which  I  have  seen 
published  of  myself  in  different  journals,  English  and 
foreign.  This  was  suggested  to  me  by  accidentally 
turning  over  a  foreign  one  lately, — ^for  I  have  made  it 
a  rule  latterly  never  to  search  for  any  thing  of  the 
kind,  but  not  to  avoid  the  perusal,  if  presented  by 
chance. 

**  To  begin,  then  :  I  have  seen  myself  compared 
personally  or  poetically,  in  English,  French,  German 
{as  interpreted  to  me),  Italian,  and  Portuguese,  witliin 
these  nine  years,  to  Rousseau,  Goethe,  Young,  Are- 
tine,  Timon  of  Athens,  Dante,  Petrarch,  *  an  alabaster 
vase,  lighted  up  within,'  Satan,  Shakspearc,  Buona- 
parte, Tiberius,  iEschylus,  Sophocles,  Euripides, 
Harlequin,  the  Clown,  Stemhold  and  Hopkins,  to  the 
phantasmagoria,  to  Henry  the  Eighth,  to  Chenier,  to 
Mirabeau,  to  young  R.  Dallas  (the  schoolboy),  to  Mi- 
chael Angek),  to  Raphael,  to  a  pelit-matlre,  to  Dio- 
genes, to  Cbilde  Harold,  to  Lara,  to  the  Count  in 
Beppo,  to  Milton,  to  Pope,  to  Dryden,  to  Bums,  to 
Savage,  to  Chatterton,  to  *oft  have  I  heard  of  thee, 
my  Lord  Binon,  in  Sbakspeare,'  to  Churchill  the  poet, 
to  Rean  the  actor,  to  Alfieri,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

**  The  likeness  to  Alfieri  was  asserted  very  seriously 
by  an  Italian  who  had  known  him  in  his  younger  days. 
It  of  course  related  merely  to  our  apparent  personal 
dispositions.  He  did  not  assert  it  to  me  (for  we  were 
not  then  good  friends),  but  in  society. 

**  The  object  of  so  many  contradictory  comparisons 
must  probably  bft  like  something  different  from  them 
all ;  but  what  that  is,  is  more  than  I  know,  or  any  body 
else." 

It  would  not  be  uninteresting,  were  there  either 
space  or  time  for  such  a  task,  to  take  a  review  of  the 
nanoes  of  note  in  the  preceding  list,  and  show  in  how 
many  points,  though  differing  so  materially  among 
themselves,  it  might  be  found  that  each  presented  a 
striking  resemblance  to  Lord  Byron.  We  have  seen, 
for  instance,  that  wrongs  and  sufferings  were,  through 
life,  the  main  sources  of  Byron's  inspiration.  Where 
the  hoof  of  the  critic  struck,  the  fouoiain  was  first 
disclosed;  and  all  the  trampUngs  of  the  world  after- 
wards but  foieed  oat  the  stream  stronger  and  brigltter. 


The  same  obligations  to  misfortune^  the  same  debt  to 
the  ^  oppressor's  wrong,"  for  having  wrung  out  from 
bitter  thoughts  the  pure  essence  of  his  genius,  was 
due  no  less  deeply  by  Dante : — '*  quum  illam  sub 
amar4  cogitatione  excitatam,  occuiti  divinique  ingenii 
vim  exacuerit  et  inflammarit."'^ 

In  that  contempt  for  the  world's  opinion,  which  led 
Dante  to  exclaim,  *^  Lascia  dir  le  genti,*^  Lord  Byron 
also  bore  a  strong  resemblance  to  that  poet, — though 
fariuore,  it  must  be  confessed^  in  profession  than  rea> 
lity.  For,  while  scorn  for  the  public  voice  was  on  his 
lips,  the  keenest  sensitiveness  to  its  every  breath  was 
in  his  heart ;  and,  as  if  every  feeling  of  his  nature  was 
(b  have  some  painful  mixture  in  it,  together  with  the 
pride  of  Dante  which  led  him  to  disdain  public  opi- 
nion, he  combined  the  susceptibility  of  Petrarch  which 
placed.him  shrinkingly  at  its  mercy. 

His  agreement,  in  some  other  features  of  diameter, 
with  Petrarch,  I  have  aliijpady  had  occasion  to  re- 
mark rh  and  if  it  be  true,  as  is  often  surmised,  that 
Byron's  want  of  a  due  reverence  for  Shakspeare  arose 
from  some  latent  and  hardly  conscious  jealousy  of  that 
poet's  fame,  a  similar  feeling  is  known  to  have  existed 
in  Petrarch  towards  Dante,  and  the  same  reason  as- 
signed for  it, — that  from  the  living  he  had  nothing  to 
fear,  while  before  the  shade  of  Dante  he  might  have 
reason  to  feel  humbled, — ^is  also  not  a  little  applicable  % 
in  the  case  of  Lord  Byron. 

Between  the  dispositions  and  habits  of  Alfieri  and 
those  of  the  noble  poet  of  England,  no  less  remarkable 
coincidences  might  be  traced ;  and  the  sonnet  in  which 
the  ItalUn  dramatist  professes  to  paint  his  own  cha- 
racter contains,  in  one  comprehensive  line,  a  portrait 
of  the  versatile  author  of  Don  Juan, — 

«  Or  stimandomi  Achille  ed  or  Tersite." 

By  the^  extract  just  given  from  hb  Journal,  it  vrill 
be  perceived  that,  in  Byron's  own  opinion,  a  character 
vrliich,  like  his,  admitted  of  so  many  contradictory 
comparisons,  could  not  be  otherwise  than  wholly  un- 
definable  itself.  It  will  be  found,  however,  on  reflec- 
tion, that  this  very  versatility,  which  renders  it  so  dif- 
ficult to  fix,  **  ere  it  change,"  the  fairy  fabric  of  his 
character  is,  in  itself,  the  true  clue  through  all  that 
finbric's  mazes, — is  in  itself  the  solution  of  whatever 


*  Pnnliu  Joviu.— Bayle,  too.  says  of  him,  « il  fit  entrer 
plus  de  fea  et  plus  de  force  dan*  set  livrea  qu'll  n>  en  eftt 
miss'il  avait  jooid'une  condition  plus  tranqaille." 

t  Some  psssaxes  in  Foscolo'i  Esssy  on  Petrarcli  may  be 
applied.with  equal  tmlti,  to  Lord  Byron.— For  instance,  "It 
was  hardly  pouiUe  with  Petrarch  -to  write  a  sentence 
without  pourtraying  himself*—*  Petrarch,  allured  by  the 
idea  that  his  celebrity  would  magnify  into  importance 
all  the  ordinary  occurrences  of  his  life,  sati>Qed,tbe  curiosity 
of  the  world,"  &c.  &c.— «nd  again,  with  still  more  striking 
appticability,— ■  In  Petrarch's  letters,  as  well  as  in  his 
Poems  and  Treatises,  we  always  identify  the  author  with 
the  man,  who  felt  himself  iriesistibly  impelled  to  develope 
his  own  intense  feelings.  Being  endowed  with  nlmost^ll 
the  noble,  and  with  some  of  the  paltry  passions  of  our  ua- 
tare,  and  having  never  attempted  -to  conceal  them,  he 
awakens  as  to  reflection  upon  ourselves,  wbile  we  contem- 
plate in  h)m  a  being  of  our  own  species,  yel  difierent  from 
any  otber,  and  whose  originality  excites  even  more  sym- 
pathy than  admiration  » 

:  "  n  Petrarca,poleva  credere  candidamenle  ch'ei  non 
pativa  d'invidia  solamente,  perchd  fra  tutli  i  viventi  non 
Vera  chi  non  s'arretrasse  per  cedetgli  il  pasao  alia  prima 
gloria,  ch*ei  non  poteva  sentirsi  nmiUato,  fuorch^  dall* 
ombra  di  Dante.* 
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was  most  dazzTing  in  his  might  or  startling  in  his  le- 
rity,  df  ail  that  most  attracted  and  repelled,  nvhether 
in  his  life  or  his  genius.  A  variety  of  i>ower8  almost 
boundless,  and  a  pride  no  less  vast  in  displaying  them, 
— a  susceptibility  of  new  impressions  and  impulses, 
even  beyond  the  usual  allotment  of  genius,  and  an 
uncontrolled  impetuosity,  as  well  from  habit  as  tem- 
perament, in  yielding  to  them, — such  were  the  two 
great  and  leading  sources  of  all  that  varied  spectacle 
which  his  life  exhibited ;  of  that  succession  of  victories 
achieved  by  bis  genius,  in  almost  every  field  of  mind 
that  genius  ever  trod,  and  of  all  those  sallies  of  cha- 
racter in  every  shape  and  direction  that  unchecked 
feeling  and  dominant  self-will  could  dictate. 

It  must  be  perceived  by  all  endowed  with  quick 
powers  of  association  how  constantly,  when  any  par- 
ticular thought  or  sentiment  presents  itself  to  their 
minds,  its  very  opposite,  at  the  same  moment,  springs 
up  there  also : — ^if  any  thiiig  sublime  occurs^  its  neigh- 
bour, the  ridiculous,  b  by  hs  side ; — with  a  bright  view 
of  the  present  or  the  future,  a  dark  one  mixes  also  its 
shadow ; — and,  even  in  questions  respecting  morals 
and  conduct,  all  the  reasonings  and  consequences  that 
may  suggest  themselves  on  the  side  of  one  of  two  op- 
posite courses  will,  in  such  minds,  be  instantly  con- 
fronted by  an  array  just  as  cogent  on  the  other.  A 
mind  of  this  structure, — and  such,  more  or  less,  are 
all  those  in  which  the  reasoning  is  made  subservient 
to  the  imaginative  faculty, — though  enabled,  by  such 
rapid  powers  of  association  to  multiply  its  resources 
without  end,  has  need  of  the  constant  exercise  of  a 
controlling  judgment  to  keep  its  perceptions  pure  and 
undisturbed  between  the  contrasts  it  thus  simulta- 
neously calls  up ;  the  obvious  danger  being  that,  where 
matters  of  taste  are  concerned,  the  habit  of  forming 
such  incongruous  juxtapositions — as  that,  for  example, 
between  the  burlesque  and  sublime — should  at  last 
vitiate  the  mind's  relish  for  the  nobler  and  higher  qua- 
lity ;  and  that,  on  the  yet  mare  important  subject  of 
morals,  a  facility  in  finding  reasons  for  every  side  of 
a  question  may  end,  if  not  in  the  choice  of  the  worst, 
at  least  in  a  sceptical  indifierence  to  all. 

In  picturing  to  oneself  so  awful  an  event  as  a  ship- 
wreck, its  many  horrors  and  perils  are  what  alone 
ofier  themselves  to  ordinary  fancies.  But  the  keen, 
versatile  imagination  of  Byron  could  detect  in  it  far 
other  detaib,  and,  at  the  same  moment  with  all  that 
is  fearful  and  appalling  in  such  a  scene,  could  bring 
together  all  that  is  most  ludicrous  and  k>w.  That  in 
this  painful  mixture  he  was  but  too  true  to  human 
nature,  the  testimony  of  De  Retz  (himself  an  eye  wit- 
ness of  such  an  ev^nt)  attests  : — ^  Vous  ne  pouvez 
vous  imaginer  (says  the  Cardinal)  Thorreur  d*une 
grande  tempdte ;— vous  en  pouvez  imaginer  aussi  peu 
le  ridicule.**  But,  assuredly,  a  poet  less  wantoning 
in  the  variety  of  his  power,  and  less  proud  of  displaying 
It,  would  have  paused  ere  he  mixed  up,  thus  mocking- 
ly, the  degradation  of  humanity  with  its  sufierings, 
and,  content  to  prdbe  us  to  the  core  with  the  miseries 
of  our  fcllow.-men,  would  have  forborne  to  wring  from 
us,  the  next  moment,  a  bitter  smile  at  their  baseness. 

To  the  moral  sehse  so  dangerous  are  the  eflects 
of  this  quality,  that  it  would  hardly,  perhaps,  be 
generalizing  loo  widely  to  assert,  that  wheresoever 
great  versatility  of  power  exists,  there  will  also  be 
found  a  tendency    to  versatility  of  principle.     The 


poet  Chatterton,  iu  whose  soul  the  seeds  of  all  that  is 
good  and  bad  in  genius  so  preoMiturdy  ripened,  said, 
in  the  consciousness  of  this  multiple  CaeoUy,  that  he 
^  held  that  man  in  contempt  who  could  not  vrrite  on 
both  sides  of  a  question  ;**  and  it  was  by  acting  in 
accordance  with  this  principle  hinuelf  that  he  bionght 
one  of  the  few  stains  upon  his  name  which  a  life  so 
short  afibrded  time  to  incur.  Mirabeau,  too,  when, 
in  the  legal  warfare  between  his  father  and  mother, 
he  helped  to  draw  up  for  each  the  pleadings  against 
the  other,  was  influenced  less,  no  donbt,  by  the 
pleasure  of  mischief  than  by  this  pride  of  taloit,  and 
lost  sight  of  the  unnatural  perfidy  of  the  task  in  the 
adroitness  with  which  he  executed  it. 

The  quality  which  I  have  here  denonuaated 
versatility,  as  applied  to  powers  Lord  Byron  has 
himself  designated  by  the  FVeneh  word  "mobiKty," 
as  appUed  to  feeling  and  conduct;  and,  m  one  of  the 
Cantos  of  Don  Juan,  has  described  happily  some  of 
its  lighter  features.  After  telling  us  that  his  hero 
had  b^un  to  doubt,  from  the  great  predominance  of 
this  quality  in  her,  "•  how  much  of  Adeline  was  reeU^ 
he  says, — 

"  So  well  she  acted,  all  and  every  part. 

By  turns,— with  that  viracioas  veraatility. 

Which  many  people  take  for  want  of  heart. 
They  err— 'tis  merely  vhat  is  call'd  mobility, 

A  thing  of  temperament  and  not  of  art, 
Thoagh  seeming  so.  from  its  supposed  lacility  .- 

And  false— though  true ;  for  surely  they  're  sineerest 

Who  are  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is  nearest.** 

That  he  was  fully  aware  not  only  of  the  abundaaee 
of  this  quality  in  his  own  nature,  but  of  the  danger  ; 
in  which  it  placed  consistency  and  singkness  of 
character,  did  not  require  the  note  on  this  pasnge,  ! 
where  he  calls  it  ^an  unhappy  attribute,"  to  assare  I 
us.    The  consciousness,  indeed,  of  his  own  natural  j 
tendency  to  yield  thus  to  every  chance  impreswm,  | 
and  change  with  every  passing  impulse,  was  not  only  | 
for  ever  present  in  his  mind,  but, — aware  as  be  was 
of  the  suspicion  of  weakness  attached  by  the  wMhl 
to  any  retractation  or  abandonment  of  long  professed  j 
opinions, — had  the  eflfect  of  keeping  him  in  that  ■ 
general  line  of  consbtency,  on  certain  great  subjects.  ! 
which,  notwithstanding  occasional  fluctuations  sod 
contradictions  as  to  the  details  of  these  very  subjects, 
he  continued  to  preserve  throughout  life.    A  paasage 
from  one  of  his  manuscripts  will  show  how  nagactoos^ 
he  saw  the  necessity  of  guarding  himself  against  his 
own  instability  in  this  respect.    **  The  world  visits 
change  of  politics  or  change  of  religion  with  a  more 
severe  censure  than  a  mere  difference  of  opinioo 
would  appear  to  me  to  deserve.    But  there  must  be 
some  reason  for  this  feeling ; — and  I  thiaak  it  is  that 
these  departures  from  the  earliest  instilled  ideas  of 
our  childhood,  and  from  the  line  of  conduct  chosen 
by  us  when  we  first  enter  into  public  life,  hare  bees 
seen  to  have  more  mischievous  results  for  society,  aad 
to  prove  more  weakness  of  mind  than  other  adioai^ 
in  themselves,  more  immoral." 

The  same  distrust  in  his  own  steadiness,  thus 
keeping  alive  in  him  a  conscientious  self-watchfufaicss, 
concurred  not  a  little,  I  have  no  doubt,  with  the 
innate  kindriess  of  his  nature,'  to  preserve  so  coostanl 
an(^  unbroken  the  greater  number  of  hitf  attachoieats 
through  life  ;--Bome  of  them,  as  in  the  iogfeDicc  of  his 
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mother,  owing  endently  more  to  a  sense  of  duly  than 
10  real  affection,  the  consistency  with  which^  so 
creditably  to  the  strength  of  his  character,  they 
were  maintained. 

Bat  while  in  these  respects,  as  well  as  in  the  sort  of 
task-like  perseTerance  with  whioh  the  habits  and 
amusements  of  liis  youth  were  held  fast  by  him,  he 
succeeded  in  conquering  the  variableness  and  loTe  of 
BOTelty  so  natural  to  him,  in  all  else  that  could 
engage  hia  mind,  in  all  the  excursions,  whether  of  his 
reason  or  his  fancy,  he  gave  way  to  this  versatile 
humour  without  scruple  or  check, — taking  every 
shape  in  which  genius  could  manifest  its  power,  and 
transferring  himself  to  every  region  of  thought  where 
new  codquests  were  to  he  achieved. 

It  was  impossible  but  that  such  a  range  of  will  and 
power  should  be  abused.  It  was  impossible  that, 
among  the  spirits  he  invoked  from  all  quarters,  those 
of  darkness  should  not  appear,  at  his  bidding,  with 
those  of  h'ght.  And  here  the  dangers  of  an  energy 
so  multifold,  and  thus  luxuriating  in  its  own  transfor- 
mations, show  themselves.     To  this  one  crreat  obiect 


as  profaned  by  the  intrusion  ? — and  it  is  at  least  a 
question  whether,  if  Lord  Byron  had  not  been  so  ac- 
tively versatile,  so  totally  under  the  dominion  of 

«  A  fancy,  like  the  air,  moat  free. 
And  Aill  of  mutability,* 

he  would  not  have  been  less  wonderful,  perhaps,  but 
more  great. 

Nor  was  it  only  in  his  poetical  creations  that  tliis 
love  and  power  of  variety  showed  itself; — one  of  the 
most  pervading  weaknesses  of  his  life  may  l>e  traced 
to  the  same  fertile  source.  The  pride  of  personating 
every  description  of  character,  evil  as  well  as  good, 
influenced  but  too  much,  as  we  have  seen,  his  ambi- 
tion, and,  not  a  little,  his  conduct ;  and  as,  in  poetry, 
his  own  experience  of  the  ill  effects  of  passion  was 
made  to  minister  materials  to  the  workings  of  his 
imagination,  so,  in  return,  his  imagination  supplied 
that  dark  colouring  under  which  he  so  often  dis- 
guised his  true  aspect  from  the  world.  To  such  a 
perverse  lenzth.  indeed,  did  he  carrv  this  fancv  for 
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From  wbat  I  hare  known,  however,  of  his  experi- 
ments upon  more  impressible  listeners,  I  have  liiUe 
doubt  that)  to  produce  effect  at  the  moment,  there  is, 
hardly  any  crime  so  dark  or  desperate  of  which,  in 
the  excitement  of  thus  acting  upon  the  imaginations  of 
others,  he  would  not  have  hinted  that  he  had  been 
guiky ;  and  it  has  sometimes  occurred  to  me  that  the 
occult  cause  of  his  lady's  separation  from  him,  round 
which  herself  and  her  legal  adriser  have  thrown  such 
formidable  mystery,  may  have  been  nothing  more, 
after  al^  than  some  imposture  of  this  kind,  some 
dimly  hinted  confession  of  undefined  horrors,  which, 
though  intended  by  the  rekiter  but  to  mystify  and 
surprise,  the  hearer  so  little  understood  him  as  to  take 
in  sober  seriousness. 

This  strange  propensity  with  which  tlie  man  was, 
as  it  were,  inocuhited  by  the  poet,  reacted  back  again 
upon  his  poetry,  so  as  to  produce,  in  some  of  his 
delineations  of  character^  that  inconsistency  which 
has  not  unfrequently  heai  noticed  by  his  critics, — 
namely,  the  junction  of  one  or  two  lofty  and  sluning 
virtues  with  ^  a  thousand  crimes"  altogether  incom- 
patible with  them;  this  anomaly  being,  in  fact,  ac- 
counted for  by  the  two  different  sorts  of  ambition  that 
actuated  him, — the  natural  one,  of  infusing  into  his 
personages  those  high  and  kindly  qualities  he  felt 
conscious  of  within  himself,  and  the  artificial  one,  <^ 
investing  them  with  those  crimes  which  he  so  boy- 
ishly wished  imputed  to  him  by  the  world. 

Independently,  however,  of  any  such  efforts  to- 
wards blackening  his  own  name,  and  even  after  he 
had  learned  from  bitter  experience  the  rash  folly  of 
such  a  system,  there  was  stiU>  in  the  openness  and 
over-frankness  of  his  nature,  and  that  indulgence  of 
impulse  with  which  he  gave  utterance  to,  if  not  acted 
upon,  every  chance  impression  of  fancy  or  passion, 
more  than  sufficient  to  bring  his  character,  in  all  its 
least  favourable  lights,  before  the  world.  Who  is 
there,  indeed,  tliat  could  bear  to  be  judged  by  even 
the  best  of  those  unnumbered  thoughts  that  course 
each  other,  like  waves  of  the  sea,  through  our  minds, 
passing  away  unuttered  and,  for  the  most  part,  even 
unowned  by  ourselves? — Yet  to  such  a  test  was  By- 
ron's character  throughout  his  whole  life  exposed. 
As  well  from  the  precipitance  with  which  he  gave 
way  to  every  impulse  as  from  the  passion  he  had  for 
recording  his  own  impressions,  all  those  heterogeneous 
thoughts,  fantasies,  and  desires  that,  in  other  men's 
minds,  ^  come  like  shadows,  so  depart,"  were  by  him 
fixed  and  embodied  as  they  presented  themselves, 
and,  at  once,  taking  a  shape  cognizable  by  public 
opinion,  either  in  his  actions  or  his  words,  either  in 
the  hasty  letter  of  the  moment,  or  the  poem  for  all 
time,  laid  open  such  a  range  of  vulnerable  points 
before  hb  judges  as  no  one  individual  perhaps  ever 
before,  of  himself,  presented. 

With  such  abundance  and  variety  of  materials  for 
portraiture,  it  may  easily  be  conceived  how  two  pro- 
fessed delraeators  of  his  character,  the  one  over  par- 
tial and  the  other  malicious,  might, — the  fonner,  by 
selecting  only  the  fairer,  and  the  latter  only  the  darker 
features, — produce  two  portraits  of  Lord  Byron,  as 
much  differing  from  each  other  as  they  would  both 
be,  on  the  whole,  unlike  the  original. 

Of  the  utier  powerlessness  of  retention  with  which 
he  promulgated  his  every  thought  and  feeling,- 


especiaDy  if  at  all  connected  with  the  subject  of  selft 
— without  aUowing  even  a  pause  for  the  almost  m» 
stinctive consideration  whetherby  sachdisekisnics he 
might  not  be  conveying  a  calumnious  impresaion  of 
himself,  a  stronger  instance  could  hardly  be  givea 
than  is  to  be  found  in  a  conversation  hdd  by  him  with 
Mr.  Trebiwney,  as  reported  by  this  huter  geDtJeman, 
when  they  were  on  their  way  together  to  Graeee. 
After  some  remarks  on  the  state  of  his  own  health,* 
mental  and  bodfly,  he  said,  ^  I  don't  know  how  it  is, 
but  I  am  so  cowardly  at  times,  that  if,  this  morning, 
you  had  come  down  and  horsewhipped  me,  I  ahookl 
have  submitted  without  opposition.  Why  is  this?  If 
one  of  these  fits  come  over  me  when  we  are  in  Greece, 
what  shall  I  do?"  **I  told  him  (continues  Mr.  Tie- 
lawney)  that  it  was  the  excessive  debility  of  hia 
nerves.  He  said  *  Yes,  and  of  my  head,  too.  I  was 
very  heroic  when  I  left  Genoa,  but,  like  Acres,  I  fed 
my  courage  oozing  out  at  my  palms.'" 

It  will  hardly,  by  those  who  know  any  thing  of  hu- 
man nature,  be  denied  that  such  misgivings  and 
heart-sinkings  as  are  here  descrBied  mHy,  under  a 
similar  depression  of  spirits,  have  found  their  way 
into  the  thoughts  of  some  of  the  gaUantest  hearts  that 
ever  breathed; — but  then,  untold  and  unremem- 
bered,  even  by  the  sufferer,  they  passed  off  with  the 
passing  infirmity  that  produced  them,  leaving  neither 
to  truth  to  record  them  as  proofs  of  want  ^  health, 
ix>r  to  calumny  to  fasten  upon  them  a  suspidoo  of 
want  of  bravery.  The  assertion  of  some  one  that  all 
men  are  by  nature  cowardly  would  seem  to  be  couo^ 
tenanced  by  the  readiness  with  which  most  men  be- 
lieve others  so.  ^^  I  have  lived,"  said  the  Prince  de 
Ligne,  **  to  hear  Voltaire  called  a  fool,  and  the  great 
Frederick  a  coward."  The  Duke  of  Marlborough 
in  his  own  times,  and  Napoleon  in  ours,  have  found 
persons  not  only  to  assert  but  believe  the  same  charge 
against  them.  After  such  glaring  instances  of  the 
tendency  of  some  (pinds  to  view  greatness  ody 
through  an  inverting  medium,  it  need  little  snrpriK 
us  that  Lord  Byron's  conduct  in  Greece  should,  on 
the  same  principle,  have  engendered  a  sinular  insi- 
nuation against  him ;  nor  shonkl  I  have  at  afi  noticed 
the  weak  slander,  but  for  the  opportunity  whidi  it 
affords  me  of  endeavouijng  to  point  out  what  appeftn 
to  me  the  peculiar  nature  of  the  courage  by  which, , 
on  all  occasions  that  called  for  it,  he  so  striking 
distinguished  himself. 

Whatever  virtue  may  be  allowed  to  behmg  to  per- 
sonal courage,  it  is,  most  assuredly,  they  who  are 
endowed  by  nature  with  the  liveliest  inugiaatioiis, 
and  who  have  therefore  most  vividly  and  simulta- 
neously before  their  eyes  all  the  remote  and  possible 
consequences  of  danger,  that  are  most  deserving  of 
whatever  praise  attends  the  exercise  of  that  virtue. 
A  bravery  of  this  kind,  which  springs  more  out  of 

«  «  He  often  mentioned  (sayt  Mr  Trefaiwaey)  that  ks 
thoocht  be  tboiild  not  live  many  revs,  and  said  tbat  ke 
would  die  In  Greece..  This  be  told  me  at  Cephalooia.    Hs 
alwayg  seemed   unmoved  on  Ibetc  occasions,  perfectly 
ndiflferent  as  to  vrben  he  died,  only  saylnf  tbat  kecoold 
not  bear  pain.    On  oar  voyage  we  bad  been  reading  viife  { 
great  attention  the  life  and  letters  of  Svifl.  edited  br 
Scott,  and  we  almost  daily,  or  rather  nigbtly.  talked  tbcai  I 
over,  and  he  more  tban  once  expressed  his  borm  ct  j 
existing  in  that  state,  and  expressed  some  Iban  tbat  it  j 
woold  be  his  fiite.* 
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mind  ^lan  tempera^eot,-— or  rather,  perhaps,  oat  of 
the  conquest  of  the  former  over  the  latter, — will  na- 
turally proportion  its  exertion  to  the  importance  of 
the  occasion ;  and  the  same  person  who  is  seen  to 
shrink  with  an  almost  femimne  fear  from  ignoble 
and  every-^y  perils,  may  be  found  foremost  in  the 
veij  jaws  of  danger  where  honour  is  to  be  eiiher 
mamtained  or  won.  Nor  does  this  remark  apply 
only  to  the  imaginative  class,  of  whom  I  am  chiefly 
treating.  By  the  same  calculating  principle,  it  will 
be  found  that  most  men  whose  bravery  is  the  result, 
not  of  temperament,  but  reflection,  are  regulated  m 
their  daring.  The  wise  De  Wit,  though  negligent  of 
his  life  on  great  occasions,  was  not  ashamed,  we  are 
told,  of  dreading  and  avoiding  whatever  endangered 
it  on  others. 

Of  the  apprehensiveness  that  attends  quick  ima- 
ginations. Lord  Byron  had,  of  course,  a  considerable 
share,  and  in  all  situations  of  ordinary  peril  gave 
way  to  it  without  reserve.  I  have  seldom  seen  any 
person,  male  or  female,  more  timid  in  a  carriage; 
and,  in  riding,  his  preparation  against  accidents 
showed  the  nme  nervous  and  imaginative  fearful- 
ness.  **His  bridle,"  says  the  late  Lord  B  ♦  ♦,  who 
rode  frequently  with  him  at  Genoa,  ^'had,  besides 
cavesson  and  martingale,  various  reins;  and  when- 
ever he  came  near  a  place  where  his  horse  was  likely 
to  shy,  he  gathered  up  these  said  reins,  and  fixed 
himself  as  if  he  was  going  at  a  five-barred  gate." 
None  surely  but  the  most  superficial  or  most  preju- 
diced observen  could  ever  seriously  found  upon  such 
indications  of  nervousness  any  conclusion  against  the 
real  courage  of  him  who  was  subject  to  them.  The 
poet  Ariosto  who  was,  it  seems,  a  victim  to  the  same 
fai^weather  alarms,  who,  when  on  horseback,  would 
alight  at  the  least  appearance  of  danger,  and  on  the 
water  was  particularly  timorous — could  yet,  in  the 
action  between  the  Pope's  vessels  and  the  Duke  of 
Ferrara's,  fight  like  a  lion ;  and  in  the  same  manner 
the  courage  of  Lord  Byron,  as  all  his  companions  in 
peril  testify,  was  of  that  noblest  kind  which  rises  with 
the  greatness  of  the  occasion,  and  becomes  but  the 
more  self-collected  and  resisting,  the  more  imminent 
the  danger. 

In  proposing  to  show  that  the  distinctive  properties 
of  Lord  Byron's  character,  as  well  moral  as  literary, 
arose  mainly  from  those  two  great  sources,  the  unex- 
ampled versatility  of  his  powers  and  feelings,  and  the 
facility  with  which  he  gave  way  to  the  impulses  of 
both,  it  had  been  my  intention  to  pursue  the  subject 
still  further  in  detail,  and  to  endeavour  to  trace 
throughout  the  various  excellencies  and  defects,  both 
of  his  poetry  and  his  life,  the  operation  of  these  two 
dominant  aUributes  of  his  nature.  **No  men,  says 
Cowper,  in  speaking  of  persons  of  a  versatile  turn  of 
mind,  "are  better  qualified  for  companions  in  such  a 
world  as  this  than  men  of  such  temperament.  Every 
scene  of  life  has  two  sides,  a  dark  and  a  bright  one ; 
and  the  mind  that  has  an  equal  mixture  of  melan- 
cholv  and  vivacity  is  best  of  all  qualified  for  the  con- 


tibility,  indeed,  of  immediate  impressions  which  in 
him  was  so  active,  lent  a  charm,  of  all  othen  the 
most  attractive,  to  his  social  intercourse,  by  giving  to 
those  who  were,  at  the  moment,  present,  such  ascend- 
ant influence,  that  they  alone  for  the  time  occupied 
all  his  thoughts  and  feelings,  and  brought  whatever 
was  most  agreeable  in  his  nature  into  play.^ 

So  much  did  this  extreme  mobility,— this  readiness 
to  be  "strongly  acted  on  by  what  was  nearest," — 
abound  in  his  disposition  that,  even  with  the  casual 
al^quaintances  of  the  hour,  his  heart  was  upon  his 
lipi^f  and  it  depended  wholly  upon  themselves  whe- 
ther they  might  not  become  at  once  the  depusit6rie8 
of  every  secret,  if  it  might  be  so  called,  of  his  whole 
life.  That  in  this  convergence  of  all  the  powers  of 
pleasing  towards  present  objects,  those  absent  should 
be  sometimes  forgotten,  or,  what  is  worse,  sacrificed 
to  the  reigning  desire  of  the  moment,  is  one  of  the 
alloys  attendant  upon  persons  of  this  temperament, 
which  renders  their  fidelity,  either  as  lovers  or  con- 
fidants, not  a  little  precarious.  But  of  the  charm 
which  such  a  disposition  diffuses  through  the  manner 
there  can  be  but  little  doubt,— and  least  of  all  among 
those  who  have  ever  felt  its  full  influence  in  Lord 
Byron.  Neither  are  the  instances  in  which  he  has 
been  known  to  make  imprudent  disclosures  of  what 
had  been  said  or  written  by  othen  of  the  persons 
with  whom  he  was  conversing  to  be  all  set  down  to 
this  rash  overflow  of  the  social  hour.  In  his  own 
frankness  of  spirit  and  hatred  of  all  disguise,  this 
practice,  pregnant  as  it  was*with  inconvenience,  and 
sometimes  danger,  in  a  great  degree  originated.  To 
confront  the  accused  with  the  accuser  was,  in  such 
eases,  lus  delight, — not  only  as  a  revenge  for  having 
been  made  the  medium  of  what  men  durst  not  say 
openly  to  each  other,  but  as  a  gratification .  of  that 
bve  of  small  mischief  which  he  had  retained  from 
boyhood,  and  which  the  confusion  that  followed  such 
exposures  was  always  sure  to  amuse.  This  habit, 
too,  being,  as  I  have  before  remarked,  well  known  to 
his  friends,  their  sense  of  prudence,  if  not  their  fair- 
ness, was  put  fully  on  its  guard,  and  he  himself  was 
8pare<l  the  pain  of  hearing  what  he  could  not,  with- 
out inflicting  still  worse,  repeat 

A  most  apt  illustration  ^  this  point  of  his  charac- 
ter is  to  be  found  in  an  anecdote  told  of  him  by  Parry, 

*  In  reference  to  his  power  of  adspting  himself  to  all 
■orts  of  society,  and  taking  upon  bimself  all  Tarieties  of 
character,  I  find  a  passage  in  one  of  my  early  letters 
to  him  (ft-om  Ireland)  which,  though  il  might  be  expressed, 
perhaps,  in  better  taste,  is  worth  citing  for  its  tmtli:— 
"  Though  I  have  not  written,  I  have  seldom  ceased  to 
think  of  you;  for  you  are  that  sort  of  being  whom  every 
thing,  high  or  low,  brings  into  one's  mind.  Whether  I 
am  with  the  wise  or  the  waggiih,  among  poets  or  among 
pugilists,  oyer  the  book  or  over  the  bottle,  you  are  sure 
to  conucct  yourself  transcendrnlly  with  all,  and  come 
'  armed  for  ever^  field '  into  my  memory.* 

t  It  is  curious  to  observe  how,  in  all  times,  and  all 
countries,  what  is  called  the  poetical  temperament  lias, 
in  the  great  posnessors,  and  victims,  of  that  gift,  pro- 
duced  similar   effects.     In   the    following  passage,   the 
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who,  though  himself  the  ricttin,  had  the  seiiae  and 
good  temper  to  perceiTe  the  source  to  which  Byron's 
conduct  was  to  be  traced.  While  the  Turkish  fleet 
was  blockading  Missolonghi,  his  lordship,  one  daj, 
attended  by  Parry,  proceeded  m  a  small  punt,  rowed 
by  a  boy,  to  the  mouth  of  the  harbour,  whfle  in  a 
large  boat  accompanying  them  were  Prince  Mavro- 
oordato  and  his  attendants.  In  this  situation,  an  in- 
dignant feeling  of  contempt  and  impatience  at  the 
supineness  of  their  Greek  friends  seized  the  engineer, 
and  he  proceeded  to  vent  this  feeling  to  Lord  Byron 
in  no  very  measured  terms,  pronouncing  Prince  MaT- 
rocordato  to  be  ^  an  old  gentlewoman,'*  and  con- 
cluding, according  to  his  own  statement,  with  the 
following  words :— ^  If  I  were  in  their  place,  I  should 
be  in  a  fever  at  the  thought  of  my  own  incapacity 
and  ignorance,  and  should  bum  with  impatience  to 
attempt  the  destruction  of  those  rascal  Turks.  But 
the  Greeks  and  the  Turks  are  opponents  worthy,  by 
their  imbecility,  of  each  other.** 

^  I  had  scarcely  explained  myself  fuDy,**  adds  Mr 
Parry,  **  when  his  lordship  ordered  our  boat  to  l>e 
placed  akMigside  the  other,  and  actually  related  our 
whole  converaition  to  the  Prince.  In  doing  it,  how- 
ever, he  took  on  himself  the  task  of  pacifying  both 
the  Prince  and  me,  and  though  I  was  at  first  very 
angry,  and  the  Prince,  I  believe,  very  much  annoyed, 
he  succeeded.  Afavrocordato  afterwards  showed  no 
dissatisfaction  with  me,  and  I  prized  Lord  Byron^ 
regard  too  much,  to  remain  kwg  displeased  with  a 
proceeding  which  was  only  an  unpleasant  manner  of 
reproving  us  both.** 

Into  these  and  other  such  branches  from  the  main 
course  of  his  character^  it  might  have  been  a  task  of 
some  interest  to  investigate,~certain  as  we  should 
be  that,  even  in  the  remotest  and  narrowest  of  these 
windings,  some  of  the  brightness  and  strength  of  the 
original  current  would  be  perceptible.  Enough  how- 
ever has  been,  perhaps,  said  to  set  other  minds  upon 
supplymg  what  remains  :^f  the  track  of  analysis  here 
opened  be  the  true  one,  to  foUow  it  in  its  further 
bearings  will  not  be  difficult.  Akeady,  indeed,  I  may 
be  thought  by  some  readers  to  have  occupied  too 
large  a  portion  of  these  pages,  not  only  in  tradng  out 
such  ^nice  dependencies"  and  gradations  of  my  friend^s 
character,  but  still  more  uselessly ,  as  may  be  conceived, 
in  recording  all  the  various  habitudes  and  whims  by 
which  the  course  of  his  every-day  life  was  distin- 
guished from  that  of  other  people.  That  the  critics 
of  the  day  should  think  it  due  to  their  own  importance 
to  object  to  trifles  is  naturally  to  be  expected ;  but 
that  in  other  times^  such  minute  records  of  a  Byron 
will  be  read  with  interest,  even  such  critics  cannot 
doubt.  To  know  that  Catiline  walked  with  an  agi- 
tated and  uncertain  gait  is,  by  no  mean  judge  of  hu- 
man nature,  deemed  important  as  an  indication  of 
character.  But  far  less  significant  details  will  satisfy 
the  idolaters  of  geniun.  To  be  told  that  Tasso  loved 
malmsey,  and  thought  it  favourable  to  poetic  inspira- 
tion, is  a  piece  of  intelligence,  even  at  the  end  of  three 
centuries,  not  unwelcome;  while  a  still  more  amusing 
proof  of  the  disposition  of  the  world  to  remember  little 
things  of  the  great  is,  that  the  poet  Petrarch's  ex- 
cessive fondness  for  turnips  is  one  of  the  few  traditions 
still  preserved  of  liim  at  Arqua. 

The  personal  appearance  of  Lord  Byron  has  been 


io  frequently  described,  both  by  pen  and  pencily 
that  were  it  not  the  bounden  duty  cf  the  biographer 
to  attempt  some  sueh  sketch,  the  task  woukl  seem 
superfluous.  Of  his  face,  the  beauty  may  be  pro- 
nounced to  have  been  of  the  highest  order,  as  com- 
bining at  once  regularity  of  features  with  the  most 
varied  and  interesting  expression.  The  same  facility, 
indeed,  of  change  observable  in  the  movements  of  his 
mind  was  seen  also  in  the  free  play  of  his  features,  as 
the  passing  thoughts  within  darkened  or  ahoofi  through 
them. 

His  eyes,  though  of  a  light  grey,  were  capable  of 
all  extremes  of  expression,  from  the  most  joyous  hi- 
larity to  the  deepest  sadness,  from  the  very  sunshine 
of  benevolence  to  the  most  coneentrated  soom  or  rage. 
Of  this  latter  passion,  I  had  once  an  opportunity  of 
seebg  what  fiery  interpreters  they  could  be,  on  niy 
telling  him,  thoughtleisly  enough,  that  a  friend  of 
mine  had  said  to  me — ^"Beware  of  Lord  Byron;  he 
will,  some  day  or  other,  do  something  very  wicked." 
— ^  Was  it  man  or  woman  said  so?**  he  exclaaned» 
suddenly  turning  round  upon  me  with  a  look  of  such 
intense  anger  lis,  though  it  lasted  not  an  instanl»  could 
not  easily  be  forgot,  and  of  which  no  belter  idea  can 
be  given  than  in  the  words  of  one  who^  speaking  of 
Chatterton's  eyes,  says  that  **  fire  rolled  at  the  bottom 
of  them.** 

But  it  was  in  the  mouth  and  chin  that  the  gmt 
beauty  as  well  as  expression  of  his  fine  countenance 
lay.  **  Many  pictures  have  been  painted  of  him  (says 
a  fair  critic  of  his  features)  with  various  success ; 
but  the  excessive  beauty  of  his  lips  escaped  every 
painter  and  sculptor.  In  their  ceasdess  ph»y  they 
represented  every  emotion,  whether  pale  with  anger, 
curled  in  disdain,  smilmg  in  triumph,  or  dimpled  with 
archness  and  k>ve.**  It  would  be  injustice  to  the 
reader  not  to  borrow  from  the  same  pencil  a  few 
more  touches  of  portraiture.  **  This  extreme  facility 
of  expression  was  sometimes  painful,  for  I  have  seen 
him  look  absolutely  ugly— I  have  seen  him  look  so 
hard  and  cold,  that  you  must  hate  him,  and  then,  in 
a  moment,  brighter  than  the  sun,  with  sudi  pkyful 
softness  in  his  look,  such  affectionate  eagemtss  kind- 
ling in  bis  eyes,  and  dimpling  his  lips  into  something 
more  sweet  than  a  smile,  that  you  forgot  the  man, 
the  Lord  Byron,  iu  the  picture  of  beauty  presented 
to  you,  and  gazed  with  intense  curiosity — I  had  al- 
most said— as  if  to  satisfy  yourself,  that  thus  kwked 
the  god  of  poetry,  the  god  of  the  Vatican,  when  he 
conversed  with  the  sons  and  daughters  of  man.** 

His  head  was  remarkably  small,  * — so  much  so  as 
to  be  rather  out  of  proportion  with  his  face.    The 
forehead,  though  a  little  too  narrow,  was  high,  and  | 
appeared  more  so  from  his  having  his  hair  (to  preserve  j 
it,  as  he  said)  shaved  over  the  temples;  while  the  , 
glossy,  dark- brown  curls,  clustering  over  his  head,  | 
gave  the  finish  to  its  beauty.     When  to  this  is  added,  | 
that  his  nose,  though  handsomely,  was  rather  thickly 
shaped,  that  his  teeth  were  white  and  regular,  and  j 
his  complexion  cok>urless,  as  good  an  idea  perhaps  as  > 

*  *  Several  of  ui,  one  day,*  tajs  Colonel  Nspier,  ■  trlai 
on  his  hat,  nod  in  a  party  of  twelve  or  foorteea,  ^ka 
were  at  dinner,  not  one  could  put  it  on,  so  exceekinci; 
small  wai  his  head.    My  servant,  Thomas  Welts,  who  hai  i 
the  smallest  head  in  the  90th  rcKimeot,  (so  saaall  thM  te  i 
could  hardly  get  a  cap  to  fit  him.)  was  the  only  pcrsmi  wh«  ' 
could  put  on  Lord  Byron's  bat,  and  him  it  fitted  eaacUy* 
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it  » in  the  power  of  mere  words  to  cooTey  may  be 
eonceiTed  of  hia  features* 

In  height  he  was,  as  he  himself  has  informed  us, 
five  feet  eight  inches  and  a  half,  and  to  the  length  of 
his  limbs  he  attributed  his  being  such  a  good  swim- 
mer. His  hands  were  vety  white,  and — according  to 
his  own  notion  of  the  size  of  hands  as  indicating 
birlh— aristocratically  small.  The  lameness  of  his 
right  foot,^  though  an  obstacle  to  grace,  but  little 
impeded  the  activity  of  his  movements;  and  from  this 
circumstance,  as  well  as  from  the  skill  with  which  the 
foot  was  disguised  by  n^ans  of  long  trowsers,  it 
would  be  difficult  to  conceive  a  defect  of  this  kind  less 
obtruding  itself  as  a  deformity ;  while  the  diffidence 
which  a  constant  consciousness  of  (he  infirmity  gave  to 
his  first  approach  and  address  made,  in  him,  even 
lameness  a  source  of  interest. 

In  looking  again  into  the  Journal  from  which  it  was 
my  intention  to  give  extracts,  the  folk>wing  uncon- 
nected opinions,  or  ratlier  reveries,  most  of  them  on 
points  connected  with  his  religious  opinions,  are  all 
that  I  feef  tempted  to  select.  To  an  assertion  in  the 
early  part  of  this  work  that  ^at  no  time  of  his  life  was 
Lord  Byron  a  confirmed  ■unbeliever,''  it  has  been  ob- 
jected, that  many  passages  of  his  writings  prove  the 
direct  contrary.  This  assumption,  however,  as  well 
as  the  interpretation  of  most  of  the  passages  referred 
to  in  its  support,  proceed,  as  it  appears  to  me,  upon 
the  mistake,  not  uncommon  in  conversation,  of  con- 
founding together  the  meanings  of  the  words  unbeliever 
and  sceptic,  tlie  former  implying  decision  of  opinion, 
and  the  latter  only  doubt  I  have  myself,  I  find,  not 
always  kept  the  significations  of  tlie  two  words  distinct, 
and  in  one  instance  have  so  iar  fallen  into  the  notion 
of  these  objectors  as  to  speak  of  Byron  in  his  youth  as 
^  an  unbelieving  schoolboy,"  when  the  word  "  doubt- 
ing^ would  have  more  truly  expressed  my  meaning. 
With  thu  necessary  explanation,  I  shall  here  repeat 
my  assertion,  or  rather— to  clothe  its  substance  in  a 
different  form — shall  say  that  Lord  Byron  was,  to  the 
last,  a  sceptic,  v«hich,  in  itself,  implies  that  he  was, 
at  no  time,  a  confirmed  unbeliever. 


luw  lived  at  alL*  All  history,  and  experience,  and 
the  rest,  teaches  us  that  the  good  and  evil  are 
pretty  equally  baknced  in  this  existence,  and  that 
what  is  most  to  be  desired  is  an  easy  passage  out  of 
it.  What  can  it  give  us  but  years  ?  and  those  have 
little  of  good  but  their  ending. 


'^  If  I  were  to  live  over  again,  I  do  not  know  what 
I  would  change  in  my  life,  unless  it  were  for— not  to 


*  In  spesking  of  ibis  lameness  at  the  commeocement 
of  my  work.  I  forbore,  both  from  my  own  doubts  on  the 
sotyect  and  the  great  variance  I  foand  in  the  recollec- 
iion«  of  others,  from   stating  in  wAicA  of  his  feet  this 
lameness  existed.    It  will,  indeed,  with  difficulty  be  be- 
lieved what  uncertainty  I  found  upon  this  point,  even 
among  those  most  intimate  with  him.     Mr  Hunt  in  his 
book  states  it  to  ha?e  been  the  left  foot  that  was  deformed 
i  and  this,  though  contrary  to  my  own  impression,  and, 
;  as  it  appears  also,  to  the  fact,  was  the  opinion  I  found 
;  also  of  others  who  had  been  much  in  the  habit  of  living 
';  with  him.     On  applying  to  his  early  friends  at  Southwell, 
I  and  to  the  shocmalier  of  that  town  who  worked  for  him. 
1  so  iittle  prepared  were   they  to  answer  with  any  cer- 
;  talnty  on  the  subject,  that  it  was  only  by  recollecting  that 
!  the  lame  foot  '  was  Uie  oflT  one  in  going  up  the  street," 
they  at  last  came  to  the  conclnsiou  that  his  right  limb 
was  the  one  aiTected ;  and  Mr  Jackson,  his  preceptor  in 
pugilism,  was,  in  like  manner,  obliged  to  call  to  mind  whe- 
ther his  noble  pupil  was  a  right  or  left  hand  hitter  before 
he  could  arrive  at  the  same  decision. 


^  Of  the  immortality  of  the  soul,  it  appears  to  me 
that  there  can  be  little  doubt,  if  we  attend  for  a  mo- 
ment to  the  action  of  mind  :  it  is  in  perpetual  activity. 
I  used  to  doubt  of  it,  but  reflection  has  taught  me 
better,  it  acts  also  so  very  independent  of  body — in 
dreams,  for  instance; — incoherently  and  madly,  1 
grant  you,  but  still  it  is  mind,  and  much  more  mind 
than  when  we  are  awake.  Now  that  this  should  not 
act  separately,  aswell  as  jointly,  who  can  pronounce? 
The  stoics,  Epictetus  and  Marcus  Aurellus,  call  the 
present  slate '  a  soul  which  drags  a  carcass,' — a  heavy 
chain,  to  be  sure,  but  all  cliains  being  material  may  be 
shaken  off.  How  far  our  future  life  will  be  indivi- 
ducU,  or,  rather,  how  far  it  will  at  all  resemble  our 
present  existence,  is  another  question  ;  but  that  the 
mind  is  eternal  seems  as  probable  as  that  the  body  is 
not  so.  Of  course,  1  here  venture  upon  the  question 
without  recurring  to  revelation,  which,  however,  is 
at  least  as  rational  a  solution  of  it  as  any  other.  A 
material  resurrection  seems  strange  and  even  absurd , 
except  for  purposes  of  punishment;  and  all  punish- 
ment which  is  to  revenge  rather  than  correct  must  be 
morally  wrong  ;  and  tuhen  the  world  it  at  an  end, 
what  moral  or  warning  purpose  can  eternal  tortures 
answer  ?  Human  passions  have  probably  disfigured 
the  divine  doctrines  here :— but  the  whole  thing  is 
inscrutable. 


**  It  is  useless  to  tell  me  not  to  recuon,  but  to  6«- 
lieve.  You  might  as  well  tell  a  man  not  to  wake,  but 
sleep.  And  then  to  bully  with  torments,  and  all 
that !  I  cannot  help  thinking  that  the  mmace  of  hell 
makes  as  many  devils  as  the  severe  penal  codes  of  in- 
human humanity  make  villains. 


^  Man  is  horn  pcusiomUe  of  body,  but  with  an  in- 
nate though  secret  tendency  to  the  love  of  good  in  hit 
main-spring  of  mmd.  But,  God  help  us  all!  it  is  at 
present  a  sad  jar  of  atoms. 


^  Matter  is  eternal,  always  changing,  but  repro- 
duced, and,  as  far  as  we  can  comprehend  eternity  .eter- 
nal ;  and  why  not  mind?  Why  should  not  the  mind 
act  with  and  upon,  the  universe,  as  portions  of  it  act 
upon,  and  vrith,  the  congregated  dust  called  mankind  ? 
See  how  one  man  acts  upon  himself  and  others,  or 
upon  multitudes!     The  same  agency,  in  a  higher 

«  Swift  «  early  adopted  (says  Sir  Walter  Scott)  the  cus- 
tom of  observing  his  birthday,  as  a  term,  not  of  joy,  bat 
of  sorrow,  and  of  reading,  when  it  annually  recurred,  the 
striking  passage  of  Scripture,  in  which  Job  laments  and 
execrates  the  day  upon  which  it  was  said  in  his  flither*s 
house  '  that  a  man-child  was  hmn.' "—W  (ff  Svfift. 
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and  purer  degree,  may  act  upoa  the  stars,  &c.  ad 
iuflnitum. 


**  I  bave  often  been  inclined  to  materialism  in  phi- 
losophy, but  could  never  bear  its  introduction  into 
ChrUtiattity,  which  appears  to  me  essentially  founded 
upon  the  soui.  For  this  reason,  Priestley's  Christian 
Materialism  always  struck  me  as  deadly.  Believe  the 
resurrection  of  the  body,  if  you  will,  but  not  without 
a  soul.  The  deuce  is  in  it,  if  after  having  had  a  soul 
(as  surely  the  mind,  or  whatever  you  call  it  is),  in 
this  world,  we  must  part  with  it  in  the  next,  even  for 
an  immortal  materiality !  I  own  my  partiality  for 
tpirii. 


^l  taa  always  most  religious  upon.a  sunshiny  day, 
as  if  there  was  some  association  between  ati  internal 
approach  to  greater  light  and  purity  and  the  kindler 
of  this  dark  lantern  of  our  external  existence. 


**  The  night  is  also  a  religious  concern,  and  even 
more  so  when  I  viewed  the  moon  and  stars  through 
Herschell's  telescope,  and  saw  that  they  were  worlds. 


^If,  according  lo  some  speculations,  you  could 
prove  the  world  many  thousand  years  older  than  the 
Mosaic  chronology,  or  if  you  could  get  rid  of  Adam 
and  Eve,  and  the  apple,  and  serpent,  still,  what  is  to 
be  put  up  in  their  stead  ?  or  how  is  the  diflkulty  re- 
moved? Things  must  have  had  a  beginning,  and 
what  matters  it  when  or  how  ? 


**  f  sometimes  think  that  man  may  be  the  relic  of 
some  liigher  material  being  wrecked  in  a  former 
world,  and  degenerated  in  the  hardship  and  struggle 
through  chaos  into  conformity,  or  something  like  it, — 
as  we  see  Laplanders,  Esquimaux,  &c.  inferior  in  the 
present  state,  as  the  elementM  become  more  inexorable. 
But  even  then  this  higher  pre- Adamite  suppMititious 
creation  must  have  had  an  origin  and  a  Creator— iot 
a  creation  is  a  more  natural  imagination  than  a 
fortuitous  conco|^rse  of  atoms :  all  things  remount  to 
a  fountain*  though  they  may  flow  to  an  ooean. 


*^Phitarcb  says,  in  his  Life  of  Lysander,  that 
Aristotle  observes  '  thdt  in  general  great  geniuses  are 
of  a  nelanpholy  turn,  and  instances  Socrates,  Plato, 
and  Hercules  (or  Heraclitus],  as  examples,  ^d  Ly- 
sander, though  not  while  young,  yet  as  inclined  to  it 
when  approaching  towards  age.'  Whether  I  aura 
genius  or  not,  f  have  been  called  such  by  my  friends 
as  weQ  as  enemies,  and  in  more  countries  and  lan- 
guages than  one,  and  also  within  a  no  Tery  bng  period 
of  existence.  Of  my  genius,  I  can  say  nothing,  but 
of  my  melapcholy,  that  it  is  '  increasing  and  ought  to 
be  diminished.'    But  how  ? 

**!  take  it  that  most  men  are  to  at  bottom,  but  that 


it  is  only  remarked  in  the  remarkable.  TheDucbesse 
de  Broglio,  in  reply  to  a  remark  of  mine  on  the  emrs 
of  clever  people,  nid  that  *  they  were  not  woRse  than 
others,  only,  being  more  in  view,  more  noted,  espe- 
cially in  all  that  <x>uld  reduce  them  to  the  rest,  or 
raise  the  rest  to  them.'    In  1816,  this  was. 

**  In  fact  (I  suppose  that)  if  the  follies  of  fools  were 
all  set  down  like  those  of  the  wise,  the  wise  (who  seem 
at  present  only  a  better  sort  of  fbok)  woidd  appear 
almost  intelligent. 


^  It  is  singular  how  soon  we  lose  the  impremon  of 
what  ceases  to  be  constantly  before  us :  a  year  im- 
pairs ;  a  lustre  obliterates.  There  is  little  distinct  left 
without  an  effort  of  memory.  Then,  indeed,  the  lights 
are  rekindled  for  a  moment ;  but  who  can  be  sure  that 
imagination  is  not  the  toreh-bearer?  Let  any  man 
tiy  at  the  end  of  ten  years  to  bring  before  him  the 
features,  or  the  mind,  or  the  sayings,  or  the  habits  of 
his  best  friend,  or  his  greatest  man  (I  mean  his  &- 
vourite,  his  Buonaparte,  his  this,  that,  or  t'other), 
and  he  will  be  surprised  at  the  extreme  confusion  of 
his  ideas.  I  speak  confidently  on  this  point,  having 
always  passed  for  one  who  had  a  good,  ay,  an  ex- 
cellent memory.  I  except,  indeed,  our  reooDectum  of 
womankind ;  there  is  no  forgetting  them  (and  be  d— d 
to  them)  any  more  than  any  other  ranarkaUe  era, 
such  as  *  the  revolution,'  or  '  the  pkigue,'  or  '  the  in- 
vasion,' or  Vthe  *  comet,'  or  the  war '  of  such  and  such 
an  epoch, — being  the  favourite  dates  of  mankindfWln 
have  so  mai^  blessings  in  their  k>t  that  they  never 
make  their  calendars  from  them,  being  too  common. 
For  instance,  you  see  *  the  great  drought,'  *  thelliames 
frozen  over,*  *the  seven  years  war  broke  out,'  'the 
English,  or  French,  or  Spanish  revolution  ooounenoed^' 
the  Lisbon  earthquake,'  *  the  Lima  earthquake,'  *  the 
earthquake  of  Cakbria,'  *  the  plague  of  London,' 
ditto  'of  Constantinople,'  'the  sweating  sickness/ 
'  the  yeflow  fever  of  Philadelphia,'  &c  &c.  &c. ;  but 
you  don't  see  'the  abundant  harvest,'  'the  fine 
summer,' '  the  k>ng  peace,' '  the  wealthy  specnktioa,' 
'the  wreckless  voyage,'  recorded  so  emphatically F 
By  the  way,  there  has  been  a  thirty  years*  war  and 
a  seventy  year^  war ;  was  there  ever  a  seventy  or  a 
thirty  years*  peace?  or  was  there  even  a  D4T*8 
universal  peace?  except  perhaps  in  China,  wkere 
they  have  found  out  the  miserable  happiness  of  a 
stationary  and  unwarlike  mediocrity.  And  is  aD  this 
because  nature  is  niggard  or  savage?  or  mankind  oi- 
gratefiil  ?    Let  philosophers  decide.    I  am  none. 


.^  In  general,  I  do  not  draw  wdl  with  Hterary  umb; 
not  that  I  dislike  them,  but  I  never  know  what  to  s^y 
to  them  after  I  have  praised  their  last  publicatioai 
There  are  several  exceptions,  to  be  sure,  but  then 
they  have  either  been  men  of  the  w(Jrid,  such  as  Soott 
and  Moore,  &c.  or  vinonaries  out  of  it,  such  as  SbeBsy* 
&c. :  but  your  literary  every  day  man  and  I  Deffer 
went  well  in  company,  espedaDy  your  fbreigDer,  whom 
I  never  coukl  abide ;  except  Giordani,  and  and  sad 
— (I  really  can't  name  ai^y  other) — ^I  don't 
a  man  amongst  them  whom  I  ever  wished  to 
tinoe,  except  perhaps  Bfenophanti,  who  it  a  bob 
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of  languages^  the  Briareus  of  parts  of  speech,  a  walk- 
ing Polyglott  and  more,  who  ought  to  have  existed  at 
the  tim^of  the  Tower  of  Babel,  as  universal  inter- 
preter. He  is  indeed  a  marvel — unassuming,  also.  I 
Cried  him  in  all  the  tongues  of  which  I  knew  a  single 
oath  (or  adjuration  to  the  gods  against  post-bojrs, 
savages,  Tartars,  boatmen,  sailors,  pilots,  gondoliers, 
muleteer^,  catncl-drivers,  vetturini,  post-masters,  post- 
ftorses,  po6^house8,  post-everythin|^^  and  egad !  he 
astounded  me— even  to  my  English. 


**  *  No  man  would  live  his  life  over  again,'  is  an  old 
and  true  saying  which  all  can  resolve  for  themselves. 
At  the  same  time,  there  are  probably  momenU  in 
most  men's  lives  which  they  would  live  over  the  rest 
of  life  to  regain  ?  Else  why  do  we  live  at  all?  be- 
cause Hope  recurs  to  Memory,  both  false — ^but — but 
— but^-but— and  (his  but  drags  on  till— what  ?  I  do 
not  know ;  and  who  does?  '  He  that  died  o*  Wednes- 
day.'" 


In  laying  before  the  reader  these  last  extracts  from 
the  papers  in  my  possession,  it  may  be  expected, 
perfaapa,  that  I  should  say  somethiag, — ^m  addition  to 
what  has  been  already  stated  on  this  subject, — ^re- 
specting those  Memoranda,  or  Memoirs,  which,  in  the 
exercise  of  the  discretionary  power  giv^  to  me  by 
my  noble  friend,  I  placed,  shortly  after  hts  death,  at 
the  disposal  of  his  sister  and  executor,  and  which 
Ibey,  from  a  sense  of  what  they  thought  doe  to  his 
memory,  consigned  to  the  flames.  As  the  circiun- 
•tances,  however,  connected  with  the  surrender  of 
that  manuscript,  besides  requiring  much  more  detail 
than  my  present  limits  allow,  do  n*t,  in  any  respect, 
concern  the  character  of  Lord  Byron,  but  affect  solely 
my  own,  it  is  not  here,  at  least,  that  I  feel  myself 
called  upon  to  enter  into  an  explanation  of  them.  I1ie 
woild  will,  of  course,  continue  to  thipk  of  that  step  as 
it  pleases ;  but  it  is,  after  all,  on  a  man's  oton  opinion 
of  his  actions  that  his  happiness  chie^y  depends,  and 
I  can  only  say  that,  were  I  again  placed  in  th^  same 
circumstances,  I  would— even  at  ten  times  the  pecu- 
niary sacrifice  which  my  conduct  then  cost  me— again 
aol  precisely  in  the  same  manner. 

For  the  satisfaction  of  those  whose  regret  at  the  loss 
of  that  manuscript  arises  from  some  better  motive 
than  the  mere  disappointment  of  a  prurient  curiosity, 
1  shall  here  add,  that  on  the  n^sterious  cause  of  the 
separation,  it  afforded  no  light  whatever; — that,  while 
some  of  its  details  could  never  have  been  published  at 
all,*  and  little,  if  any,  of  what  it  contained  personal 
towards  otliers  could  have  appeared  till  long  after  the 
individuals  concerned  had  left  the  scene,  all  that 
materially  rehited  to  Lord  Byron  hiuuielf  was  (as  I 
well  knew  when  I  made  that  sacrifice)  to  be  found 
repeated  in  the  various  Journals  and  Memorandum- 
books,  which,  though  not  all  to  be  made  use  of,  were, 
OS  the  reader  has  seen  from  the  preceding  pages,  all 
preserved. 

«  This  description  applies  only  to  the  Second  Part  of 
the  Memoranda;  there  having  been  but  little  onllt  for 
paUication  in  the  Vint  Part,  which  was,  indeed,  read, 
a«  is  well  known,  by  many  of  the  noUe  author's  friends.* 


As  far  as  suppression,  indeed,  is  blamable,  I  have 
had,  in  the  course  of  this  task,  abundantly  to  answer 
for  it;  having,  as  the  reader  must  have  perceived, 
withheld  fl  krge  portion  of  my  materiab,  to  which 
Lord  Byron,  no  doubt,  in  his  fearlessness  of  conse- 
quenc  s,  would  have  wished  to  give  publicity,  but 
which,  it  is  now  more  than  probable,  will  never  meet 
the  light. 

There  remains  little  more  to  add.  It  has  been  re- 
marked by  Lord  Orford,  *  as  ^strange,  that  the 
writing  a  man's  life  should  in  general  make  the  bio- 
grapher become  enamoured  of  his  subject,  whereas 
one  should  think  that  the  niceir  disquisition  one  makes 
into  the  life  of  any  man,  the  less  reason  one  should 
find  to  love  or  admire  him."  On  the  contrary,  may 
we  not  rather  say  that,  as  knowledge  is  ever  theixarent 
of  tolerance,  the  more  insight  we  gain  into  the  springs 
and  motives  of  a  man's  actions,  the  peculiar  circum- 
stances in  which  he  was  placed,  and  the  influences 
and  temptations  under  which  he  acted,  the  more  al- 
lowance we  may  be  inclined  to  make  for  his  errors, 
and  the  more  approbation  lus  virtues  may  extort  from 
us? 

The  arduous  task  of  bripg  the  biographer  of 
Byron  is  one,  at  least,  on  which  I  bftve  not  obtruded 
myself:  the  wish  of  my  friend  that  I  should  undertake 
that  office  having  been  more  than  once  expressed,  at 
a  time  when  none  .but  a  boding  imagination  like  his 
could  have  foreseen  much  chance  of  the  sad  honour 
devolving  to  me.  If  in  some  instances  I  have  con- 
sulted rather  the  spirit  than  the  exact  letter  of  his 
injunctions,  it  vras  with  the  view' solely  of  doing  him 
more  justice  than  he  would  have  done  himself ;  there 
being  no  hands  in  which  his  character  could  have 
been  less  safe  than  his  own,  nor  any  greater  wrong 
ofiefed  to  his  memory  than  the  substitution  of  what 
he  afibcted  to  be  for  what  he  was.  Of  any  partiality, 
however,  beyond  what  our  mutual  friendship 
accounts  for  and  justifies,  I  am  by  no  meaifli 
concious ;  nor  would  it  be  in  the  power,  indeed,  of 
even  the  most  partial  friend  to  allege  any  thing  more 
convincingly  favourable  of  his  character  than  is 
contamed  in  the  few  simple  facts  with  which  I  shall 
here  conclude, — tliat,  through  life,  with  all  his  faults, 
he  never  lost  a  friend ; — that  those  about  him  iu  his 
Touth,  whether  as  companions,  teachers,  or  servants, 
remained  attached  to  him  to  the  last; — that  the 
woman,  to  whom  he  gave  the  love  of  his  maturer 
years,  idolizes  his  name;  and  that,  with  a  single 
unhappy  exception,  scarce  an  instance  is  to  be  found 
of  any  one,  once  brought,  however  briefly,  into 
relations  of  amity  with  him,  tliat  did  not  feel  towards 
him  a  kind  regard  in  life,  and  retain  a  fondness  for  his 
memory. 

I  have  now  done  with  the  subject,  nor  shall  be 
easily  tempted  into  a  recurrence  to  it.  Any  mistakes 
or  misstatements  I  may  be  proved  to  hare  made 
shall  be  corrected ; — any  new  facts  which  it  is  in  the 
power  of  others  to  produce  will  speak  for  themselves. 
To  mere  opinions  I  ani  not  called  upon  to  pay 
attention — and,  still  less,  to  insinuations  or  mysteries. 
I  have  here  told  what  I  myself  know  and  think  con- 
cerning nqr  friend ;  and  now  leave  his  character,  moral 
as  well  as  literary,  to  the  judgment  of  the  world. 

*  In  speaking  of  Lord  Herbert  of  Cherfonry's  Life  of 
Henry  VUL 
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TWO  EPISTLES  FROM  THE  ARMENIAN 
VEBSION. 

THE  ErmxM  Of  TH8  COftlNTHlAHt  TO  ST  PACt  TBB  APOSTLB.* 

1  &rEPBEN,t  an**  tl»e  elders  with  him,  Dabnus, 
Eub'ulus,  Jheophilus,  and  Xinon,  to  Paul,  our  father 
awl  evaogeliflS  and  faitliful  master  in  Jesus  Christ 
liealtb.t 

2  Two  men  hare  come  lb  Corinth,  Simon  by  name, 
a9d  Cleobos,}  who  rehemendy  diMurb'  the  faitb  of 

'some. with  deceitful  and  corrupt  words; 

3  Of  which  woidllhou  sHbuldst  infbrm  thyself : 

4  For  neither  hare  we  heard  soch  words  from 
thee,  nor  from  the  other  apostles : 

6  But  we  know  only  that  what  we,  hare  h^d 
from  thee  amtTrom  them,  (hat  we  hare  kept  firmly. 

6  But  in  this  ckiefly  has  our  Lord  had  compassion, 
that,  whilst  ihou  art  yet  with  us  iq  the  fle«h,'we  are 
afain  about  to  hear  from  thee. 

7  Therefore  do  thou  write  to  lis,  or  come  thyself 
amongst  us  quickly. 

•  8  We  betiere  in  the  Lord,  that,  as  it  was  rerealed 
to  Theonas,  he  hath  dehtered  thee  from  the  hands  of 
t^e  unrighteous.^^ 

9  But  these  kre  tU  sinful  words  of  these  impure 
men,  for  thus  do  they  say  and  teach : 

10  That  il  behores  not  to  admit  the  Ph>phet8.tf 

11  Neither  do  they  affirm  the  amnipoteaceof  ^od: 

13  Neither  do  they  affirm  the  resurrection  of  tb^ 
iesh: 

;  13  Neither  do  they  affim}  that  man  was  altcit^thcr 
oreatad  by  God : 

14  Neither  do  they  affirm  that  Jesus  Christ  was 
bom  in  the  flesh  from  the  Virgin  Mai? : 

15  Neither  do  4hey  aflkm  that  the  world  was  the 
work  of  God,  but  of  some  ppe  of  the  angels. 

1(J  Therefore  do  thou  make  haste  ft  to  come 
amoogrt  us, 

17  Thaf  this  city  of  the  Corinthian*  may  remam 
without-scandal, 

18  And  that  the  folly  of  these  men  may  be  made 
manifest  by  an  open  refutatfcn.    Fare  thee  well.JJ 

The  deacons  Thereptus  and  Tich us***  received 

#**  St  ?**»  JMwe  the  title  thus:  EpittU  qf  Stephen 

f  to  the  M68.,  the  nmrginal  Teraes  Roblished  by  tUe 
WMttom  are  wantllit. 

t  In  MOM)  M6S.  we  flwl.  The  elder*  Nmmenue,  Embulmt, 
^VSHil'J^  il"^*»»  '•  '«^'  ^i^  f>rother,  health : 

J  Oth*»rc8d.  There  came  <:ertai»  men, . .  and  C/obeue, 
who  vehemently  $hake.  ' 

••  Some  Uas,  hftre.  We  believe  in  the  Lord,  thai  hU 
prenncewae  made  moMftt;  attdb^thU  hath  the  Lord 
deHvrred  us  from  the  hamU  nf  the  unrighteom, 

tt  Otborg  read,  To  read  the  Prophets. 

i:  Some  mas.  hare.  Ther^ore,  6n»Mer.  do  thou  maJte 
haste. 

W  Otben  tead.  Fare  thee  welt  in  the  Lfrd. 

***  Some  MSS.  hkre,Th«  deacons  Therepms  emd  Teekat. 


and  conreyed  Ais  Epatle  to  the  city  of  the  Pbi- 
'  lippians.* 

When  Paul  receired  tht  EpisUe,  altfaoogh  he  wu 
then  in  chains  on  account  of  SUralonice,t  the  wife  of 
Apolbladus,!  yet,  as  it  were  forgetting  hii  booibt  he 
mourned  ora*  these  words,  %nd  said  weeping:  "It 
were  better  for  m«  Co  be  dead,  and  with  die  Lord. 
For  while  I  am  in  this  body,  and  hear  the  wretched 
words  of  •such  false  doctrine,  behold,  grief  sriies 
upon*  grieft  and  my  trouble  adds  a  w^{lrt  to  wj 
chains;  when  I  behol{r*lhis  calamity,  and  progress  of 
thd  machinations  of  Satan,  Who  aearcbeth  to  do 
wrong." 

And  thus  with  deep  ai&iolioD  Paul  composed  hii 
teply  to  the  Epistle.^ 

■PfSTL£  or  PAITL  TO  THE  COKINtBUM.** 

1  Pftul,  in  bonds  for  Jesus  Christ,  disMfbed  by  » 
many  eorors^ff  to  his  CorinthiaB  breUuen,  hesltfk 

2  I  nothing  marrel  tbu  the  preaeh^  of  erit  halt 
made  this  progress. 

3  For  because  the  Lord  Jeras  is  aboultofolflkb 
coming,  rerily  on  tbisace^otdoeerlDBiMipervrt 
and  dMpise  his  words. 

4  But  I,  rerily,  fromrthe  beginning,  h^ve  IniiiBt 
you  that  only  which  I  myself  receired  fron  the  for- 
mer apostles,  who  always  remained  with  tho  IM 
Jesus  Christ 

5  And  I  now.  say  unto  yoi^«  that  AeLsid  Jem 
Christ  was  bom  of  the  Virgm  Mary*  .who  wis  ef  the 
seed  of  Darid,  • 

0  According  to  the  amrandsfionoftfatflMfCAsiCf 
sent  to  her  by  our  Father  from  faearen ; 

7  That  Jesus  might  be  introdueed  into  the  woMI 
and  deHrer  our  flesh  by  his  flesh,  and  thai  be  night 
raise  us  up  from  the  dead; 

8  As  in  this*  also  he  himself  beonrae  the 
•  9  That  it  mjght  be  made  manifest  Chat  nn  in> 
created  by  the  Father, 

10  He  has  not  remained  in  perdition  uusooghf  |K 

1 1  Bat  he  is  sought  for,  that  he  might  be  ftfrifed 
by  adoption. 

12  ForGod^whoistheI..ordofaV,  AeF^Aerof 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  who  made  hearer  ood  esrth, 
sent,  firstly,  the'Prophets  to  the  Jews: 

Tho  WhistoM  hare.  To  tU  dip  ^  PUaida:  W 
in  all  the  M£rS.  we  find,  To  the  citg  qftht  FhUlpplani 

t  Otbere  read,  On  €$eoount  «r  OnoHee, 

I  The  WbtHeDs  have,  Qf  ApaU^amma :  but  is  sU  ^ 
MSS.  we  read,  Apt^olanus, 

Mn  the  text  of  this  Epistle  there  an  some  ether  vsil^ 
tiona  in  the  words,  bat  tbe-tente  Is  the  same. 

**  Some  MSS.  have.  Pouts  Bpittle  JHm  prttm,  M 
the  instrwtiom  qT  the  CQrlntUasu, 

tt  Others  read,  iHstmrbed  Ay  vmriams  asmpmrtieas. 

t%89m»M88.1mne,  That  Jememiphtem^ort the vtrid. 

^  OOunremi,aeheunotremaiMe«iimdlilKre»U 
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13  That  he  would  absolTe  them  from  their  nns, 
And  bring  them  tb  hia  judgBoeot. 

14-  Because  he  wished  to  sare^  firstly,  the  house  of 
Israel,  be  bestowed  and  poured  forth  hk  Spirit  upon 
the  PropJietB ; 

16  That  they  should  for  a  long  time  preach  the 
womhip  of  God,  and  the  nativity  of  Christ, 

1§  But  be  who  was  the  prince  of  evil,  when  be 
wished  to  make  himself  Qod,  lai4  his  hand  wpoo 
them, 

17  And  bound  all  men  jn  miL* 

18  Because  Che  judgMient  of  tJie  wprid  was  |p- 
proaching. 

19  But  ^Jmigbtf  God,  when  he  willed  to  justly, 
was  unwflliDg  to  abandon  his  eraature ; 

30  But  wbwibeeawbis  affiiotion,  be  bad  ooopaa- 
aion  upon  him : 

fil  And  at  the  end  of  a  time  he  sent  the  Holy  Qboet 
into  the  Virgin  foretold  by  the  Prophets. 

32  Who,  belieYiog  readily, f  was  made  worthy  to 
conceive,  and  bring  lorth  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ 

38  That  from  this  perishable  body,  in  which  the 
evil  q>irit  was  glorified,  be  should  be  oast  out,  and  it 
should  be  made  manifest 

34  That  he  was^eiot  God:  For  Jesus  Christ,  in  his 
flesh,  had  ceoaOed  and  saved  this  perishable  flesh, 
and  drawn  it  into  eternal  life  by  faith. 

35  because  in  his  body  be  would  prepare  a  pure 
temple  of  justice  for  all  ages; 

36  la  whom  we  also,  when  we  believe,  are  saved. 
27  Tbcrefoie  luf^w  ye  that  these  men  aiti  not  the 

children  of  ju*^cei  ^^ut  the  children  of  wrath ; 

38  Who  turn  away  from  themselves  the  •oBspawioa 
ofGod; 

89  Who  say  that  neither  the  heavens  nor  the  earth 
were  akogelber  works  made  by  the  band  of  the 
Father  of  all  things,  i^ 

89  But  these  cursed  men  S  have  the  doctrine  of  the 
serpent. 

31  But  do  ye^  by  the  power  of  God,  withdraw 
yourselves  Car  from  these,  and  expel  from  amongst 
you  Che  doctrine  of  the  wicked. 

83  Because  you  aw  not  the  children  of  rebellion,*^ 
but  the  sops  of  the  beloved  church. 

83  And  on  this  account  the  time  of  the  resunrectioa 
is  preached  to  all  men. 

34  Therefore  ihey  who  aifirm  that  there  is  no  re- 
surreciioa  of  thefleab,  th^  indeed  shall  not  be  raiMd 
up  to  eternal  li£e; 

86  But  to  judgment  and  condemnation  shall  the 
unbeliever  arise  in  the  flesh : 

8($  For  CO  that  body  which  denies  the  resurrectfon 
of  the  body,  shall  be  denied  the  resurrection :  because 
such  are  fdund  to  refuse  the  resurrection. 

37  But  you  also,  Corinthians !  have  known,  from 
the  seeds  of  wheat,  and  from  other  seeds, 

38  That  one  grain  falls  tt  dry  into  theeaftfa,  and 
within  It  first  dies, 

•  Sons  MSS.  have*  Laid  kU  hamd»  mtdtkemwtdmU 
bod^bwndimsifi. 

t  Others  read,  Belitving  with  a  purt  ktart. 

t  Some  MS5.  have,  0/  Cf*^  ^  Father  qfaUthingt. 

%  Others  read,  Th^y  cterae  themselvea  in  (Alt  tkk^. 

**  Other*  read,  CJkildren  qftMt  dUoUdUni. 

ft  SomeMSS.  have.  That  on«  grain  faOt  not  dry  Into 
th»oarth. 


39  And  afterwards  rises  again,  by  the  will  of  the 
Lord,  endued  with  the  same  body : 

40  Neither  indeed  does  it  arise  vrith  the  same 
simple  body,  but  manifold,  and  filled  with  blessing. 

41  But  we  produce  the  example  not  only  from 
seeds,  but  from  the  honourable  bodies  of  men.* 

43  Ye  also  have  known  Jonas,  thesonof  Amittai.f 

43  Because  he  delayed  to  preach  to  the  Ninevites, 
he  was  swallowed  up  m  the  belly  of  a  fish  (6t  three 
days  and  three  nights : 

44  And  after  three  days  God  heard  his  supplica- 
tion, and  brought  him  out  from  the  deep  abyss; 

46  Neither  was  any  part  of  his  body  oorrppted; 
neither  was  his  eyebrow  bent  down.  \ 

46  And  bow  much  more  for  you,  oh  men  of  little 
faith  1 

47  If  you  believe  in  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  will  he 
raise  you  up,  even  as  he  himself  hatli  arisen. 

48  If  the  bones  of  BUsha  the  prophet,  falling  upon 
the  dead,  revived  the  dead, 

49  By  how  much  more  shall  ye,  wUoar^  supported 
by  the  flesh  and  the  blood  and  the  Spirit  of  Christ, 
arise  again  on  that  day  with  a  perfect  body  ? 

60  Elias  the  prophet,  embracing  the  widow's  son, 
raised  him  fcpm  the  dead ; 

61  By  how  muoh  more  shajl  Jesus  Christ  revive 
you,  on  that  day,  with  a  pdrfect  body,  even  as  be 
himself  hath  arisen? 

63  But  if  ye  receive  other  things  vainly,  § 

63  Henceforth  no  one  shall  cause  me  to  travail ;  for 
I  bear  4m  my  bociy  these  fetters,** 

U  Toobtafai  Christ  ;«Ki  I  sufier  with  patience  these 
afflictions  io  beoome  vrorthy  of  ihe  resurrectipn  of  the 
dead. 

66  And  do  each  of  you,  having  receive^  the  law  from 
t^e  hands  of  the  blessed  Prophets  and  the  holy  gos- 
pel, ff  firmly  maintain  it;  , 

66 -To  the  end  that  you  may  be  rewarded  in  the 
resurrection  of  the  dead,  and  the  possession  of  the  life 


67  But  if  any  of  ye,  not  bdieving,  shall  trespass,  he 
shall  be  judged  with  the  misdoers,  and  punished  with 
jtbose  who  have  false  belief. 

68  Because  such  are  the  generations  of  vipers,  and 
the  children  ef  dragons  and  basilisks. 

69  Drive  far  from  amongst  ye,  and  fly  from  such^ 
with  the  aid  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ 

60  And  the  peace  and  grace  of  the  befeved  Son  be 
upon  you.  ^    Amen. 

Done  into  English  fty  me,  Janudty-Pebrtuuy, 
1817,  at  ihe  Convent  of  San  Lazaro,  with  the  aid 


«  Others  read,  B^  fM  have  not  ffi/|r  produced  from 
aeeds,  but  from  the  honomrable  body  of  man. 

t  Others  read.  The  eon  qfEmaUhhu. 

t  Others  tM,  Nor  did  a  hair  <^  hU  body  fatt  thtre- 
from. 

S  Some  MSS.  have.  Ye  ahail  not  roceive  other  thmge  in 
vain. 

**  Others  finished  here  thus,  Henctforth  no  one  can  trou- 
ble me  farther,  for  I  bear  in  my  body  the  si^erings  of 
'  Chriat.  The  grace  of  our  Lord  Jeaua  Chriat  be  with  your 
I  jfpiril,  a^  brethren.    Amen. 

ft  Some  HSS.  have,  Qf  the  holy  evangelUt, 

HOibiBnaM,OurLordbe»ithyeaU. 
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and  exposition  of  the  Armenicm  text  b^  the  Father 
Paschal  Aucher,  Armenian  Friar, 

Byron. 

Venice,  April  lOth,  1817. 
/  bad  also  the  Latin  text,  but  ii  is  in  many 
places  very  corrupt ^  and  with  great  omissions. 


REMARKS  ON  MR  MOORE'S  LIFE  OF  LORD 
BYRON,  BY  LADY  BYRON. 

*<  I  HAVE  disregarded  various  pubUoaUons  in  which 
hota  within  my  own  knowledge  have  been  grossly 
misrepresented ;  btit  I  am  called  upon  to  notice  some 
of  the  erroneous  statements  proceeding  from  one  who 
claims  to  be  considered  as  Lord  Byron's  confidential 
and  authorized  friend.  Domestic  details  ought  not 
to  be  intruded  on  the  public  attention :  if,  however, 
they  are  so  intruded,  the  persons  affected  by  them 
havte  a  right  to  refute  injurious  charges.  Mr  Moore 
has  promulgated  his  own  impressions  of  private  events 
in  which  I  was  most  nearly  concerned,  as  if  he  pos- 
sessed a  competent  knowledge  of  the  subject.  Having 
survived  Lord  Byron,  I  feel  increased  relactanoe  to 
advert  to  any  circumstances  connected  with  the  period 
of  my  marriage;  nor  is  it  now  my  intention  to  disclose 
them,  further  than  maf  be  indispensably  requisite  for 
the  end  I  have  in  view.  Self-vindication  is  not  the 
motive  which  actuates  me  to  make  this  appeal,  and 
the  spirit  of  accusation  is  unmingled  with  it;  but  when 
the  conduct  of  my  parents  is  brought  forward  in  a 
disgraceful  light,  by  the  passages  selected  from  Lord 
Byron's  letters,  and  by  the  remarks  of  his  biographer, 
I  feel  bound  to  justify  their  characters  from  imputa- 
tions which  I  know  to  be  fidse.  The  passages  from 
Lord  Byron's  letters,  to  which  I  refer,  are  the  asper- 
sion OB  my  mother's  character,  page  220: — *My 
child  is  very  well,  and  flourishing,  I  hear;  but  I  must 
see  also.  I  feel  no  disposition  to  resign  it  to  the  con- 
tagion  t^  its  grandmother's  society*  The  assertion 
of  her  dishonourable  conduct  in  emptying  a  spy, 
page  219.'  *  A  Mrs  C.  (now  a  kind  of  hdusekeeper 
and  spy  of  Lady  N:*s),  who,  in  her  better  days,  was 
a  washerwoman,  is  supposed  to  be — by  the  learned- 
very  much  the  occult  cause  of  our  domestic  discre- 
pancies.' The  seembg  exculpation  of  myself,  in  the 
extract,  p.  219,  with  the  words  iomiediately  following 

it, — ^  Her  nearest  j«latives  are    a ;'  where 

the  blank  dearly  implies  something  too  offensive  for 
publication.  These  passages  tend  to  throw  suspicion 
on  my  parents,  and  give  reason  to  ascribe  the  separa« 
tion  either  to  their  direct  agency,  or  to  that  of  *ofli- 
dous  spies'  employed  by  them.  *  From  the  following 
part  of  the  narrative,  p.  218,  it  must  also  be  inferred 
that  an  undue  influence  was  exercised  by  them  for  the 
accomplishment  of  this  purpose.  *It  was  in  a  few 
weeks  after  the  latter  communication  between  us 
(Lord  Byron  and  Mr  Moore),  that  Lady  Byron  adopted 
the  determuiation  of  parting  from  him.  She  had  left 
London  at  the  latter  end  of  January,  on  a  visit  to  her 
father's  house,  in  Leicentershire,  and  Lord  Byron  was 
in  a  short  time  to  folbw  her.  They  had  parted  in 
the  utmost  kindness,-^she  wrote  him  a  letter  full  of 
playfulness  and  afiection,  on  the  road ;  and  immediately 

*  «  Tbe  officious  spies  of  bis  privacy,"  p.  S30.  j 


on  her  arrival  at  Kirkby  MaUory,  her  &ther  wrote  to 
acquaint  Lord  Byron  that  she  would  return  to  him  no 
more.'    In  my  observations  upon  this  statement,  I 
shall,  as  ^r  as  possible,  avoid  touching  on  nnj  matters 
idating  personally  to  Lord  Byron  and  myself.     The 
facts  are :— I  left  London  for  Kirkby  Malkiry,  tbe 
residence  of  my  father  and  mother,  on  the  15th  of 
January,  1816.    Lord  Byron  had  signified  to  me  m 
writing  (Jan.  6tb)  his  absolute  desire  that  I  sbouM 
leave  London  on  the  earliest  day  that  I  couM  conve- 
niently fix.    It  was  not  safe  for  me  to  undertake  the 
(migue  of  a  journey  sooner  than  the  15th.  Previously 
to  my  departure,  it  had  been  strongly  impressed  on 
my  mind,  that  Lord  Byron  was  under  the  influence  of 
insanity.   This  opinion  was  derived  in  a  great  measure 
from  the  communications  made  to  me  by  his  nearest 
relatives  and  personal  attendant,  who  had  more  op- 
portunities than  mysdf  of  obser?xng  him  during  the 
hitter  part  of  n^  stay  in  town.    It  was  even  repre- 
sented to  me  that  he  was  in  danger  of  destroying 
himself.     W^h  the  concurrence  </  his  famtily,  I 
had  consulted  Dr  Baillie  as  a  friend  (Jan.  8th)  re- 
specting this  supposed  malady.   On  acquainting  him 
with  the  state  of  the  case,  and  witli>Lord  ByrtM's 
desire  that  I  should  leave  London,  Dr  BaiOie  thought 
that  my  absence  might  be  advisable  as  an  experiment, 
assuming  tbe  fact  of  mental  derangement;  for  Dr 
Baillie,  not  having  had  access  to  Lord  Byroo,  eouhi 
not  pronounce  a  positive  opinion  on  that  potnt.    He 
eAJifined  that  in  correspondence  with  Lord  Byron  I 
should  avoid  all  but  light  and  soothing^  topics.  Uader 
these  impressions,  I  left  London,  determined  to  foDow 
the  advice  given  by  Dr  Baiflie.    Whatevo-  might 
have  been  the  nature  of  Lord  Byron's  conduct  towards 
me  frcmi  the  time  of  ngr  marriage,  yet,  supposing  him 
to  be  in  a  state  of  mental  alienation,  it  was  i«u  for 
me,  nor  for  any  person  of  common  homanily,  to  Ma- 
nifest, at  that  moment,  a  sense  of  injury.    On  tbe  tky 
of  my  departure,  and  again  on  my  anival  al  Kirkby, 
Jan.  16th,  I  wrote  to  Lord  Byron  in  a  kind  and  cheer- 
ful  tone,  according  to  those  medical  directions.    The 
last  letter  was  ciroukUed,  and  empkyed  as  a  pretext 
for  the  charge  of  my  having  been  subsequei^  im- 
Jluenced  to  'desert'^  my  husband.    It  has  been 
argued,  that  I  parted  from  Lord  Bjfron  in  perfect 
harmony;  that  feelings,  incompatibb  with  any  deep 
sense  of  injury  had  dictated  the  letter  vrhaeh  I  ad- 
dressed to  him;  and  that  my  sentiments  must  have 
been  changed  by  persuasion  and  interference,  when 
I  was  under  the  roof  of  my  parents.    These  ssbiHimm 
and  inferences  are  wholly  destitute  of  fbundatioB. 
When  I  arrived  at  Kirkby  Malkiry,  my  parents  were 
unacquainted  with  the  existence  of  any  causes  l^e|y 
to  destroy  n^y  prospects  of  happiness;  and  vrbea  I 
communicated  to  them  the  opuiion  which  had  been 
formed  concerning  Lord  Byron's  state  of  mind,  tb^ 
were  most  anxious  to  promote  his  restoimtion  bj  every 
means  in  their  power.    They  assured  those  relatioos 
who  were  with  him  in  London,  that  *  they  would 
devote  their  whole  care  and  attention  to  the  aDenatioa 
of  his  maUdy,'  and  hoped  to  make  the  best  arnuge. 
ments  for  his  comfort,  if  he  could  be  induced  to  visit 
them.  With  these  intentions,  my  mother  wrote  ob  Che 
17th  to  Lord  Byron,  inviting  him  to  Kiikby  Mafloiy. ! 

*  «  Tbe  deserted  htubaud.*'  p.  SSL 
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She  had  always  ireated  him  with  an  afl^tionate 
flonaderatioa  and  indulgence,  which  extended  to 
eterj  little  peculiarity  of  his  feehngs.  Nerer  did  an 
irritating  word  escape  her  lips  in  her  whole  inter- 
Qonrse  with  him.  The  accounts  given  me  after  I 
left  Lord  Byroo  by  the  persons  in  ccAistant  intercourse 
with  him,  added  to  those  doubts  whkh  had  before 
trawiently  occurred  to  my  mind,  as  to  the  reality  of 
the  alleged  disease,  and  the  reports  of  Jiis  medical 
attendant,  were  far  from  establishing  the  existence 
of  any  thing  like  lunacy.  Under  this  uncertainty,  I 
deemed  it  right  to  communicate  to  my  parents,  tlpat 
if  I  were  to  consider  Lord  Byron's  past  conduct  as 
that  of  a  person  of  soiud  mind,  nothing  could  induce 
me  to  return  to  him.  It  therefore  appeared  expe- 
dient both  to  diem  and  myself  to  consult  the  ablest 
adTisers.  For  that  object,  and  also  to  obtain  still 
litfther  ioformatioB  respecting  the  appearances  which 
seemed  to  indicate  mental  derangement,  my  mother 
determined  to  go  to  London.  She  was  empowered 
by  me  to  take  legal  opinions  on  a  written  statement 
of  mine,  though  I  had  then  reasons  for  Hesenring  a  part 
of  the  case  ^m  the  knowledge  even  of  iqy  father 
and  mother.  Being  conVmoed  by  the  result  of  these 
inquiries,  and  by  the  tenor  of  Lord  Byron's  proceed- 
ings, that  the  notion  of  insanity  was  an  illusion,  I  no 
hmger  hentated  to  authorise  such  measures  as  were 
necessary,  in  order  to  secure  me  from  being  erer 
again  placed  in  his  power.  Conformably  with  this 
resolution,  my  father  wrote  to  him  on  the  dd  of  Fe- 
bruary, to  pfopose  an  amicable  separation.  Lord 
Byton  at  tot  rejected  th»  proposal;  but  when  it  was 
distinctly  notified  to  him,  that  if  he  persisted  in  his 
refusal,  recourse  must  be  had  to  legal  measures,  he 
agreed  to  sign  a  deed  of  separation.  Upon  applying 
to  Dr  Lushmgton,  who  was  intimately  acquainted 
with  all  the  circumstances,  to  state  in  writing  what 
he  recounted  upon  this  subject,  I  received  from  him 
the  following  letter,  by  which  it  wili  be  manifest 
that  my  mother  cannot  have  been  actuated  by  any 
hostile  or  ungenerous^  motives  towards  Lord  By- 


«  <  ^Y  DEAR  LIOT  BTBON, 

**  *  I  can  rely  upon  the  accuracy  of  my  memory 
fn  the  (pUbwing  statement  I  was  originally  consulted 
by  Lady  Noel  on  your  behalf,  whilst  you  were  in 
the  country  ^tbe  circumstances  detailed  by  her  ware 
such /M  justified  a  separation,  but  they  were  not  of 
that  aggcavated  description  as  to  render  such  a  mea^ 
sui^  indispensable.  On  Lady  Noers  representation, 
I  deemed  a  ceconciliatioo  with  Lord  Byron  practi- 
cable, and  felt  most  sincerely  a  wish  to  aid  in  effect- 
ing it.  There  was  not  on  Lady  Noel's  part  any 
exaggeration  of  tlie  facts;  nor,  so  feu:  al  I  could  per- 
ceive, any  determination  to  prevent  a  return  to  Lord 
Byron :  certainly  none  was  expressed  when  I  spoke 
of  a  reconciliation.  When  you  came  to  town  in 
about  a  fortnight,  or  perhaps  more,  after  my  first 
interview  with  Lady  Noel,  I  was  for  the  first  time 
informed  by  you  of  facts  utterly  unknown,  as  I  have 
no  doubt,  to  Sir  Balph  and  Lady  Noel.  On  receiving 
this  addUiooal  information,  my  opinion  was  entirely 
changed :  I  considered  a  reconciliation  impossible.  I 
declared  my  opinion,  and  added,  that  if  suoh  an  idea 
•hould  be  entertained,  I  oould  not,  eitlier  profes- 


sionally or  otherwise,    take  any  part  towards  ef- 
fecting it.    Believe  me,  very  faithfully  yours, 

***Stkph.  Lushinoton. 
* '  Great  GeoiiBe-street,  Jan.  31, 1830. 

**I  bav«  only  to  observe,  that  if  the  statements  on 
which  my  legal  advisers  (the  late  Sir  Samuel  Romilly 
and  Dr.  Lushington)  formed  their  opinions,  were  false, 
the  responsibility  and  the  odium  should  rest  with  tne 
only.  I  trust  that  the  facts  which  I  have  here  briefly 
recapitulated  will  absolve  my  fistherand  mother  from 
all  accusations  with  regard  to  the  part  they  took  in 
the  separation  between  Lord  Byron  and  myself.  They 
neither  originated,  instigated,  nor  advised,  that  sepa- 
ration ;  and  they  cannot  be  condemned  for  having 
afibrded  to  their  daughter  the  assistance  and  protec- 
tion which  she  claimed.  There  is  no  other  near  relative 
to  vindicate  their  memory  from  insult.  I  am  therefore 
compelled  to  break  the  rilence  which  I  had  hoped  al- 
ways to. observe,  and  to  solicit  from  the  readess  of 
Lord  Byron's  life  an  impartial  consideration  of  the 
testimony  extorted  from  roe. 

"A.I.Noel  Byron." 

«  Hanger  HiU.  Feb.  19, 1830.'' 


LETTER  OF  MR.  TURNER, 
referred  to  in  page  389. 

"Eight  months  after  the  publication  of  my  *Tour 
in  the  Levant,'  there  appeared  in  the  London  Maga- 
zine, and  subsequently  in  most  of  the  newspapers,  a 
letter  from  the  late  Lord  Byron  to  Mr.  Murray. 

"I  naturally  felt  anxious  at  the  time  to^eet  a 
charge  of  error  brought  against  me  m  so  direct  a 
manner :  but  I  thought,  and  friends  whom  I  consulted 
at  the  thne  thought  vrith  me,  that  I  had  better  wait 
for  a  more  frivourable  opportunity  than  that  afibrded 
by  the  newspapers  of  vindicating  my  opinion,  which 
even  so  distinguished  an  authority  as  the  letter  of 
Lord  Byron  l^t  unshaken^and  which,  I  will  venture 
to  add,  remains  unshaken  stilL 

"  I  must  ever  deplore  that  I  resisted  my  first  impulse 
to  reply  immediately.  The  hand  of  Death  has  snatched 
Lord  Byron  from  his  kingdom  of  literature  and  poetry, 
and  I  can  only  guard  myself  from  the  illiberal  imputa- 
tion of  attacking  the  mighty  dead,  whose  living  talent 
^I  should  have  trembled  to  encounter,  by  scrupulously 
confining  myself  to  such  facts  and  illustrations  as  are 
strictly  necessary  to  save  me  from  the  charges  of  error, 
misrepresentation,  and  presumptuousness,  of  which 
every  writer  must  wish  to  prove  himself  undeserving. 

"  Lord  Byron  began  by  stating,  'The  tide  was  not 
in  our  favour,'  and  added, '  neither  I  nor  any  person 
on  board  the  frigate  had  any  notion  of  a  difference  of 
the  current  on  the  Asiatic,  side ;  I  never  heard  of  it 
till  this  moment.'  His  lordship  had  probably  forgot- 
ten that  Strabo  distinctly  describes  the  difference  in 
the  foUowing  words. 

p»XXaf^ft*9t  fttapiv  M  rir  r%  Hp««f  «rip7«r,  mimtiUw  l^»ivr«t 


4*i«p<tr  vXivivr,  m1  ^  rtXl«f  IjrMtftr   SMrrfcv  rir  ^cV*;*— 

Ideoque  facUm$  a  Sgsio  trqjiciunt  paululum  de-' 
flex&  naYigatiooe  ad  Herus  tarrim,  atque  iiAie  no- 
viyia  dimUtenies  €u(jtivant€  etiamfluxu  trajectwn. 
Qui  ab  Abydo  trajiciunt,  in  contrariun  flaotuat 
partem  ad  00(0  •(adia  ad  turrim  quandam  e  r^iofte 
Sesti :  hinc  obUqu9  IrajiciufU,  non  pror$u8  cofHiario 
fluxu.  '* 

'^Here  it  is  clearly  ainerted  that  the  current  assislff 
the croMing  from  Sestos,  and  the  words  *A#«irrtt  ^a 
*>^»'W—*Mavigia  dimitUnt€9t^^* UUing  the  vet- 
•els  go  qf  thevueivet/  prove  how  coonderable  the 
anigtance  of  the  curreDi  was;  while  the  word^ 
'wxiy^^w,* — *4>biique,'  and  'r.x.*,,* — *pr<^nM* 
show  distiootly  ^tfaat  those  who  crossed  from  Abydos 
were  obliged  to  do  so  in  An  oblique  direction,  or  they 
would  have  the  current  entirely  against  them. 

^FVoa  this  ancient  authority,  which,  I  own,  app^rs 
to  ^e  unanswerable,  let  us  turn  to  the  inodems. 
Baron  de  Tott,  who,  having  been  fdr  sdne  ttme  resi* 
dent  on  the  spot,  employed  as  an  engineer  in  the^con- 
stniution  of  batteries,  mustlie  supposed  well  cognisant 
of  the  subject,  has  expressed  himself  as  Allows  : — 

'<*La  surabondance  deseaux  que  la  Mer  Noire 
revolt,  et  qu'elle  oe  pent  ^vaporer,  vers^e  dans  la  M6- 
diterran^e  par  le  Bosphore  de  Thrace  et  La  Propon- 
tide,  forme  aux  Dardanelles  des  courans  si  violens , 
que  souvent  les  b&timens,  toutes  voiles  dehors,  ont 
peine  ijes  valncre.  Les  pilotes  doivent  encore  ob- 
server, lorsque  le  vent  suffit,  de  diriger  leur  route  de 
mani^re  A  presenter  le  moins  de  r^sistanee  ^possible  a 
Teflbrt  des  eaux.  On  sent  que  oette  <tude  a'  pour 
base  la  direction  des  cotuans ,  qui ,  remvopie  auH^ 
pomie  d  Fautre,  ferment  des  obstacles  4  la  naviga- 
tion ,  et  feraient  courijr  les  plus  grands  risques  si  Ton 
n^ligeait  ces  oonnaissances  hydrographiqoes.'— Jftf^. 
moires  de  Torr,  3me  Partie. 

**  To  the  above  citations,  I  wOl  add  the  i>piniMi  of 
Toumefort,  who,  in  his  descripdon  of  the-strait,  ex- 
presses with  ridicule  his  disbdief  of  the  truth  of 
Leander's  exploit;  and  to  show  that  the  ktest  tim- 
vellera  agree  with  the  earlier,  I  will  oondude  toy  quo- 
tation with  a  stateaient  of  Mr.  Madden,  who-  is  just 
returned  from  the  spot,  **It  was  from  the  European 
side  Lord  Byron  swam  wkk  the  current,  which  runs 
about  four  miles  an  hour.  But  I  believe  he  would 
have  found  it  totally  impracticable  to  have  crossed 
from  Abydos  to  Europe.'  —  MADOEir's  Travele, 
vol.  I. 

^  There  are  two  other  observations  in  Loitl  Byhm\ 
letter  on  which  I  feel  it  neoessary  io  remark.  *  ,  . 
**  *  Mr.  Turner  says,  *  whatever  is  thrown  into  the 
stream  on  this  part  of  the  European  bank,  mic#^  arrjve 
at  the  Asiatic  shore.'  This  is  so  far  from  bang  the 
case,  that  it  meut  arrive  in  the  Archipelago,  it  left 
to  the  current;  although  a  strong  wind  from  the 
Asiatic  f  side  might  havesuch  an  eSect  occasionally. 
^  Here  Lord  Byron  m  right,  and  I  have  no  hesitation 
in  ooofsasiag  that  I  was  wrong.  But  I  was  wrong 
only  in  the  letter  of  iqy  remark,  not  in  the  spirit  oTU. 


Aat  timg  tiuowa  into  the  stream  oi  th«  J 
bask  would  be  swq>t  iolo  the  Archipelago^  •«»w^ 
alWr  arriving  80  near  the  Asiatic  shore  as  to  be  ahmi, 
ifaotqQfte,witbiQatoai/<depth,^5VOti](I  be  agaia 
floated  off  frT>m  the  ooaat  by  the^uurent  tfafU  m  ^shcd 
from  the  Asiatie  promoaaoiy,  B«t  this  would  not 
affect  a4iwinimer,  who,  being  so  near  tlie  knd^  would 
^  course,  if  he  couM  notactuaVy  walk  to  kuimA 
itbyasl^teibrt. 

•^Lord  ^yMi  adds,  in  IkisP. S.,  'Tlie  ttnit  n, 
however,  not  ^tUaordinaijly  wide,  even  wbeie  it 
faroadens  above  and  below  the  forts,*  ^ta»  tlm 
statement  I  must  venture  to  expfess  my  ^isami^-wiA 
dMBdenoe  ladeed,  but  ivith  .iiiffidence  ^Hfci;f».'«iw^  |^  j 
Ihe  ease  with  whioh  the  fact  may  be  ^tnhTififccd.  The 
strait  is  wid^«d  so  considerably  ai>ove  tKe  Ibrts  hj  * 
the  Bay  oC  Mayto«„and  the  bay  opposite  to  it  on  the ; 
Asiatie  poast,  ihat  the  distance  to  be  pajaetf  fiy  t  \ 
swimmerio  crossing  higher  up  would  bo,  m  my  poor ' 
jiidgmcot,  too  great  for  any  one,to  acoomptish  6««  ! 
Asia  to  Buiope,  haviqg  each  a.  currant  «>  stev.  I 

"I  conclude  by  expresmnyit  ftsiny  humUe  oplcioi ! 
that  no  one  is  bound  to  believe  in  the  pctaaibStj  of 
Laander'sexploit,  tfll  the  passage  has  been  peHbcned 
by  a  swiomisr,  at  least  from  Asia  to  Europe.  TW  i 
sceptic  is  even  entitled  to  exact,  as  the  cooditaoa  d 
his  belief,  that  the  strait  be' crossed,  as  ^^1^ 
crossed  it,  both  wi^s  within  at  most  fourteen  boon. 


JHE  MILUNGENS  ACCOUNT  OP  THE, 
CONSULTATION. 

refirrredtoit%pagt^9i.  | 

As  the  account  given   by  jflx,  MHUngea   of  &■ 
cqnsullatieii  difiess  totally  fropi  that  of  *Dr    R—wt  < 
it  is  at  that  ^e  reader  shouM  have  it  m  M^.  MiH^ 
^en*s  awn  words »—  > 

*f  Jtt  the  morning  (18th)  a  consultation  wm  pto- 
posod,  to  whioh  Dr  Lucca  Vept  and  Br  Fk«iber, ' 


♦  «  Strabo,  Book  XIH-  Oxford  Edition. 

t  •  Thi«  is  evidently  a  mistake  of  tlie  writer  or  printer. 
Hia  lordiliip  moat  liere  have  meant  a  strong  wind  from  tlie 
Xm«poan  aide,  as  no  wind  from  tlw  Asiatic  side  conld 


my  assistants,  were  invited.  Dr  Bruno  {md  Lnocx 
proposal  hfivlng  recourse  to  antispasmodics  and  oik^ 
remedies  employed  in  the  last  stage  of  typbu. 
FVeiber  and  I  nmintained  thai  they  coufl  only  hmiiLa 
the  fatal  termination ;  that  nothing,  could  be"  more 
empirical  than  ^ying  from  one  extreme  to  fhririfccr 
fbat  if,  as  we  all  thought,  the  complaint  was  owy^ 
|o  ,the  metastasis  of  rheumatic  inflMnmation,  the 
existing  symptoms  only  depended  on  the  rapid  mad 
extendve  prqgress  it  had  raad«  in  an  organ  previoaaiy 
sa  weakened  and  irritable.  Antiphbgistic  means 
couki  Wver  prove  hurtfol  in  this  case;  they  wo«4d 
become  useless  oniy  if  disorganization  were  alrea4r 
operated ;  but  then,  lioce  all  hopes  were  gone,  vrhnc 
means  would  not  prove  superfluous?    We 


here  the  effect  of  driv!n«  an  o«cct  te  the  Asiatic  aboT».« 

I  Uilnk  H  right  to  remark  that  it  is.  Mr  Tamer  trinsMif 
who  has  here  originated  the  inaccurracjof  which  he  nc- 
cuses  others;  the  words  used  by  Lord  Bjron being,  not 
as  MrTamer  sUtes,  "from  the  Asiatic  side."  bat  «•» 
ttoAsiacticdirection.**~T.M. 
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mended  die  tpplioalion  of  numeroiui  leeohes'  (o  t&e 
templei,  behiad  (he  ears,  and  along  ihe  courae  of  the 
Jugtilar  Teitt,  a  Itfge  blister  between  the  shoulders, 
and  nnapisms  to  the  feet,  as  afibrdipg,  though  feeble, 
yet  the  lact  hopes  of  succi^ss.  Dr  B.,  ^iDg  the 
patidit'a  phjsidaii,  had  the  casting  vote,  and  pre- 
pared the  antispasmodic  potion  whidi  Dr  Lucca  and 
he  had  agreed  upon ;  it  was  a  strong  infusion  of  va- 
lerian and  ether,  &c  After  its  admiaistration,  the 
convulsive  movement,  the  delirium  increased;  but, 
notwithstaMing  my  repre9entatioiis,a  second  dose  was 
given  half  an  hour  itfter.  After  articulating  confused^ 
a  few  broken  phrases,  Ibc  patient  sunk  shortly  afier 
into  a  comatose  sleep,  which  Ihe  nexA  day  terminated 
in  death.  He  expired  on  (he  19th  April,  at  six 
o'clock  in  the  afteroootf." 


THE  WILL  OP  LORD  JfVRON. 

Court  of  (kmtoriitty. 

This  is  the  last  will  and  testament  of  tfie,  OeOfgp 
Gordon,  Lord  Byron,  Baron  Byron,  of  Bochdale,  in 
the  mmpif  of  Lancaster,  as  kXioyn :— I  give  and 
deviae  all  that  my  manor  or  lordship  of  Rochdale,  in 
the  nid  county  of  Lancaster,  with  all  its  rights,  royal- 
ties, membeiSf  and  appurlenanoes,  and  all  my  lands, 
tenements,  hereditaments,  and  premiset  situate,  lying, 
and  being  wilhin  the 'parish,  manor^  or  fordship  of 
Rochdale  aforesaid,  and  all  other  my  estates,  lands, 
hereditaments^  and  premises  whatsoever  and  where-, 
soever,  unib  my  friends  John  Cam  Hobhouse,  late  of 
tVmity  Oollege,  Cambridge,  Esquire,  and  John 
Hanion,  of  Chancery-lane,  London,  Esqnire,  to  the 
use-and  behoef  of  them,^heir  ftein and  ataigus,  upon 
trust  that  they  the  said  John  Oun  Hobhouse  and 
John  Hansoiv  and  the  survivor  of  them,  mod  the  fieirs 
and  assigns  of  such  stffvivor,  do  and  shalT,  as  soon  A 
eooveuieotly  may  be  after  my  decease,  s«Uand  dispose 
of  alt  toy  said  manor  and  estates  for  th^  most  money 
thai  enn  or  may  be  bad  or  goUen  for  ihe  same;  either 
by  private  eontract  or  pubUo  sale  by  auction,  and,  ei- 
ther together  or  in  k>(s,  as  my  said  (rustees  shall  think 
proper ;  %nd  for  the  faeilimting  tuch  sale  and  sales, 
1  do  dUect  that  the  receipt  and  receipts  of  my  said 
trustees,  and  tfie  sqrvivor  of  4hem,  and  the  heirs  and 
assigns  oC  ^ueh  sorfivor,  shAll  be  a  good  and  sufficient 
(fisoharae,  and  good  and.suflSoient  discharges  to  the 
purchaser  or  purchasers  of  my  said  estates,  or  any 
part  or  pa(ts  thereof,  for  so  moeh  money  as  in  such 
ieeeipt  or  receipts  shaH  beexpreMed  or  acknowledged 
to  be  received ;  and  that  such  purchaser  or  purcha- 
sers, his^  her>  or  their  huirs  and  assigns,  shall  not 
afterwards  be  in  any  manaer  aaawerable  or  aeootitat- 
able  for  such  purchase  ttooi^,  or  be  obliged  to  see 
to  the  applicatioii  thereof:  And  I  do  will  «nd  direct 
thai  my  said  trustees  shall  stand  possessed  of  the  monies 
to  arise  by  the  kale  of  my  said  estates  upon  such  trusts 
and  for  such  intents  and  purposes  as  I  have  here- 
inafter directed  of  and  concerning  the  same  :'  And 
whereas  I  have  by  certain  deeds  of  conveyance  made 
r  I  on  my  marriage  with  my  present  wife  conveyed  all  my 
«  manor  and  estate  of  Newntead,  in  the  parishes  of 
Newstead  and  linley,  in  the  county  of  Nottingham , 


unto  tmstses,  vpon  trust  to  sell  the  same,  and  apply 
the  sum  of  sixty  thousand  pounds,  part  of  the  money 
to  arise  by  such  sale,  npon  the  tmsca  of  my  marriage 
settlement :  Now  I  do  hereby  give  and  be<i«eath  all 
the  remainder  of  the  purehase  money  to  arise  by  sate 
of  n^  said  estate  at  Newstead,  and  aH  the  whole  of 
the  said  sixty  thousand  pounds,  or  soch  part  thereof 
as  shaH  not  become  vested  and  payable  under  the 
treats  of  my  said  marriage  settlement,  onto  the  said 
John  Cam  Hobhoose  and  John  Hanson,  their  exeev- 
tors,  administrators,  and  assigns,  upon  tuch  trostv 
and  for  soch  ends,  intents,  and  purposes  as  hereinafter 
direefed  of  and  coneerinng  the  residue  of  my  personal 
estate.  I  give  and  bequeath  nnto  the  said  John  Cam 
Hobhouse  and  John  Hanson  the  sum  of  one  thousand 
pounds  each.  I  give  and  bequeath  all  the  rest,  roi 
sidue,  and  remamder  of  my  personal  estate  whatso^ 
ever  and  wheresoever  unto  the  said  John  Cam  Hob- 
house and  John  Hanson,  their  exeeirtors,  admiaisCm- 
tors,  and  assigns,  upon  trost  that  they,  my  said  trus« 
^  tees  and  the  sarvtvor  of  them,  and  the  execntors 
and  administrators  of  such  survhor,  do  and  shall 
stand  possessed  of  all  such  rest  and  residue  of  my 
'said  personal  estate  and  the  money  to  arise  by  sale 
of  my  real  estates  hereinbefore  demised  to  them  for 
sale,  and  soch  of  the  monies  to  arise  by  sale  of  my 
said  estate  at  Newstead  as  I  have  power  to  dispose 
of,  after  payment  of  my  debts  and  legacies  hereby 
gfven,  upon  the  Crusts  and  for  the  ends,  intents,  and 
purposes  hereinafter  mentioned  and  directed  of  and 
concemmg  the  same,  that  is  to  say,  upon  trust,  that 
they  my  said  trustees  "and  the  survivor  of  them,  and 
the  executors  and  administrators  of  such  snrvivor. 
db  and  shall  lay  out  and  invest  the  same  in  the  public 
stocks  or  funds,  or  upon  government  or  real  security 
at  interest,  with  power  from  time  to  time  to  change, 
vary,  and  transpose  such  securities,  and  from  time  to 
time  during  the  lifeof  my  sister  Augusta  Mary  Leigh, 
the  wife  of  George  Leigh,  Esquire,  pay,  receive, 
apply,  and  dispose  of  the  interest,  dividends,  and 
annual  produce  theveof  when  and  as  the  same  shall 
become  due  and  payable  into  the  proper  hands  of  the 
said  Augusta  Bdary  Leigh,  to  and  for  her  sole  and 
separate  use  and  benefit,  free  from  the  control, 
d^bts,  or  engagements  of  her  present  or  any  future 
husband,  or  unto  such  person  or  persons  as  she  my 
said  sister  shall  from  time  to  time,  by  any  writing 
undef  her  hand,  notwithstanding  her  present  or  any 
future  coverture,  and  whether  covert  or  sole,  direct 
or  appoint;  and  from  and  immediately  after  the  de- 
cease of  my  said  sister,  then  upon  trust  that  they  my 
said  trustees  and  the  survivor  of  them,  his  executors 
or  adminntrators,  do  and  shaH  assign  and  transfer  aH 
my  said  personal  estate  and  other  the  trust  property 
hereinbefoite  mentioned,  or  the  stocks,  ftinds,  or  se> 
curities  wherein  or  upon  which  the  same  shall  or 
mity  he  placed  out, or  invested  unto  and  among  all 
tfnd  every  the  child  and  children  of  my  said  sister,  if 
more  than  one,  in  such  parts,  shares,  and  proportiona, 
and  to  become  a  vested  interest,  and  to  be  paid  and 
tmnsferred  at  such  time  and  times,  and  in  such  man- 
ner, and  with,  under,  and  subject  to  such  provisions, 
conditions,  and  restrictions,  as  my  said  sister  at  any 
time  during  her  Ufe,  whether  covert  or  sole,  by  any 
deed  or  deeds,  instrument  or  instruments,  in  writing, 
with  or  without  power  of  revocation,  to  be  sealed 


And  ddiTered  in  the  pretence  of  two  or  more  credible 
witnesses,  or  by  her  last  will  and  testament  in  writ- 
ing, or  any  writing  of  appointment  in  the  nature  of  a 
will,  shall  direct  or  appomt,  and  in  default  of  any 
such  appointment,  or  in  case  of  the  death  of  119  said 
sister  in  mj  life-time^  then  upon  trust  that  they  my 
said  trustees  and  the  surviror  of  them,  his  executors, 
acbninistrators,  and  assigns,  do  and  shall  assign  and 
transfer  all  the  trust,  property,  and  funds  unto  and 
among  the  chiUfen  of  my  said  sister,  if  more  than 
one,  equally  to  be  dirided  between  them,  share  and 
share  alike,  and  if  only  one  such  child,  then  to  such 
only  child  the  share  and  shares  of  such  of  them  as  shall 
be  a  son  or  sons,  to  be  paid  and  transferred  unto 
i  him  and  them  when  and  as  he  or  th^  shall  respee- 
tifely  attain  his  or  their  age  or  ages  of  twenty-one 
yesrv;  and  the  share  and  shares  of  such  of  them  as 
shall  be  a  daughter  or  daughters,  to  -be  paid  and 
transferred  unto  her  or  them  when  and  as  she  or  thqr 
shall  respeotively  attam  his  or  their  age  or  ages  of 
twenty-one  yean,  or  be  Inarried,  which  shall  first 
happen,  and  in  case  any  of  such  children  shall  hap- 
pen ia  die,  being  a  son  or  sons,  befoi;e  he  or  they 
shall  attain  th».age  of  twenty-one  years,  or  being  a 
daughter  or  daughters,  before  she  or  they  shall  attain 
the  said  age  of  twenty-one,  or  be  married ;  then  it  is 
loy  win  and  I  do  direct  that  the  share  or  shares  of 
such  of  the  said  children  as  shall  so  die  shall  go  to 
the  survivor  or  ^ynifon  of  such  children,  with  the 
benefit  of  further  accrue  in  case  of  the  dcAth  of  any 
Mloh-9i;jiving  children  before  their  shares  shall  be- 
oome  ve^ed.  And  I  do  direct  that  my  said  trustees 
IthaU  pay  and  apply  the  interest  and  dividends  of  each 
of  the  said  children's  shares  in  the  said  trust  (vodM 
(ot  his,  her,  or  their  maintenance  and  education 
during  their  minorities,  notwithstanding  their  shares 
may  not  become  vested  interests,  but  that  such  inte- 
rest and  dividends  as  shall  not  have  been  so  applied 
shall  accumulate,  and  follow,  and  go  over  with  the 
principal  And  I  do  nominate,  constitute,  and  ap- 
point the  said  John  Cam  Hobhouse  and  John  Hanson 
executors  of  this  my  wiH.  And  I  do  will  and  direct 
that  my  said  trustees  shall  not  be  answerable  the  one 
of  them  for  the  other  of  them,  or  for  the  acts,  deeds, 
receipts,  or  defaults  of  the  other  of  them,  but  each 
of  them  for  his  own  acts,  deeds,  receipts,  and  wilful 
defoults  only,  and  that  they  my  said  trustees  shall  be 
entitled  to  retain  and  deduct  out  of  th^  monies  which 
shall  come  to  their  hands  under  the  trusts  aforesaid 
all  such  costs,  charges,  damages,  and  expenses  which 
they  or  any  of  them  shaU  bear,  pay,  sustain,  or  be 
put  unto,  io  the  execution  and  perfmnance  of  the 
trusts  hi^in  reposed  in  them.  I  make  the  above 
provision  for  my  sister  mid  her  children,  in  conse- 
quence of  my  dear  wife  Lady  Byron  and  any  children 
I  may  have  being  otherwise  amply  provided  for; 
and,  lantly,  I  do  revoke  all  former  wills  by  me  at  any 
time  heretofore  made,  and  do  dedare  this  only  to  be 
my  last  will  and  testament.  In  witness  whereof,  I 
have  to  this  my  last  will,  contained  in  three  sheets  of 
paper,  set  my  hand  to  the  first  two  sheets  thereof^ 


and  to  this  third  and  last  sheet  my  hand  and  seal  this 
29th  day  of  July,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1^6. 
BYRON  (L.  S.) 

Signed,  sealed,  published  and  declared  by  (he  said 
Lord  Byroo,  the  testator,  as  and  for  his  last  will  and 
testament,  in  the  presence  of  us,  who,  at  his  request* 
in  his  presence,  and  in  the  presence  of  each  other, 
have  hereto  subscribed  our  names  ^^  witnesses. 
Thomas  Jones  Mawie, 
Edmund  Griffin,* 

B^RDKBICl  JbBVIS, 

Clerks  to  Mr  Hanson,  Chaodsy-lane. 

CODICIL.— This  is  a  Codicfl  to  the  kst  will  and 
testameat  of  me,  the  Right  Honourable  George 
Gordon,  Lord  Byron.  I  give  and  bequeath  unto 
Allegra  Biron,  an  in&nt  of  about  twenty  months  old, 
by  me  brought  up,  and  now  residing  at  Veniee,  the 
sum  of  five  thounnd  pounds,  which  I  direct  the 
executors  of  my  said  will  to  pay  to  her  oa  her 
attaining  the  age  of  twenty-one  years,  or  on  the  day 
of  her  marriage,  on  condition  that  she  does  not  mairy 
"with  a  native  of  Great  Britain,  which  shaU  first 
happen.  And  I  direct  my  said  executcvs,  as  soon 
as  conveniently  may  be  after  my  decease,  to  inrest  the 
said  sum  of  five  thousand  pounds  upon  govemmem  or 
real  security,  and  to  pay  and  apply  the  annual  income 
thereof  in  or  towards  the  maintenance  and  education 
of  the  said  Allegra  Biron,  until  she  attains  her  said 
age  of  twenty-one  yearn,  or  shall  be  married  as 
aforesaid ;  but  in  case  she  shall  die  before  attaining  t 
the  saM  age  ai^  without  having  been  married,  then 
I  (Krect  the  said  sum  of  five  thousand  pounds  to  j 
become  part  of  the  residue  of  my  personal  estate,  and 
in  an  other  respects  I  do  confirm  my  said  will,  and 
dedare  this  to  be  a  codicil  thereto.  In  witness 
whereof,  I  have  hereunto  set  my  hand  and  seal,  at 
Venice,  this  17th  day  of  November,  in  the  year  of 
our  Lord  1818. 

BY|tON    (L.  S.) 

Signed,  sealed,  published,  and  declared  by  the  said 
Lord  Byron,  as  and  for  a  codicil  to  his  wfll,  m  the 
presence  of  us,  who,  in  his  presence,  at  his  request, 
and  in  the  presence  of  each  other,  have  subscribed 
our  names  as  vritnesses. 

NEvrtt>K  Hansom, 
Wl^XIAM  Fletchbx. 


Proved  at  London  (with  a  'codicil),  6th  of  July, 
1834,  before  the  Worshipful  Stephen  Lushington, 
Doctor  of  Laws,  and  surrogate,  by  the  oaths  of  John 
Cam  Hobhouse  and  John  Hanson,  Esquires,  the  j 
executors  to  whom  administration  was  granled, 
having  been  first  sworn  duly  to  administer.  i 

Naihanikc  Grisuns,     t 
Gbohge  Jenmbr, 
Charcbs  Dtnelky»  I 

Deputy  Registrar,    i 


THE   END. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Digitized  by 


Google 


